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1.
POETRY.

l?Eaund. lie memorials of eadness and
ey .

! ls—ytn:ueu have a lungnage, tho' history
were dumb.

they want for a record, our frag-
‘ments of story?
this age send no message to ages to

come ! o .
muse of our mountains in fitful strains

inging,
"I 1ea§ets of song forth to float down

wind ; ) ) )
all they fade \‘\hlle our ear with their
music is ringing? _

\ 'tis ours in a green wreath these wild
flowees to bind.

o K. A, 1854,

2.

\DOB.
Lo! Aghadoe renown'd.

ith ivied spires and  hallowed
o+ crown'd !
'd Aghadoe, a city fam’d of old,
sacred books and chronicles enroll’d.
> D. 1'(_5. O’'CONNOR, 1800.

TRing

Lo! yonder pile, in ivy ehroud
e embraced,

w venerably it surmounts the height:
cwalls, tho” now by reckless Time laid
waste,

cs witness'd choral chant and holy rite,
FITZ-ERIN, 1862.

thin the compass of this narrow spot,

morseless ruin holds her wasting reign

er. dungeon-keep, round tower, and holy
ane ;

e men who made and marrved them both

_Em'g_ut_

eir lineage, name, date, place, remem-
beved not.

lefi?lncy deems the lord of fair Logh-

Might bless and rule from here his wide
domain,
At once a priest and chieftain of the Secot.
T. GALLWIgy, 187,

5.
There's a glen in Aghadoe, Aghadwe,
Aghadoe,

There’s a green and silent glade in Agha-
doe, :
Where we met, my love and I, love's fair

planet in the &ky,
0’er that eweet and silent glen in Agha-

dee.
J. TODHUNTER, 1884.
5

Oh, Aghadoe, so sweet, so fair,

My memory e'er ghall wander there,
Where thy ruined and ancient lkeef,
Standing, silent, seems to weep,

C. O'L., 1¥18.

T
To rising Aghadoe, .
Whose proud rough rocks appeared with
bloud-stained hue;
What  warklike chiefs (as long traditions
tell)
In emly daye on this fair summib fell!
P. O'KELLY, 1791,

8
TEW FROM AGHADOE.
Nor wanted peeping hall
height,
The bauk-divided farm, the ruin brown,

-

and castled

The mazy viver wandering IHue omd
~ bright,

Like veins on heauty's forehead straying
down ;

The smoke calm curling from the neigh-
howring town,

Contrasting  fair  with wild and sugged
scene,

Primeval mountaine, nature’s  awful
throne,

Vast solitudes, where seldom foot, T ween,
Save the red-antler’d monarch of the
wastes, hath been.
T. C. CROKER, 1828.

AUNASCALUL.
Oh, beloved spot blest, where
loves to vest,
And lingers to kiss last of all,
Where the blue ocean's tide refleets back
with pride
The Theather-crowned
Aunascaul!

the sun

mountaing above

M. O'C., 1510.

10.
BALLYNABOOLY, DINGLE.
The fierce blast that howled over Branden's



white peak,
The fluuds that rolled down from his cloud-
curtained steep,

The billows that foamed along Ventry's

famed shore, ) )
And mimicked the etorm with thunder-like
roar ;

High cliffs and swift streams, wild heather
and fens,

Broad lakes or deep
and dark glens,
Wove spells ‘round my heart for my lone

Alpine home,
Which  clings to my memory wherever I
TOGIMm.

valleys, steep crags

ANON, 1905.
11
BALLYLINE.
Happy Milesian happiest of men!
Then Ballyline is now your own again.
"Tis large enough, though not a whole
ploughland,
And has a lovely prospect to the strand.
M. O’CONNOR, 1718.
12
BALLYHEIGE.
See Ballyheige!
engage
And surges buffet, with eternal rage,
Here Neptune daily rolls his angry store,
And ships and sailors scatters on the
shore !

where winds and waves

P. O’KELLY, 1808.
13

3

Stratches forth the healthy back,
The fresh and fair old island tract—
The patrimony -of Teigh,
With Shannon 'bove, the bay helow :
The Maharees and Blaskets; lo!
The Mucklagh Rock and peaks of snow,
Are near to Ballyheigue.

M. PRENDEVILLE, 1906.

14.
"Tis Ballyheigue, famed Ballyheigue,
That nestles near the tide,
The home of genial Irish hearts,
The tourists love and pride.
M. O’CARROLL, 1910,

15.
BENAUNMORE (Lough Guitane).
Now Benaunmore is bathed in summer haze ;
Below, fast-cradled in its rocky dell,
Loch Carrig-vea slecps motionless and well.
GALLWEY, 1871.

I propose to commence the fifth volume of
my Kerry researches with some samples of
local poetry, which illustrate the history and
topography of the county. This collpetion
meludes 365 specimens, and it will be
a pleasure to insert any others which readers

345

ol the “Kerry People”
KING, 354, Ismailia
London, Eng.

.may forwayq to
Road, Foragt, ‘3&1'3‘
il
16,
BLACK VALLEY.
For here, amid his Alpine solitude
The spirit of the mountain sits suLli‘me.
His arm a cataract, his foot a flood,
T. C. CROKER, 1828
17. '
Uh, Coom-a-dhuv! deep vale of beauty stay
Like a dark blood-stone set in 4 Ky
bright, Hamongg
Partly o'ershadow’d in thy bed of green
Or fall reflected in thy moasy light, ?
BF. FISHER, 1ggp,

18.

BLACKWATER BRIDGE.
Romantic pile! the pencil’s favourite thema
And now wayfaring poet’s haunt—hig drean
From earliest days. Lo! with what a-l'.rv
grace v
Spring thy two arches from theiy rocky bage .
Fringed by the mountain ash, the onk, a.né

larch.

. “FITZ ERIN," 1363,

(Rev. John Fitz Gerald Day of Beaufors).

19
BONFIRE NIGHT.
With how much glee, in sweet Tralee,
Ere yet our joys were blighted,
With mirth and song, when June came on,
Our bonfires once we lighted,
K, 1853,

20.
BRANDON HILL.
On to the beach, where Brandon’s billows

oar,
Where the rude torrents still assail  the

shore ;

Brandon, which guards this fair Hesperian
coast,

Whv'rse] vast tall height sinks till in ocean
ost.

P. O'KELLY, 1808.
1.

SAINT BRENDAN.

Mobhi his name at first

Giiven by his parents—fair his face:

A youth hostful, seeking, slender,

He was a help to the men of Ireland.
Braon-find (white mist) his name after that,
In body and in soul,

From that shower he found

From Bishop Eire.

Turee purple wethers, pleasant the herd,
Baptismal fees for Brenainn,

Sprang—fair was the compact—

Out of the well alone. ]
The sound of the voice of melodione Brenainn

336

n the cave at Fenit,

fo thousand paces on every height

tjis high delightful voice was heard.

iTo look on Brenainn's face

o one in Ireland is able, )
Bave Finan the Bent, dear the champion,
fle alone, because of the greatness of his
i grace.

BOOK OF LISMORE.
22.

fo write it out, and ecothly tell

f(Vhat to St. Brendan erst befel—

it thy command [ undertake

he task right gladly, but will make

o light or silly pleasantrie

Pnfit in such grave work to be.

3 NORMAN POEM, 1121.
23.

f grew to manhood by the western wave

Among the mighty mountains on the shove:

fy bed the rock, within some natural cave,

My food whate'er the seas or season hore.

R D. F. 41\[:10(?;\131??1’. 1850.

2

1

Boint Brendan sails the northern main:
fhe brotherhoods of saints are glad.
e greeta them once, he sails again ;
late! such storms!
MATHEW ARNOLD.
25

Pver the crest of the western wave,

Btraight in the path of the setting sun,

asting that deep that may he his grave,

mdan, the mariner, saileth on.

. a vision had eome in the silent night,
ind spake it to Brendan—of the western

i land—

plain and valley and mountain height,

With lakes and rivers on every hand.

Flose by the waves on the sand he stood—

Brendan. the saint, in the morning’s light—

le blessed the sea and the air and ground,
nd “Ireland the Little’ he called that land.

; JOHN WALSH, 1860.

S 26.
SRICKEEN BRIDGE.
Wn either hand a spreading lake doth lie.
Bach beantiful, T ween, though mot the
& s§ame ;
Berenely rests in joy, like matron dama,
gor one beneath the kisses of the sky
one. like virgin coy. seems ruffled o’er
with ghame.
T. C. CROKER, 1828.

27.
WALENTINE BROWNE.
$he princely chieftain is a protection for
3 the high and the lowly.
0 thonsands are welcoming him with love,
the tide is favourable, and a green wood is

growing therein, ) _
And tields are growing bright without de-
struction.
EGAN O'RAHILLY, 1720.
oo

&0.
VALENTINE BROWXNE.
The wild deer has lost the noble shape that
was her wont before,
Since the foreign raven nestled in the thick
wood of Hees;
The fishes shun the sun-lit stream and the
calm delightful rivulet;
It 1s this that has caused me ever to have
recourse tu thee,
Valentine Brown.
EGAN O'RAHILLY, 1726.
Pt

JOHIN BROWNE
Magonily is helpless, without a spouse;
Killarney is quernious and tearful ;
On either side of the Maine the foreigners
hold boundless sway,
And Sliabh Luachra is in trouble proclaim-
ing his death.
EGAN O'RAHILLY, 1706.

THOMAS BROWNXNE.

The spacious park and mansion of Kenmare

Adarn the scene and give a nobler air!

The lordly owner with exalted mind

Of acceéss easy, free, polite, and kind.
OTFFICER IN THE ARMY, 1750.

31.
HON. MARGARET BROWNE,
Tair daughter of an ancient line!
They hade, in happiest hour,
Thy sweetly-burthened name be thine,
Pear]l of the House and Flower!
T. GALLWEY, 1871.

CAHIR CONRL
Hia heart was fashioned in heroic monld
Who fixed his eyrie on this cloud-capped
rock,
Scorning the wild waves' roar and tempest’s
shock ;
The bettec thus in one wide glance to hold
The ocean track, from where full Shammon
rolled,
To that lone isle where first the hillows broke.
T. GALLWEY, 1871.
33.
We followed on this beauteous lady
Up to the dun of King Conri,
The mountain palace shines before us,
The grandest sicht that eye could see,
REV. M. HORGAN, 1840.

34.
See Conri, the chief of his elan,
The highway of glory pursuing,
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Never met with his match in a man,
Till Blanid co ed him to ruin.
WA, DALL HEFFERNAN.
ab.
After that came the Clann
To seek their king,
Five score and thiee hundred,
Ten hundred and two thousand
Sad was the struggle (ogethey
Of Blathnait and Ferchertne,
And the graves of them hoth are
Fn the puissant land of Cenn Bera.
Death of Curoi MaeDari. 10th ¢. M.8.8.
3h.

Deda

CAHIRNANE
What land is that,
confines
The rapid Flesk, and is venowned for mines?
"Tis Cahirnaan, exclaime the ravished muse—
To Calhmrnaan who would a song refuse?
D. R. O’CONOR. 1800.
37.
Sweet Carnane fair! thou blooming, blest
retreat !
Where learned
seqt : —
Heerbert the kind, the hospitable friend,
Whose genial virtues all the Nine commend.
P. O'KELLY, 1808.
38.
BATTLE OF CALLAN 1261.
O’Bullivan Mor, of the mountain and valley,
O'Connor, the ehief of the tall masted galley
(' Drigcoll, the scourge of the Sassanach sailor
Left  Cogan’s proud danghter a desclate
wailer.

which on the south

Herbert holds his blissful

EDW. WALSH. 1847.
39.
And now thy dwelling is lonely—
King of the rushing horde ;
And now thy battles are over—
Chief of the shining sword.
And the rolling thunder echoes
O’er torrent and mountain free;
But, alas! and alas! Mac Caura,
It will not awaken thee,
MARY MacCARTHY DOWNING, 1840.

40.
CARAN-TUAL.
I saw the summer sun go down behind the
sea,
And o’er the pale moon grow a golden light,
From lonely Caran-tual's topmost height
Towering aloft in cloudless majesty ;
The serried hills heneath seem in the night
Like hillowy ocean, heaving in its might
And torned to stone; while far as eye can
&P '
The lengthening shadows o’er the surface flee.
T. GALLWEY, 1871.

41.
CARRIGAFOYLE.
0'Conor Kerry, whom poetia chojrg
From herves trace, and sage monarch
At Carvig-Foyle 1o more with kp
shines,
Nor loads his tables with the choicegt s
D. R. O'CONOR, 1500
42, i
The Castle of Corrigafoyle, by the way
ls in Kerry, upposite Poulnasherry bay
Where reigned long ago with much ",
aud heneur,
O'Conmor. the King of Irraghtioconney,
And there wasn't a morri—
: ll'fr mansion in Kevry,
from  Knockanore Flill to’ the Dot
Ferry. magss
With plenty of liquur
| Aad money to kick. or
To burn, if you wanted to make it go quick
For claret was cheaper than p‘:'ll‘:liﬁlll“].j‘her
In the time of O'Connor of Carrigafoyle
THE O'RAHILLY, 196§
43

al Sireg
lendgy,

g’liiy

Upon that epot where Corrig's lofty towep
A lengthen’d shadow casts along the green
The lord of Shanid snmmons all his power s
And knights and galloglas ard kern gpa
Rean.,
Marking the targe with arrow barbed kegn,
And javelin light, and musket ringing loud,
GERALD GRIFFIN.

CLASHMEALCON.
T would T were in Boherbawn, to view the
scenes at early dawn;
The rising sun o'er Knockanore,
warriora fought in days of yore,
Mow I long to view North Kerry's plains,
where winds the placid river Feale;
Or climb the sandhills at sweat Kilmors,
where Shannon’s waters ebb and flow,
T. O’'CONNOR, 1910,
45

whers

COLEMAN'S EYE.
He leaped across fo make his speed more
fleet,
And on the vock left pressure of his feet,
3y time unworn, still undefaced and new,
A mighty marvel to the traveller’s view.
" C. LUBY, 1822.
0,

COLLINS.
The Ui-Conaill of the battalion of Munster,
Multitudinons is the gatheving,
A great tribe, with whom it is not usual to
contend,
Are the battle trooped host of the 0Coilens.
O'HUIDHRIN, 1400.
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47.
i CHRISTOPHER CONWAY.
" pDown by the strand
| Lives a young maiden, bland,
| The fairest,
|\ Whe raress,
& The Flewer of the Land.
I phe’s a hough of perfume
& With ever-bright bloom,
L "Tis my glory,
¥ Her story
5. And deeds to illume,
- (0. Conway of Tighnahala, Killorglim, te
[#is wife, Ellen, daughter of MacCarthy Mer).

48.
! (ORCA DUIBHNE.
iIn the west, let us give first place to the host,
9t Corca Duibhne, of great bounty;
ot us apeals of the east as far as the streamy
" Sinir,
B0f every fresh plain of fine cattle.

O'HUIDHRIN. 1400.

49.
i CREDE'S MANSION.
Tt is destined for me to go there.
@ To Crede's, at the Paps of Annan—
® Fhat T he there, awaiting sentence,
# Four days and half a week.
i AGALLAMH NA SEANARACH.

: 50.
(¥ Pleasant is her fortress fair,
® Men and maids and boys are theve.
& Druids and the Sors of Song,
Cupmen, doormen, skilled and streng
%y Men for steed, and men for stall,
& Men to rule the roast in hall;
b8 Bupreme o'er all sits Crede
Bright, beauteous, gold-haired lady.
CATML.

i 51.
4 CREDFE'S DIRGE.

& Moans the bay—
§  Billows gray vround Ventry roar,
&, Drowned is Cael Mae Crimtann brave,
« "Tis for him soli wave and shore.
| Heron hoar
#'Mid the moor of Dromatren,

i Tound the fox her yonng attack,
Bleeding, drove him back again,
Bore the sigh
Sobs the stag from Drumlis nigh ;
Dead the hind of high Dramsalin,
Hence the sad stag’s wailing cry.
Wild the wail

From the shrush of Drumkeen’s dale;
Not lese sad the blackbird’s song,
Mourning long in Liter's vals.

Woe is me!

Dead my Casl is fair and free:

Oft my arms would ward his sleep,
Now it is the deep, dark sea.

Woe the roar

Rolling round from sea qnd shore ;
Since he fought the foreign fos,
Mime the woe for Cael no movs,
Sad the sound,

From the beach and hillow round ;

I have seen my time this day:

Change in form and face is found.

Fver raining

Tall the plaining waves above;

I have hope of joy no mors,

Since 'tis o'er our bond of love.

Dead the swan

Mourns his mate on waters wan

Gireat the grief that makes me know
Share of woe with dying swan.
Drowned was Cael Mace Crimtann brave
Now I've naught of life mine own:
Heroes fell hefore his glaive,

His high shield has ceased to moan.
Translation by GEOQ. SIGERSON, 1969,

: 52.
LOUGH CUILLIN, GLANBEIGH.
Longh gradh na Glinn Cuillin!
Dear Take of the Holly Glin! .
Child of the mountains, calmly here reposing
Deep in their hosom, beetling clifis beneath ;
The eagle’s haunt, around thy eradle closing;

One outlet leaving, where. thro' rock and
heath, )

A streamlet steals to the sheer mountain
hrow,

And thence, with echoing din,

Tossging from ledge to ledge. a foaming Hnn,

Tt seeks Louzh Sahern’s basin apread below.
) FITZ FERTN, 1862.

ey

53.
CURRANE RIVER.
At Inbker Scene they landed,
The story is not concealed.
The rapid great stream in which bathed
Fial. wife of Lughadh.
LEABHAR GABHATA.

54. .
LOUGH CURRANE (LUGHDACH).
She a man, bare, beheld,
In sun-shine,
Shock of death. death’s dread power,
Lowered fell fate,
Bare T came, hence her shame
Stilled she sate.
[The wife of Tugai (son of [th, sephew ef
Milesing) died hers of fright].
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55. Shall th te .
CURRAGH-CAN-A-WER, e rchants, - and Minstrels,

maidens of Spain ang
Nor shall T see you, Ourragh—can‘-a-wee, Once again j LE ir swi :
Full often have I made 4 song for thee, f‘h'egnluajnl? eir swift shipg come ovp
Lest some disaster should attend my life, D. F. MacC ARTH
My tender children, or my loving wife. . ARTHY

M. O’CONNOR, 1719,

. “THE KERRY DANCE.”

Ye may talk of yer waltzes and lancers,
Faix for thim T don't, care a fig,

If ye want to make fine soople dancers—
Ye can't bate an owld Trish jig.

DERRYNANE ABBEY

€ ocean gales, blow gent] o’er 5

ﬁnd silent halls! ye %-oea,ny wa.vesm::foiione

OW murmuring! for hep 2
o g r here he tuned hia

Now soft as notes of lover's Iute to

Whultarrics long to hear: ang

Fanning the breath of batt]e.

T GALLWEY, 1871

One

NOW & tong
Yerra man! ye but twisht in yeer shlippers
Ye think ouy fine brogues a quare rig,

But ye can’t touch the illigant thrippers, DERRYCUNNIHY,
Who dance to an owld rish jig. Oft, oft, when my heart 'mid the dwallj
of men 1igs

When ye waltz ye ape all the time turnin’, Ip ife 1 r repi i § s
With lancers ye bob—and look ig, ’ ca.llg 00m may repine, will My &pirit p,.
But bedad with yer twishtin’ and twurlin’, The brightness
glen,

Ye can’t bate an owld Ivish jig. :
A. 8 Du GGAN, 1910, Where rushes thy foam, Derryc:mnjhy fal]
SR AL LYNCH, 1gog

THE KERRY DANCE, 63.

Oh, the days of the Kerry dancing! The man who wonld s e Dery i
; Sl Pl : *e Derr, hy fal)
Oh, the ring of the piper’s tune | Must come with 1 whiskey. op by fall
2]1, for one of those hours of gladness— ' at zL;.Ue " good whiskey, or 110k come
sone, alas! like our youth, too soor. And a pocket w Il lined, fo
Wher; the boys began to gather in the glen mnnsv_. he e
0f a summer’s night, May as well stay at home fy weet, siwa
And the Kerry piper's tuning made us yﬂprr‘,'r-xrinni113\'1 T ..t e
long with a wild delight,. i '
J L. MOLLOY.

58
DEAGADS.

and calm of thig lone litt]s

minus  the

T. C. CROKER. 1828.
P

Now the Long Range is Passed, with all jtg

bending ;
After the tribes of the plain of the keels, 0’Dono hue’s Lea nd  Colman’ i
I speak of the race of Conaire, ﬁtrﬁipzp e W ki 19
A tribe of the hm‘oes_nf Breagh, from The Upper Lake is now its wild charms
Tulach-a.n-Tur. lending ;

In Munster, of the smooth flowing s-Lre:l»ms. And
O’HUTDHRI‘N, 1400.

& sweet bay invites our ogr aside,

Where Derrycunnihy contracts its tide . . .

While, thro” the Opening trees, break on onr
view

The Recks and Sliabh Caillach, which seem
to brood

In Alpine majesty, and vet in sullen mood,

O’er Coom-a-dubh’s dark valley desp and

dusky enlitude,

DARRYNANE.

. Scariff there
I view, and Dinish, and the green Lamb igle,
While on the dim horizon's furthest verge
The sister Skelligs lift their pinnacles.
Nearer to home the Two-Head isle appears,
And the 014 Woman’s Rock. and opposite FITZ-ERIN, 1862,

e Durseys streteh, while o’er the hills of

Rath DERRYCT‘NNIHY CHAPEL.
A glimpse of Kenmare's estuary T gain "Tie here beside this guarding rock.

ELLEN FITZ-S1MON. 1863.  Thus far upon the height
0 Which backwards rolls the tempests’ shock,

02! wild Darrynane. on thy ocean-washed We mark the chosen site.

shore, ) ) Yon gentle ohild shall turn the sod,
Shall the glad song of mariners echo once And lay the parent atone,

more? For here we build a honse to Ged.
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¢ reflex of His throne.
T. GALLWEY, 1871.
66

Jppon a grassy mound of velvet sheen,
fairy cottage rears its graceful head,
eltered by mountains, purple,
green,

F. FISHER, 1890,
67.

NGLE.
(fThe gates of Glory they erected near,

[WThe Beal fires lighted ever since proclaim
To Eirinn’s children that immortal flame

breast,
UTis love and glory make men’s
est—

fere and hereafter,
! CATH FIONNTRAIG.
68

BResistance can't stay them,
E tard,

Grove they win,

And harry the Rices of Ballingolin.
3 A. B. ROWAN, 1856,
69

01d Dingle in its shady bower

ils slambering at ease :

Imposingly the tall church tower
Looms up among the trees,
. MACILLA, 1905,

L

R

maln,

.t

Ah! prond Kerrymen who roam
‘Every land beyond the foam
Boast vou know a train at home
$Called the Dingle Exprese.
From the morn till cloge of day,
‘From the hilltop to the bay,
[ Troth, she'll whistle all the way,
| ¥ Did she ever call a halt
L8 As she clambered Glounagalt?

"And, oh! the merry rom
8 When you're whirled down to Camp,
And as a steeplechaser true,
F Faith, she’d take o bridge or twe—
= Bounding Dingle Txpress.

. Store,
sunset rays, their various colours shed. With Syria’s

[fWhere yet the pillars in their place appear.

[ Which lights to victory, which fires each

bosoms

nor plunder re-

@They desolate Stradbally, sweep by Mina.rd‘:
They drive the Knight's deer-chase, his fair

(1580).

0 ward we stretch to Dingle’s  dreadful

Where lies a rock destructive once to Spain; -
[@Here commerce, spreading  all  her ample DUNLO.

P. O'KELLY, 1791.
71

ANON, 1904.

72.
To Dinish Island bend we next our way,

DINIS. -
Where feathered songsters tune their sylvan

y 2
white, or Where Flora spreading all her treasured

swests embalypy the
P O’KELLY, 1791.
DOOLAGH, MUCKROSS.

spicy
shore,

For here, whate’er hoon nature could im-.

par
Sublime ’or beautiful, is scattered round ;
As if to show her triumph over art,
The goddess planned this favo.red epot of

ground. ) )
T. C. CROKER, 1835.

DROUMCARBIN,
This is a good farm :
You have a riverside helow,
And you have a riverside along it ;
It faces the sun, and has jts back te the
snenw,
MAUR-NI-DHUIV O'"CONNELL.

DUINNEACHA, beside Tonn Toime,

Thou wave below, which dashest from such
a height,

The senses of my head are overpowersd with
thy bellowing,

Were help to come again to fair Erin,

I would trust thy discordant clamour down

thy throat.
EGAN O'RAHILLY.
76.

Oft o'er Dunlo, swift in the morning (.je“"
and Osgur nimbly

i stores, Ti o’d the chase
@ Pours distant wealth on these dread craggy Ilonn urg ® chase,
i shores. fewy

At Brann's full ery the wolf affrighted broka
Acrcss the hills—and slumb’ring echo woke
D. R. O’'CONOR, 1800,
77.

We set off from Killarney one bright sunny
morn,

With clonds on the mountain that threat-
ened a storm

In a jingle we go to the Gap of Dunloh,

And sometimes drive fast. and sometimes
drive slow,

For the road was not always quite equahla

’ there, )

But sometimes it was rough, and sometimes
it was fair;

And the horse he was lame. and the vehicle
bad,
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And L::idriver a foel, and the pasesngers 84

. ) EAGLES NEST, KILLARNEY

T. C. CROKER, 1828. Row, boat I i

T 4 elt:fa.ﬁ?an, row—speed on oy Pleasiy,

That gloomy gorge, whosa rooky sides there! N
re! Now
Bhot ;?;;anzo é’gﬁpef-h-:ha-rchm of the skiea; gg'lmly awhile afff}set ;};?1 ofi’vﬁ?d fet e flogy
ge, e gorge of famed That echoes to the Eagle's 5 clif,
Ban] Xow wake, Spillane!
throat,
To rouse the nymph that sleeps in Yonde
3 r

19
‘ - e
thy gray square tower, %nd let, her wait thy strains to cli
M the ddvi o Oread sisters, lodged in halloy
5 o eddying Who
And fronte the mountain-gor i

et aln-gorge with threa-
As tho' in menace of the nature foe;

i screami
Lay spread before me glittering in the snew. thy bllgla’gmbrizg:
F., 1854,
High on a cliff,
Dualo ! s remg,
may prolong such notesg tm('e]:“-ept

Acelian shsll,
" FITZ-ERIN, 1g6p

5.
There for ages dwelt Nature’s well-agsoptaq

darkly-rolling.

Far henc ok
“I:“ the htlllng!_’l- dealt out many a p:’lil’
]ln » » . )
And from thi : "Till low aims and hums T
this stand-point drove the iren bied ek ‘l‘lll‘es thp;r;ilfull;, rseated the

brand
Home to the heart of a distracted land.
'B['o GALLWEY, 1871,

Since then Echo site there lonely, by th
gently winding stream, il

Only in the distance hearing, not for }
the Bagle scream, ) =

I'll mount on my pony, though clonds dark T. GALLWEY, 138
85. ) BISE SSS

and eullen,

May weep frowning tears as w
A"w‘"w\', E d ‘_-_. ] *AUS as \\_e go. ECHOES
' 10“'](:19.1, Robin! sagacious, though The wild notes he heard v’er the watep
We'll trip thro o} . those BLAC Srede
P through the Gap of Dunloe. To which ne had sung Erin's bond
BIF_ FISHER, 1890. WORH. g lurin’s ‘.m age and

And the breat h o he hugle ROW Wﬂfth
them o’er . ’ )
F rom Dinig” green isle to (”C‘IL\'S W
5 3 ooded

DTI“,\'Q['TY.
n e aiiffs about Dunguin
Whera the hidden m\fjex'ns‘ are
.'in_cj the seas come rolling in.
CGharged with wonders from afar.

ANON, 1905,

. 82.
)IT(H NT EAGLE, VENTRY,
While India’s monarch fled the frowning And

He listened—while high o’er the eagle’s rude
- }'m-'at- ) !
e Mngering somnds on their wa i .
iy wag loved te

the echoes sung back from their full

coast ;
But Qeites bracked X : . __ mountain elioir,
. i 4 him o with  enmerting  As if Toth Lo let song so enchanting expire.
Tia hones li i ; it hi
# hones lie bleaching on Yon snmmit high. It seemed as if every sweet note ¥hat dled

C.i'T‘Pf FIONNTRATG. here

'}'Il?)fw\;T f]'?AGLE'tRGA;;TTzEISLAND. os tﬁ‘ﬁlenrehrm(ght to live in some airier
ough often poets haw : = . .
B mincihn KJ‘]la.}:'ney :::éefas,it:‘n%m::;]: a[l:]enlo‘ Some heaven in those hills where the soul of

Sweet Muckross and the W. the strain
With Clahirnane’s pTant:Li‘:;:ft Demesne, That had ceased upon earth was awaking

But 1€ fhem view that rural seat G

So rare. 8o rich. 8o nice, so neat .

So well secured from cold and .heat

So blooming bright the darkest nigl')b
beams of light '

THOMAS MOORE.

One wild and distant bugle sound.
Breathed o'er Killarnex’s magic shors,
Will shed sweet floating echoes round
When that which woke them is no mere
J. 8 LEFANT.

Mmii_-g radiant
Muck like a constellation.
ULIOCK KERIN.

ceivih

&

(- BE3 )" ooy C
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If thou wilt nos have ue die,
Bus with alaves ard sabisfied,

A 8.
put hark! what heavenly eweet enchanting
; Then, all-conquering girl! we ery

L notes, i [
| What tuneful magic o'er each mountain  These, thy azms now lay aside.
b floats ; Piers Farrites was executed at Killarmey

(
in 1653, by the Cromwellians).
93.
AT FINAN,

f ghe acrial sounds are wafted to the vale,
Hark ! now they louder quaver on the gals;

" And now conveyed to every warbling hill, o
- Swell all the wvale and through my bosom Finnian of Clonard and his disciples ;
il ; Finan of Innisfallen on Loch Lein;

3 thrill ;
;L'!‘rom height to height, from vale to vale it And Finan of Lochlee (Currane), my patron

| flies, saint,

. And now the muaic fills the vanlted ekies.  Who brough Tveragh safe from the plague.
P. O'KELLY, 1791 JOHN O’CON;‘&ELL, Iveragh, 1660-

4 89. 3

8 Echo! the place made vocal by thy strain FINN IN KERRY.

¥ Is hallowed ground whereon our spirits feel Fast and fariously rode he—

= The thrill of long forgotten joy or pain— He urged his eteed to far Tralee,

& The bugle note, fio cannon’s deafening On from Tralee to Lerg-duv-glass,

And o'er Fraegmony, o’er Finnase,

' peal,_ i . ! 4
® The full-voiced chorus, and the wild refrain, O’er Moydeo. o’er Monaken,

f And ah! one voice that ne’er shall speak On to Shaniber, o'er Shana-glen, )
b again. 'Till the clear stream of Flesk we win,
And reach the pillae of Crofinn,

T GALLWEY, 1871
a0.

8 What words could speak the heartfelt awe, 95. .

Or what express the pleasing pains, THE GRRALDINES. )

§ 8 Cansed by the echo of Glenaw? The Cleraldines! The Geraldines!—'tis full

& Where, save itself, deep silence reigns, a thousand years )

% There where Jove's bird his nest has made, Since, 'mid the Tuecan vineyards, hright
& What spheric music fills the ear flashed their battle spears ;

. From a single horn aptlv played : When Capet selzed the Crown of France,

& Where no rude breeze disturbs the air. their won shields were known,

i How tell that pigmy gun will roar, Ard their sahre-dint strock terror om the

i Full sixteen seconds will resound, flanks of the Garenne:

8 Like cannone of the largest bore, Aoross the downs of Haetings they spurced

" From mount to mount with thunder sound? hard by Willlam's side,

& Mow express the extactic thrill, And the grey sands of Palestine with Moslem

. How describe the enraptured soul, blood they dyed— .
Put never then. mor thenee, till nmow, Have

J. C. MANGAN.

e e vy

+J8: Excited by the bugle shrill :
®  Or mimic thunders distant roll. falsehood or disgrace,
RAGNALL, 1803. Been seen to soil Fitzgerald’s plume, or
91 mantle in his face.

FERMOYT.E. T. DAVIS.
. 8even score of strong, wild oxen,

¢ From Rinn rathach to Fochaoi

i Fifty wolves and fifty huge wild boars,
| Were the spoils of our young hounds at That from

Formanil. ) flight ; )
Dialogue of Ossian and Patrick. "Tig best to have nonght to do with women.

\ As for men who still are single,
PIERS TFERRITER. "Tis best to have nought to do with women.
Lay thine arms aside, young maid, Wrath and vengeance they provoke ;
If thou wouldst not elay ue all; He who does not this proclaim
If aside they be not laid Is sure to find a woe himself. o
To the Conrt for awd T eall. GERALD, 4th Earl of Desmond (1367-98).
Hide from me thy cheek of rose, 97

Be thy lily neck unseen,
Nor for heaven's sake, disclose
One cuvve of thy bosom’s sheen.

Pity the man who nvérleaps his horse;
Let him that likea, my meaning understand,
myself my means have taken

Married man with witlese wife,
Talls in strife with foreien foe:
Bad for hart is belling hind
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Worse the tongue of W ind.
Wedded wife fﬁm a.]t.a.r(;?a:l‘?hnd
Pious—pale before the priest,
After feast shows bitter rind—
Best beware of Womankind,

EARL GEP.AL]?J. Lord Justice, 1357.

98,
THE EARL OF DESMOND, 1583.
They bcrel the wreck of Geraldine
ro’ the wild hills with hurried pace:
In Ardnagragh’s old lonely shrine, ="
His relics found a resting place.
a

By the Feal’'s wave benighted,
No star in the skies,
To thy door by love lighted,
first saw ‘those eyes,

THOMAS MOORE.
100,

From Loughmore to vellow Dun-an-ore

There was fear: the traders of Tral
CGathered up their golden ator:, “
And prepared to flee,

P. FERRITER.
101

THE GERALDINE'S DAUGHTER
%peak! speak low—tha hean sige is crying ;
ark! hark to tha scha! she's dying! she’s
dying ! o
What shadow fits dark’nin
water?
"Tis the sawan of the 7o
ine’s Daughter,

g the face of tha
=—"Tis the Gerald-

THOS. DAVIS.

102.
ENIGHT oOF KERRY, 1642
My woe and my dulness .
For ever and ever
O]lr.’ Chieftain of Kerrv
s that death shenld us
That in Flanders you're ('l}é.?eg’
Far out of my sight—
Oh Maurice, hrave mon
Of the Florentine knight !

I:;E'“‘ CE FERRITER.

. KXIGHT OF KERRY'S BANSHEE.
Aina from her closely hid neat did awake
The woman of wailing at Gur's voicy lake;
From Glen Fogra of words came a mournfu)

i whine,

nd all Kerry’s haoes went the lost Geraldi

The Banshees of Yenghall zm?iﬂ ofe:}?;%;rlla
Mogeely ) %

Were ]jr.J]ilnPri in their grief by wide Tmmo-
killy,

Carah Mona in gloom of deep sorrow appears
And all Kinalmeaky's ahsorbed into tears.
The prosperous Saxons wera seized _with

affright;, .

In Tralee the, ked up and
for ﬁiggt. e d Bls oady

At Dingle, the merchants in terror forsog)

Their shipe and their business, thep trembleq
and shook.

The Banshee of Dunquin in
deplore

To the epirit that watches on dark Dun.an.
oir ;

And Ennismore’s maid by the Feale's gloomy
wave

Did mourn, with clear voice, the death of
the brave.

sweet song dig

1;.0 4c. CROKER, 1843
RIVER FLESK.

Now onece more unto the river! ses 4
hastens on amain
To the goal of all ite longings,
bosom of Loch-lein;
There it courses through the Eden
Where the pleasant waters throng,
Guarded round by comely mountaing
lulled by echo’s sweetest song. '
T. GALLWEY, 1871
105

Ah! oft I strayed to that old mill
In summers that are dead.

the 8Weet

By rich Woodlawn and down the lans 1
.

"Cross stepping stones T sped. {
To Coltsman’s Seat and thro’ the weir t'i\
To verdant Rookery.
Then home again by Lover's Path
To dreaming Sheheres,
106.
Next we through velvet fields oup ]
take,
Where Flesk rolls on impetuone to the lake ;
Delightful  views—bewitching - gcenes ap-
pear—
There sunny hills, and
here,
Now on his winding flowery bank we tread,
Where time-crowned trees their hoary hon-
ours spread ;
Through deep-sunk woods we take our pen-
sive round ;
Now through the vale, and now the rising
ground.

l)lll'fley

tall plantations

P. O'KELLY. 1791.
07

GANDSEY.
He plays Kitty from Athlone,
And Maureen de na Glenna,
And Noreen on the road,
With the flashv rakes of Mallow :
Aughrim overthrown,
The fall of Condon's castle,
Cornelius Lord Mayo,
Who was the boy to wrestle.

[ Still wed his cherished name
(# And oh, how rich his **Madareen Rue"
I With all its variations:
§ With “Jack O’Connell’s
» The Horn, the
¢ And “Reynard’s Lamentations!" P
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He'll give Jackson's morning brush
And Billy Joy the joker,
With the famous Kouth Polthogus,
Described by Crofton  Croker;
The ball of Ballinafad,
The song of Bannah Lannah,
Plounkum Moll in the Wadd,
And Bhaune O'Dwyr na Glenna.
o8 GANDSEY, 1828.
108.

._ Old Ganzey sleeps, whose minstrelsy

Has won a world-wide fame;
Whilst with hie own Killarney, we

Beagles” true—
challenge-view-halloo-0-0!

The lake in view at Aghadoe,
A bard-befitting pile;

¢ Thither can boatmen point and shew
8 Ganzey's last domicile.

FITZ-ERIN, 1862.
09.

' Good-morrow, fox: good morrow, eir;

% Pray, fox, what are you ating?

b A good fat goose T stole from you

L Bir, will you, will you come and taste it?
i Then T tell you, I'lll make you rue

& The goose that you are ating!

8ir, all may see what I've with me,

& It's the leg of a salmon I'm ating.

GANDSEY, 1828.
110.
GLANCAR.

. Iveragh, most stern and savage blue;
4 Glancar, where corn never grew ;
§ Desmond mountain, high and blue;—

Three parts that Patrick never gave his
blessing to.
RING DOW.
111.
GLANTFTLESK.

i That darling wit—O’'Donoghne the gay,
. Who sung these hille. jinesess’d by warlike

thanes,

® That scorn'd fierce Normans and perfidions

Danes.
D. R. O’'CONOR (1800).
112

¥ Farewell to the land of the mountain,

To Glanflesk and ite wild hills farewell;

“ * Where Croghane spreads afar its green wood,

And Ruseru nods-across to its brother,

‘”' And Philadown’s oliff. rough and rude,
~ Still adds to the proapect another,

Whare the Looha and Clydah roll on,
Each down ite own'glen proud to gally :

Till fondly uniting in one,

As the Flesk, they wind through the green
valley. .
Where famed Leabig Owen is shown,
And glensters relate the proud story,
Of the outlaw who mo‘:-.(lie hJ(.im :n’;hionc
n this r rude oary.
And a bed o R. A, LYNCH, 1328

113.
GLEANN-NA-COPPULL (MANGERTTON)
Unknown, untredden by the foot of man,
Glen of the triple lakes, and barriers high—
Wave-washed below and cloud-capped in the

sky—
Thy wyild flowers bloom where late the tor
rent ran, ,
Thy garden shapes iteelf by nature’s plan.
Like buried gold thy charms ~unheeded lie,
Save when the mountaineer with wondering

eye ) ) o
Pauses to view the rainbow's glittering
e T. GALLWEY, 187L.
114.

GLENA.

The yew in rich luxuriance drest,

That shoots aloft on Dinis’ breast,

The green arbutug mighty shade,

Which weaves its gloom o'er Tore cascade,

The ash of Innisfallen’s isle, -

The hawthorns gay in Ross that emile,

The holly trees of dread Coome Dhuv.

The pines whose tops so darkly move

By Laune’s swift flood, all feast the eye,
1 Glena’s fairy scenery!

! . M. J. GANNON, 1858.

115.
To grove-crowned Glena, next the muse takes
wing. ) )
Where feathered songsters hail eternal
spring :

Where every prospect animateas tha soul,
And fancy banquets free of all control.
' P. O'KELLY, 1791,
116.
(ilena! thy very name would tempt the muse

Romantic, to explore thv secret haunts—

It smacks of glens and dells, where Wood-
quest coos, )

The throstle carols, and the blackhird
chants.

Where, when the ox on lowland pasturs
pants.

The stag is wont his noontide thirst to slake

Hard by cascade, where grows, all ferny
plants. .

Or scares the wild-duck from their sedgy
hrake,

While stalking into some lone inlet of the

lake.
FITZ-ERIN, 1842.
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—— e
117.
Oh! duar Glena bay, with green woodlands
. entrancing,
With tall mountains crowned by arbutus
and yew,

Hay eath coming age all thy glories en-

ing,
Stand ent as those rocks. and each wonder
remew.

F. FISHER, 1890.

THE HAG'S GLEN, Caran-tual,
A.ront:* each crag and jutting  fragments

The ®Rame and features of the beldam old
Potent in herbs and versed in many a speli
Whoh nil;-a[t. unblest  within  her mountain

old.

Ob, Blme nod if each shadow a8 it fell

Seei(;ﬂu 'L!rn weird phantom of the hannted
sl ]

T. GALLWEY, 1871.
119

GLENAGALT.
Now @lnagalt full rises o ¢he view
The fam’d asylum of the love-sick erew,
'I'hmmmu:- resort, in erowds the hapless
And songht the covert of ita dreary shada,
016. O'KELLY, 1808.

He seught a deserf wond, existi
ese , existing yet,
Cabled Eloun-na-Nalt, which lies gome miles
away
From Veniry harbour: and where, people
say,
All those afflicted with that dread disease,
The fiends who torment with the
aeize
To seck its confines, and on nuts to live
(corlan).

notion

CATH FIONNTRAIG.
121

- GLEN-AISH.

Fhere is o deep joy T cannaf spealk

Speings up within me, as again

Thy fresh breeze strikes upon my cheel,

My ewn wild, lonesome mounntair glen,
REV. .?ézﬂ. ROWAN, 1851.

GLENTAS.
The vale where the lovely Fas fell
om ker, as ancient records tell,

Obtatne! the name (Henfas.
G. KEATING.
123

WILLIAM  GOULD.
'T‘]wtc?nu of their tears—harrassing is the
ale—

Is thab William Gould the fair, of the hlood

In mazy
Fair Innisfallen courts us to her coasi.

To climb her rocky barrier, and to strav
Aleng the path of Kenmare's spiry wav.

i of nﬁ?le chieftains,
18 golden eandlestick, the i
. heroes, y ¥ tOJ.'chhght, ot
Died at Nantes—it is ruin to the Gaela,

E. O'RAHILLy

124.
) MURTOGH GRIFFIN (1712).
Wicked steward of a barony, who plunde;
deceitfully the MacCarthys, s
And the fair seat of the warrior from i
land which is called Parthus, e
In reward for this, dear is yonder demeg
he possesses, e
Rix scarce feet of the Killarney Church
BGAN O'RAHITLY.

125
THE KILLARNEY HERMIT
As on Killarney's bank I stood, near tg
crystal wave, '
I saw a holy hermit retived within his aave.
His eyes he often turn'd to heaven, and thus
exclaimed he :
Adieu. adieu, thou faithlese
wert not made for me.

her

world—tlwy

GEO. O0H.x.
126.
They then proceeded, by the nearess way
Frumt Clare’s green horders, without halt or
stay,
O’er Limrie pastures,
kine,
And Kerry's ruggedness, each steep ineline ;
And never rested till near Inse they found,
len males from Ventry, a fair ‘camping
ground ;
And theve they pitched their tents, as nigh
soft spread )
Her drﬂr;l.:{‘:_s calm shrouding, like to sleeping

rich  with grazing

CATH FIONNTRAIG.
137,
INNISFALLEN.

Next Iu_:]isf:L]leu—in more ancient dayvs.
Cloyster'd. an abbey to religions praise.
Where pious saints, with

fervent zeal in-

spir'd.

From the seducing world, and vice retiv'd,

OFFICER 1.\1 THE ARMY, 1750
28

rounds of loveliest scenery lest,

JOHN LESLIE, 1772,
129

What prospects grace bless’d Tnaisfallen’s

shore

Round which scarce Nature could assemble

more !

e Lo

36

6

& Were mine this spot—here would I

slay,

ever
;
i D. R. O°’CONOR (1800).
130.

[ Sweet Innisfallen, fare thee well,

[l May calm and sunshine long be thine!

& How fair thou art let others tell,

i While but to feel how fair is mine!
THOMAS AMOORE.
131.

i How I love thee, dear Killarney.

§ With thy boatmen’s endless blarmey ;
Aonkish tales of Innisfallen,

Put to flight hy Master Callen,

8 Back return in pleasant vision.

T. C. CROKER, 1828.

132.
Come now, soft muse! sweet Innisfallen
sing,
Come, memory, come, and stretch thy fancy’s
wing ;

For filled with all Apollo’s young desirs,

. We ]next for thee, fond island, string the
yre.

Heve sacred monks, of deep-embosomed lore,

. Cloistered an abbey on this woody shove ;

. Where pious priests with heavenly thoughts

inspired,

. From noise, from care, and from each vice

retived ;

. From life’s vain baits sequestered in the

: shade,

¢ Spuwined tempting pelf,

E nheyed.

. Sweet. Innisfallen! beauty’s dearest seat,

Enchanting isle, delicious fair retreat;

Heve holy fire devotion warmed the breast.

. And living angels sung the soul to rest.

Here hlooming trees through rugged rocke
are seen,

For ever fragrant and for ever green;

= Boft downy banks, ambrosial beds are found,

and God alone

e T L LD S e

And rosy sweets display their blessings
round ;

©  Promiscuous shades their verdant honours
1 apread,

,-f" And leafy antnmns all their odours shed ;

- Tall tops of holly form impervious shades,

. And balmy violets beantify the glades;

. The beech, the fir, still here their bloom be-
. stew,

And there the ash, and

glow.
P. O'KELLY, 1791.
133.
In the old, old days of Erin, when her lifa
wae in it prime, . . .
Innisfallen vested gueen-like on her marble-
founded throne, . , . .

here the cypresa

[ Wear golden days. and dream my life away. Garnered up, for future atory,

There, too workers, meek and holy, bemding

o’er the deathless page,
fruit  from
each enccessive age.

T. GALLWEY, #871.

There thither led by voice divine,

Saint Finan ceased his quest,

And reared to (lod a vative shrine,

Te man a place of vest.

And ages eve the keep of Ross

Frowned o’er its land-locked bay,

Or hunter's horn was heard across

The lake at break of day,

The couvent bhells rang sweet and etear

The early morning chime,

While echo from her airy sphere
Gave back each note snblime.

T. CALLWEY, 1871

i
135.
Oh! make me a bower of woodbiwe -and
rases ¥
On green Innisfallen. Oh! make it for
me,

For here the enchantress of 11ea.utyl TEmoses,
And bound with her garlands my spiri# would

be.
F. FISHER, #890.

136.
MAOLSUTHAIN O'CEARBHAILL.
Amid Erin’s men of lore, renown'd im days
of yvore,
Was the learned Sage Maelsuhan O'Gareoll,
His fame shone like a star, and Wmight
gleaming, from afar,
Attracted many studants to his school.
The poor peasant’s son was there widh the
monarch’s royal heir;
Christian Wisdom shed her smile on edl the

game,
137.

Unmoved hy song the ear may be,
The cynic’s heart no love disarm,
But Innisfallen, who can see
Thy sunset and not own the charm?

A fairer place, say, could man find,
Wherein to raise devotion’s spell,
To elate the heart, inspire the mind.

With God in nature seem to dwell.

Kind Nature’s hand had cloistered thee
For Saint Angustine’s sons of old,

Where 'neath the yew trees’ canopy
Their pious beads in peace were told.

The vandal’s hand thy tombs may break,
The sceptic’s tongue our faith divide,
Dut Erin’s sons shall ever seek,
To guard thy dust with sacred pride.
) W.H. O'N. L., 1907.



138.
THE ABBOT 07 INNISFALLEN.
The Abbot of Inniefalley awoke ere dawn of
day ;
Under the devy
to pray,
The lake avound i
dark and deep

And wrapped in .. -:isty stillness the moun-
tains were all asleep.

The Abbot of Innisfallen arose
feet ;

He heard a emall bird singing, and O but
it sung sweet !

Ti sung upon a holly-hush.
white bird ;

A song so full of gladness he
had heard,

It sung upon a hagel, it sung npen & thomm ;

He had never he 'd such music since ths
“hour that he was born.

It sung upon a sycamore,
briar ;

To follow the eong and hearken the Abhot
would never tire.

Then the oldest monk came
Jrish tonpoe spake he:

grezn leaves went he forth
s island lay smooth znd
upon  his

this little enow-

never hefore

it sung upon a

forward, 1in

“Thou wearest the holy Augustine’s dress,
and who lalh given it lo thee?’
“T wear the huly Angustine’s  dress, and

Cormac is my name.

The Abbot of this good Abbey by grace of
God I am.

I went forth to pray, at the dawn of day,
and when my prayers were said,

I hearken’d awhile to a little bird, that sang

The monks to him made anewer, “Two
hundred years have gone o'er,
Since our Abbot Cormac went through the
gate, and never was heard of more.
They buried his blessed body where lake and
greensward meet,

A carven cross above his head,
at his feet

Where spreads the heautiful water to gav or
cloudy skies,

And the purple peaks of Killarney from an-

cient woods arise. )
William Allingham.

138.
IVERAGH,

But T must quit my dear Iveragh and roam
The world about to find another home ;
To Paris go with satchel cram’d with books,
With empty pockets and with hungry looks ;
Or else to Dublin to Tim Sullivan
To be a drawer or 2 waitine man,

M. O'CONXNOR, 1719.

a hollybush

130,
Elegant Tveragh oi the fine
The crops that grow in it
Are generals abroad, colonels at
Councillors and spiritual lords at

hespitable mey )

large,
home,

141.
THE JACOBITES (1690).
Hark, the distant hum !
The eclans of stormy Desmond Come
From theiy rugged glens and savage hills
G. H, SUPPLR

Memonia  of Druids—green
song '—

Where. ~ where, are thy
sleep they so long?

dwelling of

minstrels ? \‘.'!1_\'

Does no bard live to wake, as they oft did
hefore,
MacCarthy, — O'Brien, — O’Sullivan More?

143,
KATE KEARNEY.
Oh, did you not hear of Kate Kearney,
She lives on the hanks of Killarney, -~
From the glance of her eye shun danger a9

AP
For fatal's the glance of Kate Kearney,
For that eve i so maodestly beaming,
Yeu'd ne’er think, of mischief ghe's dream-

ing;
Yet, oh! T can’t tell. how fatal's the spell
That ke in the eye of Kate Kearney.
Lady Morgan.

144,
THE KEENERS OF THE SEA.
The keeners are keening out of the sea
For ome of the lordly race of the land,
The sound comes faint and fitfully,
Drawing anigh the strand.
One of the sea-loved race is dead,
And the coffin lies where the tide comes
creeping,
Waiting the wave with ite
head .
To haar it away to the seafolk's keeping—
Oh, cold through the heart are the eounds
that pour
Over the desolate midnight shore!
T. E. MAYNE.

bowed white

145.
KENMARE.
There stone houses all are weather slated
with mud, .
And the praties, and women, and whisky is
good, .
And the latter small hardware, they call it
poteen.
Small blame to them keeping no lamps thera
at night,

Because of the girls, whose eyes shows them
light;

You may talk
with gas,

Och! give m
colleen d

Such as light
deen!

Long life to
down

To his own little city—a far sweeter town

Than Bandon, Dunmanway, or Ballyporeen.

Long life to his honour, till after he's dead,

May nothing that's teazing e’er run in his
head ;

May he give to each tenant a long building
leage ;

May their praties, an’ butter, an’ childer

L increas
Till Duhlin
o Nedeen.

of your lamps, that is all lit

12 black eye of a sweet

up the cabins in darling Ned-

the Marquis, I'm glad he’s gone

looks emaller than darling

J. G. M., 1823
146,

1 ROSE OF KENMARE,
I've been soft in a small way
® On the girleens of Galway,
B And the Limerick lnsses have made me feel
4 quare ;
{ But there’s no use denyin’,
 No girl I've set eye on
| Could compate with Rose Ryan, of the town
of Kenmare.

A. P, GRAVES.

147

: KATE OF KENMARE.

Bweet Kate of Kenmare, though I ne’er may
behold the .
| Though the pride and the joy of ancther
3 you be— B )
- Though strange lips may praise thed And
. strange arms enfold thee,

b A blessing, dear Kate, be on them and on

thee!
D. F. MacCARTHY.
8

148.
fi THE VALE OF KENMARE.
§ 0! where in the Kingdom dwelleth such

beauty
0 As is to be found by the banks of the
i Ronghty ;
b Green thickets and copses abound all the
way

From old Nedeen up to the hills of Coolea.

¢ What a sight it hath witnessed in days fhat
1 are past

b When ilesians rode up in their brigs 'fore
£ the blast,
S And Dinids
to sweep

:f De Dannan cansed a storm

That swamped half the host in the trough

of the heep‘
Aud later when MacCarthy and his heroie

clan

Bore the sunburst to victory at the Glen of
allan,

And the troops of Fitzgerald fell thick in
the passes

Before the quick hlows of the Ferce gallo
glasses.

M. PRENDEVILLE.

140
KERRY.
You said there was 1
To call for a song or a ji
Oh, the boys aua the g
Are the bravest, the fai
And then there’s the fuyf
And both you are cerfaip 4o find,
In Dingle, Tralee, or Iill rney,
And each is the best of it- kind,

m  Kery,
f Kerry,
the hest,
and the blarney,

K., 1855,
150.
Proud that in Eerry we drew our first
breath,
Love her in life. love her an to oup death ;
Though we may chance to stray,
Far from her hills away,
Ever with pride we'l] say,
Kerry's our homs
K., 1855,

But, still, I've trust on those who dwell by
Laune, Feale and Oagaen

While Brighidin Tieas patrols o’er Droum,
and Owen roams Ranaleen ;

While Shawn O'Reidy lives in Town and
Mike by Tlesk doth stray,

And Cwrrow’s sons and d 1ovhters fair, hy
Dicksgrove Cross still play ;

For true men still patrol the hill that looks
upon the zza,

Who will help to make “The Kingdom’
what dear Ireland yet shall be.

“JACK BARRY," 1905.

152,
the old thatched home of my father,
the turf fires warm and bright,
pleasant sorg and the story
neighbours dropped in at night,

Fo T

The when

The wild bogs purple with heather, the ring
of the crossroads set
For dancin’ on summer evenings to tunes

that I can't forget.

Sure all day long I am lookin'
like these instead
Of the busy wonderful city

at the pictures

where I can earn



my scanty bread,
Fhinkin’ ‘tis whitewasied cabiais ['m seein’
on Broadway street,
And the old road down to Killagney under
my achin’ feet.
T C. BRAYYON, 1910.
We are proud of ¢ old Kerry, where in
the days of «l.,
As the student
‘ had he 1, wuld
His books to i Pussport were, uo hills
had he to |
He was welcome | .
a8 he wonld
All this was true of

ithin her hills no need

ach Kerry home as long
stay.
Kerry ere the darksome

Penul time,

1 hooks i

Wien hooks were confiscated, and when
learning was a crime.

'l’o-day’ among our native hills, in  eaeh
Kerryman’s retreat,

A welcome spoken from the heart you're

ever sure to meet,
M. J. WALRIL, 1905.

154,
RERRY SCENERY.
Islets, eo freshly fair,
That never hath bird come nigh them,
But from his course thro’ air,
Hath heen won downwied by them,
}!‘gtis. sweet aneid, of tlee,
Jhose look, whose blush mviting,
Noever did [ove yeb see N
®rom HMeav'n, withoui

Lakes, where

alighting,

the pearl lies hid,
ARrd caves, where {ha diamond’s sleeping,
Bright as the gems that lid
Of thine lets fal] in weeping.
Glens, where ocean comes,
To ’scape the wild wind's rancour,
And harbours, worthiest homes

Where Freedom’s sails could anchor.
MOORE,
155.
KILLARNEY.

"TPwas on a Summer day some time hefore,

When Natunre’s features all their heauty hore,

Fionn's gathered forces, by their chieftaing
ed,

Were calm reclining near the crystal bed

Of happy fair Lough Lean, their numbers
then

Were seven cata of disciplined men,

The rugged Mangerton was frowning near,

And Tore rose mirrored from the waters
c]e:l!‘;

High Tomie mountains echoed far and wide

The chase swift mnning for the silver tide.

364

156.
Ye thoughtless sons of affluence and eago
Bewilder’d oft in pleasure’s How'ry maga.
And ye, who beat the rounds of folly's ﬁe[:h
Try what Killarney’s Dlisstul region yields '
JOHN LESLIE, 1775~
157. ’
Beside Loch Lene Killarney neatly lies ;
Her spacious streets in goodly order pige.
The sage Kemmnure's auspicious NE
causs
This town to fourish to hig vast applanse
D. R. O°CONOR, 1800
158.
When Mangerton’s bigh side you climy
Whoese head so oft thick clouds enshyine.
The boundless prospect thence descripg__
The lofty Turk beneath you seen,
Bantry's wide bay, Kenmare's ful] tide
Lakes dark, and woods of varied greey
Vain the attempt fit words to find—
Vain the attempt tints to produnce
To pourtray to another's mind
The wilds of nature heve lot, loose,
How insignificant is art
When with grand nature °tis compared ;
How little interests the heart
By such stupendous sights prepared
Thy beauties Muckross how relate,
Lhy magic views, thy saceed shrins
With relics filled of mortal's fate,
And tombs of true Milesian line;
Islands, cascades, trees evergreen,
Berries and leaves uf varvied hue,
Eontribute to enrich the scene,
And give to fancy objects new,

BAGNALL, 1803.

—_—

botngieg

159.
The nobles of Chill Airne
ing health
And long life to the wedded pair in love.
EGAN O'RAHILLY.

are Merrily drink.

160.
Hail, sweet Killarney ! Queen of Villus hail!
Thy cloud-topt mountain ! and thy flow'ry

vale !

Thy = blooming Groves! and  amaranthine
Shades !

Thy  smooth Meanders! and  enchanting
Glades !

P. O'KELT.Y, 1808.
61

Thy Muse, bright TFlora's blessings lov'd
to sing,

Blessings that grac’d fair Lene with constant
spring :

On fancy’s wing her airy

Sweetly to sing the

Lakes.
C. MAGUIRE, 1812.

flight she tales,
fair Lough-Tenian

370

! 162.

[ cillarney hail—alas ! unnotie’d long,

| gut now ennobled by descriptive song ;
-'.]*irst tuneful Leslie caught a Poet's fire,
‘and  sung that spot which all the world
jﬁ “admll‘f ;lJ t} perior far
(p'Kelly next, but he supervior far— )
Yeord Connaught’'s pride, and Erin's

splendid star,
163.

ﬂlu.rney! elysium, romantic and blooming,
(8 While thy blue magic waters all sink to

*an:d
: W. W. 1812,

repose,
And sweets, like Arabia’s, thy gales are
: perfuming,
| The sun his last splendors o’er Mangerton
4 throws.

C. LUBY, 1822.
i 164.
Above, the deep wood’'s mellow’d shade ;
Below, the lake, whose waters play’d
fost. musical upon that shore—
[ We'er thought so beautiful hefore.
& AGNES MAHONY, 1825,
y 165.
Woung Leary, skilful at the feathering oar,
/ Darby Connor, trowsered epruce in
blue ;
The heart into the sinews Roberts threw,
And Teahan stoutly tugged the hoat along.
E ~C. HOYLE, 1827.
66.

=9

Dear Killarney, region there is
“None like you, so formed for fairies:
From the cliff where dwells the eagle,
In his palace high and regal,
To the depths thy blue waves under,
hou'rt a little world of wonder!
T. CROFTON CROKER, 1828,

i 167.
Killarney ! all hail to thee, land of the
monntain,

Wherp roves the red deer o’er a hundred
~ hill tops,
silently  views, from the depth of the
fountain,

is image veflected at eve when he stops.

Where the monarch of birds from his throne
! on the rock.

‘Ere he soare’ "mid the storm, sends his wild
scream afar :

| Where the waterfall rushes with
& shock,

}Eﬁnd echo redoubles the sonnd of its war.

fierce foamy

0, who has not heard of thee, land of the
! lake
& And who that hae eeen, but enshrines in

At a scene such as this

Thy mountains majestic,

his heart o
The glow of thy charms, and those feelings
which wake ) )
with a magical

start.

[he vush of thy torrents are sweet to my
ear,

Thy lakes and their wooded isles dear to my

sight,

thy rivulets clear,

Alternately Howing 'mid shadows and light.

Thy wide spreading woods—yonder moun-
tains green pall,

The mellow tonea bugle, the dip of the oar,

Sweet sights and sweet sounds, on my spirits
ye fall, )

And wake me to gladness and music once

more.
T. C. CROKER, 1828.
168.

At early dawn I once had been.
Where Lene’s blue waters flow,
When summer bid the groves be green,
The lamp of light to glow—
As on by bower and town, and tower,
And wide-spread fields T stray,
I meet a maid in the greenwood shade,
At the dawning of the day.
EDW. WALSH, 1847.
169.
With nose against the window-pane,
Kept all day captive within doors : —
“Pray, waiter, does it always rain?”
“No, sir,” quoth John, “it sometimes
pours.”’
Cold comfort this,—and so, I think,
On such a day ’tis just as well, )
With clouds o’er lake as black as ink,
To keep within the “Lake Hotel.”
A. B. ROWAN, 1850.
170.
For, if the morning sun e'er shone
That dark and stilly well upon,
Orv from his orb one tiny ray
Upon its water ’gan to play,
Immediate ruin would assail
And crush each tenant of the vale!

M. J GANNON, 1858.

171
Tived of these sports we pass to
shades,
Where foaming flow O’Sullivan’s cascades ;
Where rifted rocks rolled by the increasing
foonds,
And massy fragments seems to

wonds.
P O’KELLY, 1791

youder

rend the



e

172
Angels fold theiy Wings angd rest
In that Edey of the Wegt_
eanty’s home, Killarney,
Meaven'g refiex, I\'i!‘im‘ne_‘.-!
ED)L O'ROURKE (Falconey)
173.
KILLARN EY  CaTHg JRAL.
Bo haply deem the great, wise men
rear,
Within the shadow of the mountain’s hyoy,
A temple meet for such gpot, severe,
And Mornate, whepa BVery knee may
In adoration of the fap brought near,
Or music lift the sqy) to hep darmonjoys

who

hoty

sphere,
1 (;‘ALL\\‘EY, 1871.
= 174
I\JJI:};‘H&}(. sweet, J\’i!iz-u'l!vy, land of &pirits
light and gay,
Theme the

i poets’ dyeg by night, his
waking thought, by day.
F. FISHER, 1599,

175

Oh! here coylg I vest, gwaoet Killarney, fop
ever, '

Entranceq thus tg
and Jake

Alone amig Mangeyt s dark broomy Fay.
ther,

And -iislvning to tones
awake,

81ze un egeh mountaiy

that echoeg

thy
F. FISHER, 1890,

Alas! on thay, night when the hoses I drove
- tfrIDm the field,
a was not near fy, ter,
i f om  terrop my angel
She stretched forth
&he flung ¢, the
Swam o’er Lol
lover tq find,

her arms—her mantle
wind,

her outlawed

EDW. wy LSH.
177.

.. Onward around the middle lake we view,
What Scenes romantie still oup bliss renew ;
eds

Ir{_every isle are Flora’s velvet z
With al] the pride that summer’s mjildnesg
sheds,

P. OKELLY, 1791

Such 3 Spot of peerless beauty Comes aerogg
my fancy now,
Like a gem of faultless lugtpe sparkling op
on a queenly hroy.
Low-browed arches, pent-up waters, foaming
oer the barriey ridge,
Named a name which te]ls its story,
of old the 0ld Weir Bridge.
T. G.—lLLWEY, 1871.

named

bl'jdge!

0
bright Killarney’g rapids ﬁow
murmuring mirtl,’
F. FISHER, 183y

180.

Shoot not the old Wiy for the Tivey e
The stregm it is rapid t. Oaky it deup_
. S rapid, the rocks they ara
The sky though unclouded, ),

though fair,
Trust e

thera,

lands,:apa

to the caLrent—ioy deggy, may |,
A e

181 ANoy,

Though ftey I'd rvove, thy ugh grgy

valley, and mount, . 51OV, ang

From Shannon to Rath, by
I and by foynt, i ¥ fort

SAW not elsewheye 80 fair and g e, .
a scene e Ateous
As the ljttje white town,
lovely Loch Lein!
G, SIUERSO.\'. 1907,

182

each path,

the crown of the

o OISIN.
Ang L(gl}l]:]lér' and  battla are ng more, Loch
That Mucked the Feinne’s trump
. < i « and bgy,
with Brap : < bayed

]\{'ﬁkos only to the drone of psalming monksg
T W Chris i ‘Ower] ri ;
1€ new  Chpist.d, tids cow ering  priegts of

. Peace,

With !IIlrll‘HEd feet, that fear the honest
treaq

of strong heel o the ground.  Apg Pazh‘u‘;'g
chief,

He told me that his God alone is God,

The God Finn knew lived neyey and that
Finn, ’

Uscar ang Diarmuid sweel-tongneq Kealta,
and al] )

That race Who reigned in battle
land,

.:\ud laughed with Finn iy

through the

Alain, are jy fire,

So Sl;ﬂ'ke the false Priest. | hag slain him
then,
.I{uh he was legs. "Tis not a Fiann’s wont

Lo strike g weaker foe, Byt now, alas!
There is nope worthier fop my arm to smite.”

CHARLES J BRENNAN.

Belold the winding courge of yonder lake,

Not broad, but, like 5 noble river, crown'd

With many an igland Breen, whose smiles
awalke

More lovely, from the shadows cast around,

Of those gizansin hills, daylk, rugged, and
embrown’d, T. C. CROKER.

1
THE LoNg
Leave we all thege, and every vapjed change
" Of that broad &tream, each named and name-.
i less rock,
 The long vust, stony, darls, duncvmiing range

i Of hills, where TOVe sccure the duq deer
8 tock.
4 T. C. CROKER, 1828,

¢ .
KILSUGGNEA ¢ L\ln.ghnrees)_
@ In phrenzied hagte. & cairn they heap ;
& And never from tha day of fate
% Was burial in Kilshannick known.
i l’lague-smit, abandoned, desolata,
. The lone chyyel stands for ever Jone,
R., 1855,
186

! KIPPOCH,
" Then magical fancy has framed me 5 bower,
& Far down in the hallow of recky Kippoch,
(% A home of t]he heart ! where no storm-elond
; should lower,

¥ 'Save that which pass’d aver

the Loch.
R. A LYNCH, 1828

the breast of

i
g LANE OR T, EYNE.
& 0’'Laoghain, heyo of renown,
& Over Ui-Fearba we haye found ;
& O‘Caitln-ea.nua.fgh obtained the land,
i Hard under the battle-peaks of Cnalann,
i ()'i-[['”)‘l-l[ll.\—. 1400,

SHIELA (1AL NT CONNOLAYN.

& Alone, at dim dawn early,

&1 stood within the islet. bowere,

[ Where Lawin’s (Laune) stream flows pearly.
= 'Mid Wavy grass and fragrant lowers ;

& Green earth gave fruits unchary,

& And TOsy wines, they over-ran

¢ For me, from nymphs of faery

& Like Shiela gal ni Connolan

- Jslg‘ WILLTAN O'LEANAIN, 1750.
189
§ LOCH KITTANE,

o Loch Kittane: Loch  Kittane! amid  dark

Mmountaine pillow’d,
: Whe!re Mangerton meets with the hill
hane,
. Whethe sleeping in peace, aor
breeze billow’d,
BLill deay ¢ my heart ig the loje Loch Kit-

of Cro-

by mountain

tane,
T @. CROKER, 1828,
150
I KNOCKRIER
i Next on the north appaay romantic dejls .
Sublime Knockriey his nak-crown’q hosom
swells.

D R 0’coNnyor {1800).

372
84. 191
RANGE, PHE LISTOWET, BANQUET, 1732

I'he gentlemen then, of the country came

ca-pring,
With twenty

led horses, and field-clotheg a

vap-ring,—
The rain it wag heavy, the tempest hlew go
well,
It svus'd them and dous'd ‘em g4 far ae Lis-
towell,

"Il they came to an inn. where the Sheriff
got ready,

An hundred 3y twenty good dighes,

But shert the tepast, there came g courier,

Who told them g river wag rising to drown
em ;

They mounted theiy horses, and tlew off in
aste,
Withont 5Aying grace to the High Sheviff'a
Feast.
192

.\f.’ll‘:‘l[ Lf.[.‘JJ.*'E_

Far from the bounteous river Ella,

To the west of Gleann Salchain of smooth
rods,

Is a fine land, without concealment, of faip
nuts,

It is the land of the noble Mae Amhlaoibh
IJ'H[‘I'DH[HN, 1400,

193
.\I;ll‘r_‘.\R']‘I{\"

From that heur a MaeCaura had reigined in
his pride )

U'er Desmond’s green valleys and rivers 80
wide,

From thy waters, Lismore,
and rills

That are leaping for evop
brown hills—

The billows of Bantry, the

ear,

The wilds of Evaugh, and the groves of
Glencar—

From the Shannon's soft shores to the banks
of the Barrow—

All owned the prowd
MacCaura !

to the torrents
down Brandon’g

meadows  of

sway of the princely

D. F. MacCARTHY.

: 194,
ELEGY ON MacCARTHY OF PALICE.
They have put all Erin in an intense agony
of grief,
From TLeinster to Brefuy and to the verge
of the great Drung;
Beside the Fegle, beside Sliah Alish.
are in a conflict of mourning ;
And from RBeaye without pauee to Ulster of

the hoet.
E O'RAHILLY,

they



195,

Eoghan, eom of CORMAC RIABHACH
MacCARTHY, of Headford (1736).
Own $he banishment of Eoghan, afflicted, and
enfeebled, '
Eight noble streams wept,
The Mague, and the Laune, weak without
respite
The Carthach, the Slaney, and the Claodach
E. O'RAHILLY. '

196.
From Carran Tual even to

Galtymore—
From Themond’s horder to §

the ocean’s

shore,
From North to South, from Fast to West
-'Li'l'a.y,
MacCarthy Mor is lord of all to-day.
H. D. SPRATT, 1888.

197.
MacCARTHY MOR.
The exile veached a foreign shore,
In cemp and court he shane ;
With brave and fair renown
Yab otill he felt alone,
SAMUEL LOVER.

he bore,

198.

MacCARTHY'S GRAVE
Where weeping birches wild] wave,
There boatman show show t.geir brother’s

grave,
And while they tell the name he hore
Buspended hangs the lifted oar; ’
The silent drops they idly shed
Beem like tears to gallant Ned ;
And while gently gliding by,
The tale is told with moisten’d aye.
No ripple on the slumb’ring lake
Unhallow’d oar doth ever make ;
Al undisturb’d, the placid wave
Flows gently o’er MacCarthy’s grave.
BAMUEL LOVER.

199.
MacCAURA.
Away! amid the battle wild
O’Nial's glittering steel will tell,
When brandished by MacCaura’s child ;
Speed thee, boy! farewell! farewell,
Mary MacCarthy Downing, 1840.

_— 200.
My grief! in clay lies Callachan,
By Cormac’s side, my sweet-voiced son :

Anna and Mary, too,

. my own
White Loves,

beneath the same gray stone.
FELIAI MacCARTHY.

201
MacCARTHY'S BANSHEE
S‘I;lv_]mlt beside the haunted stream
ile “twas crimson’d vet wi
e yet with the SUL-gy
And her long black haj i
" winds ﬂe:’v, T With - the
And her robe was a robe of snowy
And she gazed with sad dark gj]‘.;%c
\Vhe;l‘g hMm-(Jaum.'s towers rose
igh.
But sudden the gaze was past
That eat by the lonely stream’ wag one «
And aloft, on the miaty mountain’g ]-,s’
Was seen the dark form in snowy whiéght
&p{l w}ﬂd .'Llndhhigh, over hill and dgale L
a8 ard t 'y ]
wa.iIIE.hL” e loud ery of the Baﬂshee’g
Mary MacCarthy Downing, 1849

wild

hue,
g gyy

» and the one

202
MacCARTHY CAOINE.
O my love, my heart’s love,
Thou kin of princes,
The yellow-haired MacCarthy’s—
Of these who went not into exile
Or were not drowned in the wa\'e’s
The children whem a countess hore
To the Earl of Muskerry,
Carried on two poor stickes
Throughout thine own territory,
MARY RIORDAN.

. 203
; };hﬂ.l{.&' MAGAZINE, 1854-6,
orth—and may these who com
o o ¥ se who come aftep
Our part play'd—Ilet others appéar ‘on the
scene,

Go

Our engagement in spirit fulfilled, i not
etter,

Here ende our assay,—Kerry's First Ma-
gazine.

_ 204.
CROAGH MARHIN.
The daughter she of Greece’s mighty king,
Whom yet the bard for matchless “beauty

sing,

Fell 'do:;'n and fainted, in that state ex-
pire

Before the foes she had subdued and fired.

They mgde her garlands of wild daisies

vead,

Plucked scented heather for her martial bed,

And laid her gently in a tomb high placed

On steep Crang Martin, looking south by
east,

There virgins yearly, on the eve of May,

To her the homage of true virtue pay.

CATH FIONNTRAIG.

I
|

:

~ With aspect

374

205.
i RIVER MAINE ANGLERS (1905).
- And now Kenmare wants thirty pounds
. For the tiver I love with all its bounds;

 But _sooner than pay, we'll follow the
hounds,

. Iss guh vill-ig muh voor-neen slawn.

& E. A, H.

g 206.
. PARC AN AIFERINN, MANGERTON.
We are landless, we are homeless, our sole
dwelling in the cave,
{ And the shadow of yon Abbey, by the yew-
i tree, in the grave.

[ " ghow us there is balm in (ilead. pour on

8 age the light of truth,
' And the flood of clear keen jovance on the
4 stainleas heart of youth.

T. GALLWEY, 1871.

207
Great Mangerton, high towering
rest,

o'er the
rude, with wild and savage
breast ;

whose proud peaks the Atlantic va-
pours fly,

~ Oer

| ¥ Whilst in his womb unfathomed waters lie.

P. O'KELLY, 1791.

208.

© High o'er the rest, our steps aspiring tread
© Exalted Mangerton's cerulean head :
- Parent of springs, where nurs’d the
and rains

dews

; Timely descend, to glad the thirsty plains.
21 JOHN LESLIE, 1772.

209.
MEENAGAHANE.
.~ Where an old castle looks on the face o’ the
£ deep—
~ In ruin and decay by the Shannon’s broad
sweep—

' And wild Poulalugga doth rumble and rave
. And re-echo the voice of the bellowing
4 wave
. That lash in its fury the stormswept cave.

Where in th’ old fort that crowneth the
; brow of the knoll

. Are heard ev'ry ev'ning the noise and the

keole,

The song and the shout of the men o' the
shee

That pass all their life in merriment and

glee
On the back o' the hill that runs into the

8ea,
M. PRENDERVILLE, 1906.

210.
THE MILESIANS,
They came from a land beyond the saa,
And now o'er the western main,
Set sail in their goode ships gallantly
From the sunny land of Spain.
THOMAS MOORE.
11

211.
THE KERRY MOUNTAINS,

Oh! the high-scaring mountains of Kerry,
Where the bright sheeny arbutus Fr'o_ws,
Where the rocks spreud romantic confusion,
And the Hlashing cascade wildly flows;

Whose summits sublimely are tow'ring
Aloft with their mist-shrouded peaks.
Like sentinels guarding old Erin,
The glorious, the grand Kerry reeks.
Then hurrah! for the wild hills of Kerry,
Where the red deer is bounding right
free,
Where the rocks are all draped with
brown heather,
So gorgeous and glorious to see.
ol 212

The Kerry hills—the Kerry hills,
They rise before my longing eyes,
I tread their summits once again,
I hear the wild birds’ frightened cries.
The snow-capped peaks of Mangerton
With pleasant thoughts the memory fills.
I feel their breath upon my cheek :
They are—they are—the Kerry hills.
M. V. REIDY. 1901.
213.
MUCRUS.
Of Mucrus fair; her elegance and dress,
The hand of some superior power confess.
Her verdant terras, Meditations bhow’r,

The yew-topp'd ruin, and the sainted tow'r.

JOHN LESLIE, 1772.
214.
Trreelagh abbey, where the saints oft praw’d,
Lies half in view—half lost within the shade,
Beneath whose boughs sage Pilgrims wore
the sod .
With their bare knees, as they ador'dl their
God.

D. R. O'CONOR, 1800.
215.
Go, Versailles—go,
round,—
Returning, own a Mucruss can’t be found!
A monarch’s wealth may raise a Fontain-
bleau!
But 'tis for Nature Mucrues' pride to shew.
P. O'KELLY, 1808.
216.
If Erin’s chiefs deserve thy generows tmar,
Heir of their worth, O’Donoghue lies here.
M. HARE.

view travel FEurope
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217,
Dear Mucruss, enchanting! amid thy green
bowers,
I'll sing till eternity opens o’er thes,
And a garland I'll weave from the cypress’s
flowers,
For that is the garland that's dearest to
me.
C. LUBY, 1822
218.
Thy towers, forsaken Mucrusa! to the poor
Were once of hospitable aid the sign
And, daily crowding through yon a.mp%e door
In serried files, came pilgrims to the

shrine.
C. HOYLE, 1827.
9

0 sweet Mucruss, how I love thee.
From the hills that rise above thee:
With thy woods and caves fantastic,
And thy solemn walls monastic.
'1;.25:. CROKER, 1828.
CARRIG-AN-CEOL, MUCKROSS.
‘Tis found at last! Contrition’s tear—
And music floating on the breeze—
And childhood’s free song ringing clear—
All mark the spot;—the traveller sees
8oon, rising from embowering trees,
Built on the Song Rock tal% and gray—
Meet place for prayer and bended knees—
The Abbey of the FEastern Way.
A. B. ROWAN, 1853.
221.
If aught of earthly aid could more enhance
The sanctity of consecrated aisle;
If aught could deepen the sepulchral trance
Of those reposing in thy hoary pile,
Old Trrelagh! their peaceful domicile.
Much is there here such sanctities to aid,
Romantic site—thy solemn gothic style;
Thy cloister’d yews o’er canopying shade
And cloister walks and aisle, for lone
devotion made,
And mould’'ring monuments by “‘dim religious

light" surveyed.

FITZ-ERIN, 1862.
222.

Yes! they were men of a diviner mind,

Who sought and found ideal heauty here,

A breathing harmony from Heaven’s own

sphere ;

Where the poor, cowled, and cloistered monk
combined

The love of heaven with love of his own
kind

Such didst thou once, loved Trrelagh! appear,

Such  wert thou &till through many a
changing year,

"Till the rude spoiler scattered to the wind

Thy gentle sway.
T. GALLWEY, 1871

223.
Oh | loveliest ruin, sepulchres of old,
Yet tell the valour of your ancient chiefg
And epitaphs effaced which may have told
Some of their greatness, but not half thej,
griefs.
F. FISHER, 183).

224.
Deep in the shade, impervious to the gkieg
A venerable pile in ruin lies; !
To whose dark sides the moss and ivy clip
And sorrow’s notes in plaintive murmupg
ring.
Within these (iothic walls behold a yew,
Which on surrounding %?r:wes distils its dew ;

. O'KELLY, 1791,

225.
[ stvod in the midst of the mouldering pile
'Neath the shade of its cloistered yew, -
And Lh% .lthought.s that filled my mind tha
while
Round its walls a radiance threw.

Oh! who can stand in this hallowed aisle,
Nor feel that the story told

By each sacred sign in this grand old pile
Is a storv that never grows old?

The stones thus chieelled by loving hands
May crumble into decay,

But the faith they preach for ever stands,
Growing stronger day by day.

We may sigh to think of the hapless strife
That left us such roofless fanes ;
But the faith within receives new life,
And the heart fresh courage gains.
J. B. CULLEN.

226.
MULLOGHBERT.
T shall no more with brogue boan scribiegh
climb

Bteep Mulloghbert, enthron'd on top sublime,
Head of my clan, determine every case.
To make my vassais live at howme in peace.

M. O'CONXNOR, 1719.

227.
HIS DAUGHTER ALICE.
Oh! thou winsome little Fairy.
Oh! thou balm for all my rare!
With thy motions light and airy,
And thy beaufy fresh and fair.
W. P. MULCHINOCK, 185L.

crai e
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228,

A BROTHER DECEASED.

For him of the fair young brow
I weep.
- Who takes in the church-yard now
; His sleep;
For he was the star above
i Sun-bright.
{That tinged with the light of love
My night.
Wm. Pembroke Mulchinock,
New York, 1851.

229.

FOR IRELAND I'D TELL NOT HER

i NAME. !

“One eve, as I happen’d to stray

By the lands that are bordering on mine,

4 A maiden came full on my way,

};Who left me in anguish to pine—

" The slave of the charms, and the mien,

And the silver-toned voice of the dame,

_3 To meet her I sped o'ar the green ;

“Yet for Ireland I'd tell not her name!
EDW. WALSH, 1847.
230.

O’'CARROLL.

0 Donnchadha of Loch Lein,

¢ King of Eoghanaeht is he,

% O'Cearbhaill who ie our friend,

Hawk of the sept of the white strand.
O'HUTDHRIN, 1400.
251.

h AMRS. O'CONNELL.

" Mother of my heart! If you meet the good

i man of my house,

Tell him since the day he left me

I have found no pleasure in anything;

"No music raised my heart.
ALICE O'CONNELL SEGGERSON, 17985

232.
DANIEL G’CONNELL.

To your bark, brave boys, haste!

In our haven's deep strait is a sail!

On through the shallows, and o'er the

watery waste
For France, with my blessing on the Gale!
MATUR-NI-DHUIV O'CONNELL.

233.

Alas! it was not to that leader given,

To guide his pecple to the promised land

Of Freedom! XNor the privilege to stand

In theiy own senate won for them.

TV 1 T

B E. FITZ-SIMON, 1863.
234

§ DANIEL O’CONNELL.
: When O’Connell’s voice of power,
Day by day, and hour by hour,
Rainjng down its iron shower,
Laid oppression low.

D. F. MacCARTHY.

235.

You true sons of Hibernia, come listen awhile
to my song,

And when you will hear it, you won’t say
it's wrong,

It is of a bold eagle, his age it was over
three score,

He was the beauty of the tribe. and tha
flower of Erin’s green shore.

From the green hills of Kerry, so merry the
eagle took wing,

With talents so rare, and in chase he began
for to sing.

The people admired and
charming air,

And scon they elected him as a member for

delighted at his

Clare. 0Old Ballad.
236
I will sing you a ditty, will cause yeu to
amile,

Concerning 0’'Connell and Erin's green isle,

Daniel O’Connell and Erin's green isle,

He says for my dear native country I'll
stand

As long as T live, and my name it is Dan,

I was bred in sweet Kerry, and trained to
the law,

Freedom and liberty, Erin go braugh;

Here's Daniel O'Connell, and Erin's green

isle.
- OLD BALLAD.

37.
MAURICE (’CONNELL, 1836.

I saw him in his glory,

Bewildered in his bliss,

And every joy that earth coula give,

And every smile was his.

228.
(’CONGHATLE.
(O'Conghaile of the slender swords,
Over the bushy-forted Magh O’g Coinchinn;
A hazel tree of branching ringlets.
In the Munster plain of horse-hosts.
O"HUTDHRIN, 1400.

239
O’'CONNOR.
King of Ciarraighe over the clans of Ciar,
(’Conchobhair, it is right for him so to be,
Chief of the mede-abounding land.
From the strand to the fair-streamed

Sionainn.
O’HUIDHRIN, 1400.
240,
MAURICE O'CONNOR.

FOYLE.
his cheeks are as roddy as

OF CARRIGA-

My Connor.
mormk.
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The brightest of

Kind nature wit
adorn

His hair Cupid’s bowstrings, and roses his
breath.

earls but mimic his teeth;
ringlets his mild brows

CAROLAN
(0’Connor was killed during Ireton’s assault
on Carrigafoyle, and was buried in Lis-
laughtin).

241
AILEEN MacCARTHY O'CONNOR (1731).

Fair Aileen M‘Cartie, (’Connor's young
bride,
Forsakes her white pillow with matronly

ride,

And calls forth her maidens (their number
wae nine)

To the bawn of her mansion, a-milking the
kine,

They came at her bidding, in kirtle and

gown,
And braided hair, jetty, and golden, and

brown,

And form like the palm-tree, and step like
the fawn,

And bloom like the wild rese that circled
the bawn.

As the Guebre's round tower o'er the fans

of Ardfert—

As the white hind of Brandon by young roes
begirt—

As the moon in her glory 'mid bright stars
outhung—

Stood Aileen M‘Cartie her maidens among.
Beneath the rich kerchief, which matrons
may wear,

Stray’'d ringleted tresses of beautiful hair:
They wav'd on her fair neck. as darkly as
though ’
"Twere the raven’'s wing shining o’er Man-

gerton’s snow !
A circlet of pearls o’er her white bosom

ay.
Erst worn by thy proud Queen. O’Connor
the gay,*

And now to the beantiful Aileen ceme down,

The rarest that ever shed light in the
Laune.+
*('Connor, surnamed ‘“‘Sugach.” or the

Gay, was a celebrated chief of this race,
who flourished in the fifteenth century.
+The river Laune flows frem the Lakes of

Killarnev. and the celebrated Kerry Pearls

are found in its waters.

The rpaany-fring'd fallninn* that floated be-
ind.

Gave its hues tn the sunlight. its fold to the
wind—

The bl:):igoch that refrain’d it some forefathe,

Had torn from a sea-king in battle-field old

Around her went bounding two wolf-dogs of
speed,

So tall in their stature,
breed ;

While the maidens awake to the new milk's
soft fall,

A song of (’Conror in Carraig’s proud ha)

As the milk came outpouring, and the song
came outsung, g

O’er the wall 'mid the maidens a red.deey
out-sprung—

Then cheer’d the fair lady—then rush'd the
mad hound,

And away with the wild stag in
bound.

60 pure in thej,

air-lifted

The gem-fasten’d falluinn is dash’d on the
bawn—

One spring o'er the tall fence—and Ajleeq
is gone;
But morning’s rous'd
dells proclaim
The course of that wild stag, the dogs, and
the dame !

By Cluain Tairbh’s green border. o’er moor-
land and height,

The red-deer shapes downward the rush of
his flight—

In sunlight his antlers all gloriously flash,

A_-nddon:nrd the wolf-dogs and fair huntress
as 1

echoes to the deep

By Bliabh-Mis now windine (rare hunting I

ween !) .

He gains the dark vallev of Scotia the
queent

Whoe found in its bosom a cairn-lifted
grave,

When Sliabh-Mis first flow’d with the blood
of the brave!

By Coill-Cuaigh’s || green shelter, the hollow
rocks ring—

Coill-Cuaigh, of the cuckoo’s first song in the

spring.
Coill-Clnaigh of the tall oak and gale-
scenting spray— !
God's curse on the tyrants that wrought thy
decav !

* “Talluinn’"—The Irish mantle.

+The first battle fought hetween the Mile-

sians and the Tuatha de Danans for the
empire of Treland was at Sliabh-Mis, In
Kerry. in which Scota, an Egyptian princess,
and the relict of Milesius was slain. £
valley on the north side of Sliabh-Mis. called
GGlean Scoithin, or the vale of Scotia. 18

3T

—

said to be the place of her interment. The
gneient chronicles assert that this battle was
fought 1,300 years before the Christian era.

|| “Coill-Caagh”—The Wood of the Cuckoo,
is called from being the favourite haunt of
the bird of summer, is now a bleak desolate

. moor. The axe of the stranger laid its hon-
ours low. i ] .
. Now Maing’s Jovely border is gloriously
won,

Now the towers of the island#* gleam bright

’% in the sun,

i And now Ceall-an Amanach’st portale are
E ass'd,

i Whel::'e headless the Desmond found refuge at
i last !

Ef By Ard-na greach|| mountain. and Avon-

) more’s head, - )
" To the Earl’s proud pavilion the panting deer
: fl

Wheré Desmond’s tall clansmen spread ban-
ners of pride,

BhBTIGE

# And tush'd to the ba,ttle_.‘ and gloriously
"' died !
The huntress is coming, slow, bhreathless,

and pale. ) e
" Her raven locks streaming all wild in the
‘ gale: .

| She stops—and the breezes bring balm to
: her brow—

© But wolf-dog and wild deer, oh! where are

they now?
On Reidhlan-Tigh-an Earla, by

Avonmore’s

well,

His bounding heart broken, the hunted deer
fell ;

And o’er him the brave hounds all gal-

lantly died, ) . o
In death still victorious—their fangs in his

T e
"Tis evening—the breezes beat cold on her
broast, .
.l And Aileen must ceek her far home in the
i weat . .
Yet weeping, she lir—— - where the mist-
wreaths are chill, )
" O’er the red-deer and tall dogs that lie on
: the hill! )
| Whose harp at the banquet told distant and
wide,
| This feat of fair Aileen, 0'Connor’s young
el bride "— .
0'Daly’s—whose guerdon, tradition hath
told, .
| Was a purple-crown’d wine-cup of beantiful
gold !
EDW. WALSH.
% “(astle Island.”” or the “Island of

£

Kerry”'—The stronghald of the Fitzgeralds.

+ ‘It was in this churchyard that the bead-
less remains af the unfortunate Gerald, the
16th Larl of Desmond, were privetely in-
terred. The head was carefully pickled, and
sent over to the English gqueen, who had it
ficed on Lendon-bridge. This mighty chief-
tain possessed more than 570,000 acres of
land, and had a train of 500 gentlemen oi;
his own name and race. At the source oi
the Blackwater. where he sought refuge from
his inexorable foes, is a mountain called
“Reidhlan-Tigh-an Earla,” or *“The Plain of
the Farl’s House.”” He was slain near Castle
Island on 11th November, 1583.

|| **Ard-na-greach”—The height  of
gpoils or armies.

pi_The incident related in the ballad hap-
pened about the year 1751, Alleen, or Ellen,
was daughter of M*Cartie, of Clidane, an es-
tate originally bestowed upon this respect-
able branch of the family of M‘Cartie More,
by James, the severth Earl of Desmond, and
which, passing safe through the conliscations
of Elizabeth, Cromwell, and William, ve-
mained in their possession until the begin-
ning of the present century. Aileen, who
is celebrated in the traditions of the people
for her love of hunting, was the wife of
James O'Connor, of Cluain-Tairbh, grandson
of David, the founder of the Siol-t Da, a
well-known sept at this dav in Kerry. This
David was grandson to Thomas MacTeige
O'Connor. of ahalahanna, head of t|1e_ %ecun‘d
house of O'Connor Kerry, who. forfeiting 1n
1666, escaped destruction by taking shelter
among his roiations,  the Nagles of
Moenanimy].

the

242.
A KERRY PASTORAL, 1719.
My old acquaintance, and my dearest frwm';i,
Aly Morroghoh ' vhat joys on you attend!
Ten thousand blessings seem at once to shine
Upaon your fo: - and house of Ballvlina.
: M. O'C'ONNOR.
(See History ¢f ..erry. pages 12-14. vol. I
245,
(YDONOGHUE,
0 Donnchadha of Loch Tein,
O'Donuchadha of the full streng Flesc.
Are thus over the Clann t Sealbhaigh.
Men whes2 mind is on the soveveignty of
Munster.
O'HUIDHRIN, 1400

244 B
O'PHONOGHTE 0OF ROSS i )
Still as ench recnrring seassn nshers in the
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. halcyon May,
Milk-White coursers bear the elf-king, bear
him thro’ the silvery spray,
To the scenes where earth’s fajr daughter
. shared his more than mortal love
While the elf-band scatter favours where his
light-winged coursers move,

T. GALLWEY, 1871.

245,
Like Leda’s son, with majesty sedate
Springs up the tide O’Donoghue the Great
And rides distinguished on his milk-whits
steed,
Which was engender’d of ethereal hreed,
D. R. ’CONNOR, 1800,

5
) 246. N
Who has not heard his deathless fame
In minstrel’s martial etraine,
That name to hononr and to justice true
The Prince of Ross the great O’Donogl;ue.
M. J. SULLIVAN, 1815,

247,
O'DONOGHUE,

Onee again, on fancy’s mission,
To thy storehouse of tradition,
Qu:c!&er far than thought T travel,
i4.].1 1t.ls secrets to unravel—

would dive into the mystery
Of O’Donoghue’s dark history ;
And the tranquil home discover
Of that maiden’s airy lover,

T. C. CROKER.

248.
O'DONOGHUE'S CALL.
Sound the Raugle’s Whistle
Kerry's call to battle, ’
Let the Eagle's Nest

1828.

With its echoes rattle !
Sing the song of yore,

Raise the ancient banner ;
Once again the breeze—

The mountain breeze shall fan her.
Cleave, thou fair Loch Lein,
Forth thy chieftain sallies ;
Hail him once again,
Desmond of the valleys !
Gather, chieftains, gather!
Come‘with bucklers clashing,
Clad in silver mail,

Li_ke the billows flashing,

8¢, ve peerless train

Of Erin’s lovely danghters !
Move like stately swang
Qep the won'dring watery

Up! away, away |—

— e

Light as beard of thistle
'Tis the morn of May—
Bound the Eagle's Whistle'!
PLANCHE, 1829

240,
O’DONOGHUE'S MISTRESS.

Of all the fair menths, that round the syp
In light-link'd dance their circles run.

Sweet May, sweet, May, shine thoy for ma.
For still, when thy earliest beams arise,
That youth, who beneath the blue lake ]ieg

Sweet May, sweet May. returns to me,

Of all the smooth lakes,
leaves
His lingering smile on golden eves,

Faip %‘ak-e. fair Lake, thou'rt dear to me:
For when the last April sun grows dim,
Thy Naiads prepare his steed for him

Who d}\:‘ella, who dwells, bright Lake iy

thee, &

where day-light

Of all the proud steeds, that ever bore
Young plum’d Chiefs on eea or shore,
White steed, white Steed, most oY to thes
Who still with the fiist young glance of
spring
From undey that glorious lake dost bring
Proud Steed, proud Steed, my love to me,

Of all the sweet deaths that maids die,
Whose lovers beneath the cold wava lje,
Most sweet, most sweet, that death will ba
Which under the next May evening’s light,
When thou and thy Steed are lost to sight,
Dear love, dear love, I'll die for thee

While, white as the sail some bark unfurls,
When newly launch’d, thy long mane curls,
Fair Steed. fair Steed, as white and free;
And spirits, from all the lake’s deep bowers
Glide o’er the blue wave scattering flowers,
Fair Steed, around my love and thes.
MOORE

250.

Another year has past away,
And brought again the eve of Mav—
The time when I am doomed to take
My ride across Killarney's lale,
And every year the same must he
Repeated to Eternity,
Unless T find a maid and vouth
Both pure in honour, vich'in truth.
Whose love no tempting lure can shake
Whose faith no wordly power can break.
Five hundred years I've sought around.
Yet none such have T ever foind

From the Pantomine, (¥ Donoghue

251.

THE VISION OF 0'DONOGHUE.
Onward the ghostly vision stalked,
High on the tranquil waters deep,

Th: stout men gazed with hands
locked :

tight

1 knew not which to laugh or weep,

/i v » hushed.
With wonder h R
252,
KILLAHA CASTLE.
houee of Geoffrey—ehort seems the
night to hundreds; )
" House of accomplishments, in which songs

-

| B are sung to harps;

. House of festivity and hospitality, in which
T wines are drunk;

| House of bestowing, in which bards are
§ rewarded substantially. i
EGAN ('RAHILLY.
: 253

. The foreigners will not suffer us ever in
Yy peace in Frin, )
Without enslaving our hearts, and humbling
them undey their sway,
To reduce our power, and destroy our
clergy altogether, )
The aim’ of theirlevil plan is to expel ue
it entirely.
fID“:é-]l;f'(lF'FH]-’.w\.' O’DONOGHUE,
Of The Glen (1679).
54

2 -
FINNEEN O'DONOGHUE OF THE GLEN

(1714).
The only bush of refuge left to the bards of
Conn,
A prosperous branch amongst us from Lough
Lein,

A star that ripened from the blood of Eib-
hewr Fionn; .
O'Kelly’'s welcome to U'.::I-ycsirﬁgA%cI;irtY-

255
0 young maidens, speed quick from me
forth,
And watch: can youn see my young Art ap-
proach,

And his sword with gold hilt in _l:is hand *
SHEVAUN-NI-DHUIV O'DONOGHU ..

“O’Donoghue, darling, our chieftain, our

pride,

“What honour what glory to stand by thy

side,

“Open hand, noble heart, whose kind smile

makes ns merry,

“Oh! who can compare to the Prince of the

Kerry? SUSAN BARRETT.

859

25?'I‘H'L‘ GLENS, 1808

O'DONCOGHUE OF E GLENS, 1602

What more 'unuld Homer's most illustrious
verse, . i

Or pompous Tully’s stately prose I'Phl..jln]_'Sl:.

Than what this monumental stone c~{tx‘t.1.111 ;

In death’s embrace MacCarthy More's re-
mains

Hence. reader, learn the sad and certain
'l'llzl,t,t.a’\t\“:a.ii.-' on man, spares not the goed or
-\mlgf:ﬁit.!; this venerable marble ca.l?:ls”_ :
"]'h_\—' patriot tear, perhaps. that trickling
Andml'}%j..\- thy thoughts to other days re-

turn.
i {rin’ ry burn;
rith a spark of Erin’s glory burn
.\~\\31}:1”;\1L”1 I?vipl'ume most grateful tributes
Oh t;;: .\'uu turn. one warmer fl!'”]’_ 11‘;5&““‘.
If Frin'e chiefs deserve thy gmx"rl_m.»h-e?r;
Haiv of thaiy worth., 0'Donoghue. lies 'ﬂ_.e.
te MARCUS HARE.
258.
U’DI"[BI:I[.TIIH\I]. sad
"i-Flanannain, extensive the land )
':\l :‘:"l'dtt land of delightful :‘.h-ezm?n.
O'Duibhduin is over l(h-e warm lan o
He is its king, and his attention is up
improving -, HUIDHRIN, 1400.
259. ‘
THE JACOBITE CHIEFS 1691. i
Obedience is ni- nid in Ealla to the chief-
tain of Kan'rik with military .ﬁ.Pl‘il\H%
Nor by any meanrs to the race of Caoimh o
the hcsts, )
Nop to the skilial, Fp([';gh':]_\'.
’ hi=frain o nain, _
Nor gt*:_l)ll:}.:.‘w(‘ Lll ‘o tpibe from green, smooth
T Tara Lunachra.

impetuous,

TADHG (’DUINNIN

AND O'SHEA
O'FALVEY AND O'SHEA.
From the Maing westwards is heraditary to
them : N I
(}'Fa.i}:he is owner so far as Fln:fmt.m]lgh,
O’Seagha has obtained, without }lema,r_[':_
A country not wretched; he is king o i
Rathach.

O'HUIDHRIN, 1400

261 o
HONORA O'MAHONY FALVEY.
Who is this lady? know ye
She is Nora. O"Mahony’s daughtzr,
She lives in the land of Desmond;
At Faha-na-Fiene
Is her dwelling place.



262.
FALVEY.

Here lies interred the treagure of our time, Beneath the great stone lies Jow
mn all parts sub-

virtue, with wit, and

BF
Darby Falvey, whom God
blest,
From hig crnd)-g to his eternal rest,
TOMB AT AliI.ISH, 1711.
263
The Flesk's fairy numbers
ad tsunﬁ1 me to slumbers,

'N 1 -

. eavi}éud:e wide leafy boughs of the
ill I heard sweeter g gi

Than bird-song i‘: j et

1 harp-ringing,
Andﬁ:eslfie me g sky-mﬂid-e!;l gtood.
AVID O'HERLIHY of Glenflesk,

5 264.
L 'KEEFFT,

O'Caoimh of the just brown
ord of Urluachaip of fresh
A man who united th

brow,
Pasturage,
€ warm country,

Which i “Joveli
hich is constantly like the plain’ of Lhe loveliest of the

Meath.
o’ HI'TD‘FI'RR\I', 1400,

265

CAPT. BIARMUTD O'LEARY

h AT g
— KILLEEN (1696). e ;

Bn.x]-t:ﬂ[: Squire does not cease

TS,
And Killeen, w
multitudes ;
The Dianach is
.. . Cessation ;
And Sgarteen
ing his loss,

here there were

bitterly

E. O'RAHTLLY

6
DIRGE OF ARTHUR 0'LEARy
Beloved of my steadfast heart !‘L‘kRL
uld my vojce hut reach the
: é}grynane | Mor or Carhen.
olden applag y :
Many 4 hm'sf-gm.rn ;g

_ hasten at my eall,

Would be h‘.%.r'e to wail above you

O Arthuyr O’Leary, my hrave one !’
EILEEN O’CONNELL ’LEARY. 1773

267,

. O'MAHONY.
Ux-ﬁllachachtof the West of Banba,

e great patrimony of O’ Vathe
Lancfin:f fair mounds, irreguous, ar‘wf,g ];iritl}]ﬁ?'
That plain of brown nuts ie extensive,

O’FIT'TDITRTN’, 1400.

and man have

from her Lhe hille are all
casks for Men laugh who

weeping  withont Wit

is not neglectful in proclaim-

shores of
where the And sit by her side in some pleasant green

fleet and b;-a.ve
& ho 1 ) ) . Wany ga
stainless maiden veiled in white, would

= 381
IR ———— 8L
e

—_—
Al

_ 268,
JOHN O'MAHONY THE Rygpy

Phoenix, an unblemished author

A bright man, the flower of the wapp
pleasant, noble well-prupr)rtioile(‘i‘a’“mm’

Emery pillar of the land of Erip, hi
humamty and manliness, gh

Lie together beneath thy throat j
Jobn O'Mahony, - 0% i1 nobls

E ORA HILLY.

269,
B s fL)'l,\l()RIA_RTY.
Aavs Als-de of the flock-aboundine
The hero O’Muircheartaigh has n?lfm.i[
A. fine land with green aspect,
O’h-Imhasbhain has acquired.,
O'HUIDHRIN, 1409
) 270

Oh! my misery, my woe. my sorrow

anguish, -
My bitter source of dolor is evermore that

plain,
led,

and my

lovely should s
left to languish SRR N e
Amid a ruffian horde 1] the heroes crosg the
seq,

EGAN O’'RAHMLLY.

271
een that of I (
o P gr at of late looked
Ia , for long lay in trouble.
For Kilcash is, thank Heaven, in friendship
united '
h Browne of Killarney, onr Noble.
EGAN O'RAHILLY, 1720,
272,
I could voyage to Egypt across the
water,
Nor care about bidding dear Fire farewell,
So T only might gaze on the Geraldine's
daunghter,

deep

dell
EGAN O'RAHTLLY.

Through wondrous forests the hosts came
marching,

Through glades that glowed with all berries
sweet,

The very hrambles that rose,

o’er-arching,

Rained scented blossoms before their feet,

Twas Paradise, methought, in glory,

With gates thrown wide to the Cael for aye!

T looked again—ah, the cruel story ! '

There was naught, my grief! but the Dawn of
Day!

EGAN O’RAHILLY.

& seer, ,

e T

g SRR . frsan st

L ]

382

74.

Love of all Lores, she there swift to me
imparted,

Loze of his sailing, from whom we long
were parted ;

Lore of their wailing, who to wreak his
ruin started,

Love not for song, but a trust for the true-

hearted !
EGAN O'RAHILLY.

275.
The roaving flood resistless force display'd,
Each whirling blaet the swelling surges
sway'd,
The vessel burst—alas! the crew she bore
Seream’d in the deep, and sank to rise no

more !
EOGHAN O'RAHILLY.

276,
My shoes ave choicest jewels, many are not
like them ;

' They are an ornament on roads of the fresh-

cut, blue stones;

. It will be a relief to my sorrow, sad and

wretched though I am,

. That Domhnall O'Donoghue has choser soles

fﬁr me.
E. O'RAHILLY.

2717.
O'SHEA.
Thres sub-chiefs are hereditary to them,
The old land of Ui Duibhna of good hosts,
O’Seagha and ('Failbhe the man,
Beal of reckoning the districts.
(HUTDHRIN, 1400.

278.
O'SULLIVAN.
O’Sullivan, who delights not in violence,
Rules over the extensive Roghanacht of
Munster,
About Knockgraffan broad lands he obtained,
Won by his victorious arms in conflicts and

battles.
O’HEERIN, 1400.

279.
O'SULLIVAN ARMS.

A robin redbreast perched upon a crown;
Two lions rampant, with a dreadful frown ;
A stately stag and a grisly boar do stand,
Beneath a nervous and unconquered hand,
That graepe a sword, around whose blade
A shining, sparkling evet is displayed.

Motto: Lamh foistenach an uachtar.

280.
Lo! native arms to union crowd
Betwixt Barnasna and (Ghirameen,
Down Coom Dhav as the flood they pour,
No chief to guide, yet mad for war,
The country of MacCarthy Mor,
O’8ullivan, and high Glencar,
Yea, all Mononia starts to life, )
And breathes but of the coming strife.
VISCOUNT MASSEREINE, 1844.

281.
O! euch things were never known in the
days of Eibir Mor,
North or south, east or west, from the centre
to the shore:
Men paid not half their taxes with the butter,
long ago.
When the true and gallant Gael were a
n-Erinn heo! )
Old women did mot swagger then in satin
scarf or cloak, .
Nor tighten up their whalebones till they
seemed about to choke;
Faith! bonnete, like straw barrels, never,
never were “the go,”
When the troe and gallant Clael were a
n-Erinn beo!
DIARMUID MacDONATILL MacFINEEN
O'SULLIVAN.

282,
O’'SULLIVAN MOR,
The Lord of Dunkerron—0'Sullivan Mor,
Why seeks he at midnight the sea-beaten
shore?
His barque lies in haven, his hounde are
asleep,
No foes are abroad on the land or the deep.

Yet nightly thee Lord of Dunkerron is known

On the wild shore to watch and to wander
alone :

For a beautiful spirit of ocean, 'tis said,

The Lord of Dunkerron would win to his bed.

When, by moonlight, the waters were hushed
to repose.

That beautiful spirit of ocean arose:

Her hair, full of lustre, just floated and fell

O’er her boeom that heav’d with a billowy
swell.

Loud, lond was the call of his serfs for their

chief ; .
They sought him with accents of wailing
and grief.
He heard and he struggled—a wave to the
shora, )
Exhausted and faint bears O'Sullivan Mor!

T. C, CROKER.



283.

O'SULLIVAN’S RETURN.
(¥ Suillebhain has come
Within sight «f his home—
He had left it | ng years ago;
The tears are in his eyes
And he praye the wind to rise,
As he looks towards his casfle from the prow
from the prow;
As he looks to-w.:vde his castle from the prow.

»

Then he sees another scene—
Norman churls vn the green—
“O'#nilleabka‘n Abu' is the cry;

For filled is his ship’s hold
With arme and Spanish gold,

And he sees the snake-twined spear wave on
high, wave on high;

And he sees the enake-twined spear wnve vn
high.

“Finghin’'s race shall be freed—
From the Norman's cruel breed—
My sires freed Rear once before,
When the Barnwells were strewn
On the fields like hay in June,
And but one of them escaped from our ehore,
from our shore,
And but one of them escaped from
shore."

our

Black and rough was the rocl,
And terrible the shock, '
As the good ship crashed asunder;
And hitter was the cry,
And the sea ran mountaine high,
And the wind was as loud as the thunder,
the thunder,
And the wind was as loud as the thnnder.
There’s woe in Beara,
There’s woe in Gleann-garkh,
And  from Beanntraighe unto
kiavaien ;

All Desmond hears their grief,
And wails above their grief—
“Te it thus, is it thus, that you return, you

return—
Is it thus, is it thus, that you return?”

THOMAS DAVIS.

Dun-

204.
MAC FINNEEN DUBH O'SULLIVAN.
The name Mac Finneen Dubh is applied to

thee—
It is not an empty title—
For thy pisdge no cther name:
A name is hetter than chieftainship.

E. O'RAHILLY.

383
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285.
[he priests in dark caves hiding,
Shall altare raise to heaven’s King—
The bard, with wolves abiding,
Again ghall wake sweet mueic’s string,
OWEN ROE O'SULLIVAY,

286.
AN SEOTHO.
Hush, baby mine, and weep no more,
Each gem thy regal fathers wore,
When Erin, Emerald Isle, was free
Thy puet sire bequeaths to thee!
OWEN ROE O'SULLIVAYN,
{.
DRINKING SONG.
Lhis cup’s flowing measure
I toast to that treasure,
The brave man whose pleasure
Is quaffing rich wine,
Who deep tlagons draining,
From quarrels abstaining
The morn finds remaining
All jovoue divine.

OWEN ROE O’SULLIVAN,
288.

One evening late it was my fate
To meet a charming creature,
Whose airy gait and nice portrait
Excel both art and nature;
Whoever views her lovely face,
That is bedecked with youth and grace,
Must every hour, proclaim the power
Of Molly Casey's charms.
EOGAN RUAD O'SUILLEABAIN.

289.

In Fermoy, one day, in an
chanced to be,

And before me on the table plenty of wines
were laid ;

[ beheld a babe,k soft, comely,
meek.

Staading most feeble in the street close hy
the house.

ECGHAN RUADH O'SULLIVAN

290.
(! the French and Spanish
Soon our foes will banish;
Then at once will vanish
All our grief and dread,
City, town, and village
Shall no more know pillage,
Music. feasting. tillage,
Rhall abound instead ;
Peoetry, vomances,

Races, and long dances
Shoents, and songe, and glances
From eyes hright with smiles.

OWEN ROE O’STLLIVAN.

ale-house 1

mild and

WESTNG T R L
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291.
CAPTIVITY OF THE GAEL
1 wandered the moorland all weary and
Worn
Fell row my pathway pursuing ;
Revolving what fetters our chain'd
have herne—
Zad sighing at Erin’s undoing,
T EOGAN RUADH O'SULLIVAN.

limbs

292.

THE “ZXPECTED OF IRELAND.
(3o, lead o’er the laid a white-bosom’d band,
Proclaiming the advent regal,

And bring the fair dames to thy true lover,

Jamee,

Sweet bawd of the line of Nagle.
OWEN ROE O'SULLIVAN.

293
THE SAXON.

& By Blarney's towers I paus’d to ponder,

What deep dark curse our land lies under,
Chain’d 'seath the foreigner foe—
OWEN ROE O'SULLIVAN.

284.
OFENING SCHOOL.
Pure learned priest! akin to Neill and Art,

Whose power protective cheer’d the poet’s
heart,
The fitet in danger’s van—(so bards have

sung them)

Pray tell thy flock a teacher’s come among
them.
Well akill’d
lere,
Fame-laden lays since Erin’s days of yore,
Aund eke the foeman’s tongue, upborne by

law,
Whoee phrase uncouth
‘]Ei\'-"

in ancient Greek and Roman

distorts the Gaelic

OWEN ROE O'SULLIVAN.

295.

KIN(G: CHARLES.
Like Auviigus Oge he bears command,
Or Lous of the trenchant brand,
Or Daire's son, the great Conroy,—
Brave Irish chiefs, my royal boy!
Or Conall, who strong ramparts won,
Or Fergue, regal Rogia’s son,
Or Conor, Ullad's glorious king,
Wh.m  harp-strings  praise  and
e g

poets

CONOR ('SULLIVAN.

296
SIGHLE NI GARA.
Alas! that this damsel, so nchle and queenly,

Who spake, and who looked, and who
moved so servenzly,
Should languish in woe, that her throne

should have crambled ;

Her haughty oppreseors abiding unhumbled.

Oh woe that she cannot with horsemen and
swords,

With fleets and with armies, with chieftains
and lords

(Chase forth from the isle the vile Sassenach

hordes.
Who teo long in their hatred have trodden
us under.
And wasted green Eire with slaughter and
plunder!
297
Since born was (iod’s [Etermal Son,

Came fourteen hundred years to an end;
Three hundred. four score, ten, and one,
Before this lay of mine was penned.

TIMOTHY O'SULLIVAN.

238

Oh! after hfe's dark sinful way
How shall 1 mest that dreadful day,
When heaven’s red blaze spreads fright-

fully
Above the hissing with'ring sea,—
And earth thro® all her regions reels
With the strong—shiv'ring fear she feels,
When that high trampet’'s awful sound

Shall send its deep-voiced  summons
round. )
TIMOTHY O'SULLIVAN.
239
PALIS.
Next on the west, on Laune’s gay nothern
side,

Greinagh exulting.
And Palis bounds,
yore
The well-known mansion of MacCarthy Mor.
D. . O’CONOR (1800).
200
THE PAPS MOUNTAINS.
Wounld’st  trace the past in monumental
stone
And shadowy outlines of primeval man,
These heights ascend, when noon-tide heat
has flown,

rears her sylvan pride,
where wae in days of

And ruins bleached by countless winters
sca ;

Then sit and muse on Rites and Races
gane,

As T do now. sad, silant, and alone.
T. GALLWEY, 1871.



J01.

PARKY 45 TLLA.
Ocean before, the sum sev sky above,
Who could pourtrzy the

smiles—

And all the opal hucs of earth and heaven,

Foam-vinging furests, heather-tufted isles.
A, P. GRAVES.

oy

1 —
PROSPECT HALL.

West of Kncckrier, and northward of Loch

Lene

Stands Prospect Hall's low ground, a cool
domain,

Where lies a rock, which saintly  knees
have worn,

Mochuda’s rnek, o'ergrown  with vev'rend

thorn !

D. R. O°'CONOR (1800).

503
THE KERRY RECRUIT,
In Demny Street, in sweet Tralee, one day
in the month of August.
Who ehould I meet going up and down, but
the recruiting sergeant.
He said young man, if you take on Mars to
your guardian,
It is better than be digging dykes, or be a
spalpeen fanagh.

I never could consent to list, aud obey so
many masters,
My doom would be to face the blacks. and
there T would be slaughtered.
I'd sooner sow, reap, and mow, and till a
froitful garden,
And drink a crown amongst
and be a spalpeen fanagh.
OLD BALLAD.

my friends,

304.

MAC GILLA CUDDY'’S REEKS.
Farewell, ye soft and purple streaks
Of evening on the beauteous Reeks:
Farewell, yo mists that lov’d to ride
On Cahir-bearna’s stormy side ;
The calm blue waters of Loch Leine
Still kiss theiv own sweet isles of green.

J. J. CALLANAN.

205
Then thy veeks, Mac Gilla Cuddy,
In the euveet looking ruddy.
How T long their heights to clarber,
To find echo’s secret chonhar,
T. C CROKER, 1823.

385

momntains’ purple

306,
When erst that cone we scale
morn,
Arvound, beneath, what visipns g "
liv'nﬂ to t_hw coast, by many tlf??nl:te Note,
’113‘” Skellig's ocean pyramid remote wary,
eneath us surgir iffs, wher o
gon]-]t ging cliffs, where Scarce thg
Could elimb
dell
The tarn—and, hark.
throat
Startled lone echo in
Her vnice prolong’d
and swell.

d yoy Summe,

and sleeping ip the dusky

the bugleg brazep
_her mountajy cell ;
In many g dying ;:3,]_1

FITZ ERIN, 1863,

307.

STEPHEN  RICE.
Stephen Rice, esquire, lieg here,
Late Knight of Parliament :
A happie life, full four score Yeare,
Full virtuously he spent ; .
His loyal wife, Helena Trant,
Who died five years before :
Lies here  also—Lord Jesus, grant
Them life for ever maore.

(DIN GLE) MDCXXTL

308
RHINCARAH.
But I, alas, can no such honours boast,
Since sweet Rhincarah—Deay Tvrah ie lost ;
My blood runs low, I'm poor and in dig.
grace, b

And dare not own I'm of Milesian race,

AL O°CONXNOR, 1719,

309.
RONAYNE'S ISLAND.
Lone, grief-haunted island, so pensive and
sad

Each smile seems reflected in tears,
Thy g]v,reen-tinted haunts, once all merry and
glad,
Grow grey with the vanishing +ears.
F. FISHF., 1890.

310.
ROSSBEGH.

Farewell to the Lake of Coom-na-Sahy'n!
That cradles the Behy's infant tide

To Longh Eragh, farewell! and that gem-

like Tarn

That lists the scream of the passing Her'n,
Of wild Glen Cuillin the lonely pride.

To Lough Caragh, farewell! the Iovely
Queen ;

Of ounr far-west Lakes, where the raptur’d
eye

SHEG

—

Can dwell on many a charming scene

Of terraqueous beauty, that might, I ween,

Ev'n with Killarney's graces vie,
FITZ-ERIN, 1862.

311.

: ROSS.

& 1o rival contrast, lo, blxe. e.‘(pﬂ.mj_ed 1sle

| 0f Ross displays her military pile!

¢ Long since ilustrious, and the royal seat,

' As Fame informs, of Dunoghue, the great.

| JOUN LESLIE, 1772

312.

i When there abode a hero dear to fame,

i Killarney’s king, O’Donoghue his mame ;

"By early science and the muses crowned,

For tuneful speech and lettered lor: re-

nowned.

C. LUBY, 18z,

o 313
. A change. O Ross, n'er thy dismantled caatle
| Hos come, thine ivied tow'r, and levell'd

3 moat, ) .

§. No more thou Ot‘hh:‘.‘-“: to din of wassail,

i But sportive Ch:u-.len;r- of some  passing
! boat. ‘

i When Paddy Blake vepeata his

b rote ;

. Or when Spillane at quiet  evening hears
5 Thy walls responding to his bugle-note.

| Floating in mellow tone to distant ears.

i Acrcss the charmed lake, like mneic of the
i spheres.

task by

FITZ-ERTN, 1862.
314
“When the mail-clad warriors float.
With their banners o'er the deep,
Then the foe shall cross the moat
And his flag wave o'er  the keep.”
Mzil-clad warriors leap on shore
ey the keep their banners fling;
. Btout Mac Caura &b ts no more,
“Fight for altars, ho- and king"!
1. GALLWEY, 1871.
315.
' Ross Castle. with its high and ruined walls.
Whese goblin lore the stoutest heart ap-

& pals, )
‘ Btands proudly by the lake, looks grimly
round

80 like a sentinel on battle ground.
F. FISHER, 1890.
0 316.
What numbers heve untimely met their fall,
efore this ereat, this siege--defying wall:
What thundering cannen on the ramparts
stood,
What  chieftains  fell,
stained with blood :
What shocks has not  this
sustained,

what vales were

bulwark long

What god-like herves in the castle reigned*
Here great O'Donoghue, theme of ancient
tale,
Loug -lwuyad the sceptre
vale ;
Whait hm"ds of deer along this valley strayed,
What fleeey tlocks long decked the presper-
ous mead ;
What champing steeds, what
what hounds,

o'er  the

happs

hunters and

Dared the strong flood and scoured the
marshy grounds, i
Hallad Mangerton and swept their mazy

|"‘|!|!F!ﬁ'.
Within hiz walls each day, as poets tell,
Beneath the steel an ox enormous fell ;
Tis cheer the stranger was his princely board
With eiohent viands hospitably stoved ;
To bards his generous bounty knew no
end,
Himself of learning and the muse the friend ;
And all Momonia's kings in days of yore,
With yearly tribute swelled his regal store.
o P. O'KELLY, 1791.
alil
THI? HEDGE SCIHHOOLMASTER.
Migter Byrne was a man
O£ very great big knowledge
And behind a quickset
In a bog, he kept his colle
He taunght ‘Reynard, the slv fox,
Ay, angd arore he had to brag on—
The Irish vogues and rapparees.
Saint George, siv, and the dragon.

GANDSEY, 1828.
518,
GLEN SCOHERN
"Ts full three thousand vears and more,

Since Miledh's scns sailed to our shore,
Led on by Scola, their Mother Queen,
To zain the land they, in dreams. had seern.
What wonder they. such a prize to gain
Should leave the shores «of their mnative
Npain.
Theyv fonght to gain it, histerians tell,
And in that battle, Queen Senta fell;
Thev  Iaid her down on the mountain sicle
Where like a warrior, ehe fonght and died
AMeet vesting place for such as ghe.
A warrive Queen! g warriop Queen!
Where the winds fur ever sweep from the
sen

In Glen

in filen Spaheen-

" CONNOR, 1910.

Seoheen!
AMAY

319

FRANCIS SFGTRSON,

A man has died. In evief all darkens o'er.

From Searviff’s bay, from Deen, and far
Timoye

Tu the last aunset isle. no sail T see;



387

Valentia momns with tears wept bitterly.

O bitterly Ards and Coom the keene,

And Ballinskelligs, where mno lack hath
been

Of sea-borne wine and welcomes as to

home—
The giver greeting all who choose to come.
who tower’d the coun-

Q handsome hawk,

try o'er!
Tﬂfpt;[l)r;l-y of all who sprang from Segerson
More !

And pure thy mother’s blood, Clann Con-
nell’s old,—

Thou dashing chief—thou jovous nand with
gold.

D. O'SHEA.

320,
SKELLIGS.
See Skellig’s chalky sides 'mid surges rise,
And deeadful waves, in mountains, reach
the skies;
Here boisterous-breaking billows ever roar,
And, in haish thunder, lash the obstructing

shore.
P. O'KELLY, 1791.
321
SKELLIGS.
First where the Scail-lig black and threat'n.
ing  brave

The tiercer billows that around them rave,
Where Southern Ocean comes, with winds
opprese’d,

Te ease its bosom on Valentia’s breast.
CATH FINNTRAGA.
322,

The Shrovetide is coming, boys,

The Bhrovetide's coming,

Don’t be in haste a wife to take,

Don't be in haste a match to make,

Thoeugh the Shrovetide's coming ;

Your dread of Skelligs may be strong.

Some women's wills are stronger,

Wait,—You may rue it all your life,

Wait a livtle longer.

K.. 1856.
323.

Och! tumeful Kerry, of songsters merry,
Go forth and bury your bardic love,
For we must sing dumb within the ‘Kingdom’
And keep the Spring glum for evermore.
No rural rhymer may chant his ditty.
Nor urban scribe cut his quill a twist,
For the Rebel City, once sane and witty,
Has banned the bard and his Skellig list.

Tha’ ancient thyme told its mighty story
When bards were glory of king's abode;
Its strains were raised by the Ollamh hoary
When Whig and Tory were draped in woad.
But sad the tale now of Imisfail, now

The kind deposed and thé bard dism:

While grim ;ft drolly, the law q;:;f;nkﬁlssl?’l
Pronounce unholy our Skellig List. e
The wise men tell it (for they can spel] i3
In Ogham brand of the ancient tim !
Those interpreters of bygone letteys
Tell Scotia’'s bard wrote a Skellig rhyme
And when Curoi from his aivy dwelliy’
On Caherconree his queen-love missed
The bard to jibe him (no king could’ bripe

J—

1
With Cullen’s Hound™

h G graced the Skellig

Faith, then the days were, and they the
lays were,

And loud the praise. sir, of soul and pen

When bard would honowr Irraghticonnop

Or fly his banner o’er Foley’'s glen.

When his rhyme reached out to the Feale's
blue wabers, )
Or climbed up Brandon’s black mountain

mist,
And erving soms and forlorn danghiens
Hailed kindred woes in the Sk%Ilig List.

From Maine to Mallow, ye bards who follow
(io rouse Apollo in lane and glen, ’
Breathe forth defiance. ye mental gianta,
On knaves' alliance ’gainst freemen’s pon,
And glovious Hymen who scorns shy men
Will ne’er deny men who still resist '
That legion sable, who'd fain disable
The god’s own waybill—Omnr SKETLLIG List.
DUHALLOAW, 1906,

524.
SLIABH MIS.
By Sliabh Mis now winding (rare hunting I
ween)
He gains
Queen,
Who found in its bosom a cairn-lifted grave,
When Shabh Mis first flow’d with the blood

of the brave!
ED. W. WALSH.

the dark wvalley of Scota the

The Kerry hills—the Kerry hills,
Since childhood’s days my only wish 1
Was, once before T died to feel
The chastened breath of old Slieve Mish.
How sweet must Paradise not be,
That knows not earthly cares nor ills,
When it can bring more happiness,
Than gazing on the Kerry hills.

M. V. REIDY, 1901

326.

TRALEE SI’A.
Behold Tralee! and yonder rising mouat
Where FHealth’s young goddess holds her
crystal fount!

88

hence fell Pandora’s numerous evils fly, ‘ stern, L
‘-r,kvnd ;;.‘11 yetorn with health—who fear to die. The green aund grey, the purple and the
. P. O'KELLY, 1808. dark ;

Haw gracefully the Lichens, Moss, and Fern,

Fringe and adorn yon cliff so bold and stark!

And see yon drooping hirch of silvery hark,

Whose siender twigs down to the torrenb
hend, -

Like Wood-nymph weeping, if she chance to

327.
SPAILPIN FANACH.

b [n pleasant Kerry lives a girl,

¢ A girl whom I love dearly,

B Her cheek’s a rose, her brow’s a pearl,

(8¢ And her blue eyes beam so clearly!

% Her long fair locks fall curling down

¥ 0’er a breast untouched by lover—

0 Move doar than dames with a hundred pound

| Ts she unto the Rover.
i BALLAD, 1797.

328
THE LAWYER'S PRAYER.
Ordained to tread the thorny ground,
Where few I fear are faithful found,
Aline be the consecience void of shame,
' The upright heart, the spotless name.
(ounsellor THOMAS SPRING. 1762.

529.
4 THE STAG HUNT.
| It was the morning of a glorious day ;
@ At dawn the trackers of the deer were out, ) . o i
@ \nd mann’'d each pass above Glena’s lone From oub your craggy cradle freshly bound-
ing,

down with frequent Glide nugt young waters over crystal cells,
Whose echo soft through brush ard brake

resonnding, ;
Make mystic music in

s0e ) ) 5
Some wilder'd Fawn, by clifis shut in an
penn'd, B . )
[Hard by her trickling fount its gentle dife-
rea spend.
Bl g FITZ-ERIN, 1862
333,
TORC.
Yes. zentle are the inmates of th‘}: Froved,
O Torce! once haunted by the wolf and boar;
Here with her Fawn now safe the ved deer
roves.
At times thy tide is furrowd'd by t!}he f]n.r
That wafts the antlev'd captive to thy shore.
l FITZ-ERIN, 1862.

JayY
' To keep the rad deer

shont. B
T. C. CROKER, 1828.
330,
Havk! hark! the jovial huntsman sweeps
the plains, ) . S
every space loud-echoing [Tere Teve looks down with his terrific mien,
straine ; On this fond spot, L-h‘ls ever-sacred ecene;
enlivening sound on every mountain Nature here placed this rugged rncl?_} p:_]e-—'
foats, . Ah, what a contrast to each wave-girt isle!
And hills and vales reverberate the notes. His awful brows the roaring tempesfs meet,

Roused from his lair, see, up the mountain Rocks on his sides, a.ngl \(\5?;{9;%‘@]:“;1.1\_.‘11!1579{;@%.

vour leafy dells.
F. FISHER, 1890.
335.

his

- Tills with

The

side, )
! The fleet young deer displays his ample 536.
i pride ; TRALEE.

‘ wd of his speed, exulting now he mocks, All the Alltraighe return )

i‘? E:Lmh?ren]:l?ngp coverts and opposing rocks. Twao kings of the plain of Cearraighe, 5 gt

See him in view, and see the deep-tongued A tnbeul\zil’nch is ready in the point e -
race, _culty, )

Wind ntl,ui]is heels and beauntify the chase; O'Neidhe and the Cla.nr,t—anm%e}.uN 25

Now deeper notes swift H]‘l,r ;m. ec}ho's wing, (O'Neidhe and O’Cgﬁgirgtfr?éﬂciseé Név'i]lo

‘ ! al g d the valleys ring. eidhe , ang

B e e a'nP.aJO'KIEL‘]?\’, 179]..g and Connery or King).

=

e

33 337.

' TOATTES. THE ROSE OF TRALEE.

; Shall Tomies remain unsung—a pviimely .c.etat. The Pﬁ?}uﬁt‘f{? was ehining above the green
. f that brave chief, O'Sullivan the great; e

1 ?\gh:?:bki.x:;l\\-? a(nlc::stm-, by bards admir’d,  The sun was declining bene:i.th t.}tlz E;lue s;e;;
" To courtly wit, and martial deeds aspgb’g'f When I aft.:{;}}e(ﬂmtwallg my love ep

1 D- Rp 0 CONNORL " That etands in the beautiful Vale of Tralee.
®  What blended traits are here !—the soft, the She was lovely and fair as the rose of the

e

e



380

., sumner, .

Yet twas not her beanty alove that won me

0, no, "twas the tiuth 1 hes eye ever dawn-
ing,

That made me love Mary, the Rose of Tralee.

The cool shades of evening their mantle
were spreading,

And Mavy all smilin, was listeming to me

The moon, through the valley, ha.ropa.le m.y:«',
were shudding, )

When I won the heart of the Rose of Tralee

Though lovely and fair as the rose of the
summer,

Yet "twas not her heauty alone that won me ;

0, no! ’twas the truth in her eye over

dawning
That made me love Muﬁ’ the Rose of Tralee.
W. P. MULCHINOCK.
358.

Happy the man who journeve thro' this life
Stranger to Care and Peace’ corroding strife.
Thrice happy yet—supremely so—ig he
Who spends the Summer Season in Tralee!
Bear me, ye Muees, to the Castle Cireen,
Celestial place, enchanting blissful scene ;
Here let me gaze in Transport on the Fair
Who ev’ry Evening to this Walk repair ;
Here Natore blooms in var'gated Dyes,

And  from sweet Flowers delicious’ odours
rige :

Hare }:}ro Parterres, where blughing Roses
DIOW,

Where 1 Lilies blossom, and where Tulips
glow.

Ye sacred Nine, my raptured Fancy five,

Teach me to praise thuse Fair Ones all
admire !

'I:he Hilliards first my ravish’d Eyes delight—

erenerous. genteel, affable, polite;

These Flood Street Nymphs, of ev'ry charm

] posseat :

With Sense vefined and blooming Beauty

R blest.

Next comes ies Day, fair rival of the Nine

In whom all Virtues eminently shine : !

Whene'er she sings what harmony I hear,

Transporting Melody enchants my Ear;

Like Orpheva fam'd, she leads the woods
along,

And rapid floods etop list'ning to her song,

Fraug};t. with each Charm that beautifies the
ace,

Blest with each nohle, intellectual Grace

Miss McDonough appears, angelic Maid |

In each best Gift of Mind and Form arrayed.

Next comes Miss Leyne tn animate the ecene

Beauteous her face and gracefml mien; '

Good withont Pride, genteel without Coneeit,

In Person ovelv, consnqumate. and neat.

In Catty Collic every Grace ie seen,

Irvesistibiy fair like Bea.’uty's
'?'ur sparkling 1?1}-0& Love's mighQL;e;:}-'im
hey plerce the Soul and v, art
Heart, Coptivate the
Behold Betty McDonough, frank :
Divine her Face, benevolent her Mi?éi king,
Next comes Miss Yielding, elegantly pe
]C;;urtfﬁl.m asﬂfa.u'. in Tﬁvery senge COmpl-e?é’
still my Heart! is way Mi e
5600, 2y Miss R-’-‘-}mond
Hey eyes illumined by ten thousand Loves

Her modest Glance,” lik upid’ .
iy ance, e Cupid’s Keenegt,
Enchants  the brain, and charms th

enamour'd heart,
See Miss McCarthy, elegant, discreet
In her Benevolance and Prudence mept,
ANON, 1783,
339.
) In Tralee, you lnow
Where ws to 'sizes and to sessigns go,
Aud when arrested stand each others bail
And spend a cow or two in law and ale.
M. O'CONNOR, 1719,
340.
TRALKE DANCE, 17%0.
Returned from the Lakes as delighted as
merry,
And (IFe[‘termined to sece all the beauties of
erry,
Our little republic was pleased to decres
That .Ji 2{11] should assemble this night’ at
ralee,

Let them talk of Killarney, its lovely fine
’

shades,
Its woode and its wilds, and ite dreadful
cascades,
Its mountains, its monsters, my passions are
) human,
Give me to contemplate a lovely fine woman.

C. K. BUSHE.

341.
You may talk of Blarney and the Lakee of
Killarney,
Of Abbeydorney and Castle Hyde,

Of nate Rathkeale and sweet Abbevfeala
And many a charming place beside.
But of all the places where the thirteen

graces
In love's emhraces delight to be,
For recreation and emulation
Shure there’s none that plazes lke ewzet

Tralee.
ANON.

242,
“FOR MYSELF I'LLL. KEEP TRALEE."
B 0O!d Tradition. '
With glaring eves and hrazen glee,
The Devil stood on “Caherronree,
And glancing round the prospect free,

390

Mountain, valley, and stream and sea
The rugged rock, the heather brown,

: And in the distance dark a town

From which the smoke unwilling rose
As slow to break the dull repoee

£ And let the bright light, fair and thorough,

Ilumine the streets of the old borough.
The Devil glanced around once more,
From loity peak to wavy shore,

| His wondering gaze is on the smoke,
. As from the town in curls it broke,
. And thus his attendant he bespoke—

A1l that thou see’st I'll give to thee,

| But for myself I'll keep Tralee.”

VIATOR, 1873.
343.

The Canal so famous,
The' some men blame uvs,

. That we didn’t make it more deep and wide;

But there's cockles found,
In the mud around,

¢ While the ships are waiting the next spring

tide.
And there’s Denny Street,
With its hounses neat,

| Where our ancient castle once reared ite

head ;
Where ladies walking,
And gaily talking,

Bl May now be seen in that castle’s stead.

K., 18585.

x

KERRY TRIBES.
0’'Donoghue of Gleann-Fleisge!
I will give his character as it is;
An increase of evil ever comes from him,
Every day during his life.
Weo to him who slew hie brother!
For the inheritance of Gleanm-Fleisge ;
And that, unless from stale buttermilk,
No one ever there was drunk!
The Lord of the Reeks,
Hates both layman and priest;
As the daisy hates the night.
He hates mankind.
In Dlesmond, abave all other places,
They deserve from God to go to heaven;

On ‘account of their fasting for their
crimes,

They should go dry-footed in.

The simple Clann-Maurice shall not
get,

(I forgive them what they have done)

A verse of praise or satire from me;
They are poor gentlemen.

Speckled shins in linen rage,

And their hage yoked like bald dogs;
TUntil hunger foices them to break their

gads,

Are in Carrick, which cannot be relieved.

My supper in the house of Hare,

T'he wind carried off through the windows ;

Both the bread and the butter—

They could not be separated.

I suffered (though hard the case),

On = small supper in the house of

Thomas,
From fear that his eyes should injure me
for my supper, .
My bit, without being chewed, stuck in my
ti:l.roa.t_

(Sative by Aenghus 0'Daly, 1602, who was
employed Dy Sir Geo. Carew to lampoon the
Irish Chieftains. Trans. by John O'Donovan
and Jas. Clarence Mangan,k Dublin, 1852).

D,

UPPER LAKE, KILLARNEY.
Behold the winding couree of yonder lake,
Not broad, but, lile a noble river, crown’d
With many an island green, whose smiles

awake
More lovely, from the shadows cast around |
0f those gigantic hills, dark, rugged, and

embrown’d.
T. C. CROKER, 1828.

346.
VENTRY.
For I will steer you to a harbour near,
Where all your mavy need no danger fear;
There you can anchor, and at leisure land,

Upon a carpet of bright golden sand.
- CATH FIONNTRAIG.

347,
Here Darias Don, that mighty monarch fell,
By Fin M‘Cuil (as old historians tell)
While- his huge brother fell'd by Oscur’s
hand,
A lifeless corse ensangunin'd all the strand!
P. O'KELLY. 1808.
348.
A golden strand where fairies play,
When moonbeams glisten o’er the bay,
The bay  where colours glow and pass,
Where clonde lie mirrored as in glaea;
The gnardian mountains rising near,
Now faintly blus, now sharp and clear,

A scene to fill “‘the inward eye.”
ANON, 1905.

349.
WHITEBOYS.
Petition to the Marquis Wellesley.

Your lerdehip will see by this statement how

we
Are gitnate here in the town of Tralee;
Ag if milk and honey. and oceans of money,
Were here as they were under Emperor

Boney.
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Your lordship was told that the Whiteboys
grew bold

Ere your stay in this country
months old.

With that terrible docket stuffed into his

was many

pocket,

You sent to our country a stupid old block-
head.

When he first hedd his court it is truly
reported

That a fool and a madman by him were
transported,

Then how can your lagman recall this old
bagman,

Who never did more than transport an old
ragman ?

You'll get some fine day, from Butany Bay,

A remonstrance to keep all those idiots away :

For idiots and madmen are really sad men,

To send even to that region of bad men.

For there's ecarcely a land under human

command

Where an idiot orp two are not always- at
hand ;

But the only one here we at present can
&pare

Is old Fungus himself, we are proud to
declare,

Be it then your behest to grant our request:

"Tis our prayer when we're rising and when
were at rest,

We drink till we're merry, the exports of
Kerry,

And may Counsellor Fungus be first o'er the
ferry,

The person alluded to was Mr. Arthur
Chichester McCartney, King's Counsel, who
was sent down here to preside with the
Assistant Barrister and magietrates whien
holding special sessions under the Insurrec-
tion Act, passed for the purpose of suppress-
ing the Whiteboy outbreak then rife in the
southern counties of the Kingdom. This
court had the power. without the inter-
vention of a jury, to try and sentence per-
gong if even found out from their homes affer
gunset without a reasonable excuse, to seven
years' transportation.

350.
WREN BOYS.
‘“Fhe wran, the wran, the king of all birds,
8t. Stephen’s day was cot in the furze,
Although he is little his family’s grate,
Put yer hand in yer pocket and give us a
trate. )
Bing holly, sing ivy —eing ivy, sing holly,
A drop just to drink it would drown
melancholy.
And iv you draw it ov vthe hest,

I hope in heaven yer sowl will rest:
But iv you dhraw it ov the small, ’
It won't agree wid de wran boys at alj.”

ARDEA CASTLE. i
And there, within that castle old,
Which owned Mac Finnian's sway,
They met, where Spanish royal gold
[llumined hope’'s dim ray.
They met to watch for freedom’s gleam
(’er Beara's hills arise,
For, oh, "tis grand! the dawning beam
That brightens Beara's skies.

- “BEARA,"” 1911,

BALLYBUNION,
It blessomed first at Bannas: traneplanteq
here, it grew;
A sweeter flower, or fairer, no mortal ever
knew.
Tho' Kerry’s cliffe are famous, her mountaing
wild and grand,
Give me that fragile beauty—the Wild Rosq
by the Strand.
OLD BALLAD,
353.
We scale the cliff, and wander round
The grand old castle’s verdant mound—
The castle famed in song and story,
Now shorn of all its former glory.
Like sturdy eentinel and bold,
Alone it standeth, stern and cold;
Undaunted on its dizzy rock,
Unheeding each tempestuous shock,
Its base of jet and golden spar, d
With reckless breakers waging war.
MRS. P. HAYES, 1881.

354.
BALLYBUNION CASTLE.
O time-scarred veteran of a vanished agel
Stately sentinel of the pathless sea!
This widowed wall alone illumes the page
Of thy departed pomp and chivalry.

Low he the turret, barbican and keep

The terraced tower where banners flaunted
high.

And throngh embrasures

winds weep

In solemn monotone ’twixt sand and &ky.

deep, the low

Lot no rude, impious hand a stone unplace
Nor mar the grandeur of thy honoured brow
But wreathe remembrance roses round each
trace
Of all thy glorious past—as T do now.
B. MOYNAHAN, 1904.

355.
BALLYHEIGUE.
My dear native village, my own happy home,

ol , ’ i ce-horse,

| From tt}:y r};:;sl.y green fields T'd ne'er wieh And r:if can equal her shape so grand.

'l lony ehm'i’ﬁhed beauties of wood, hill, She belongs to Tarbert, not far from
a.ng sed, Tarmons, I

[ gpall be e'er emembered most dearly by me; And the owner's name 18 E]NLIDMJI?A‘LL ﬁg'
;“ where ig the spot so extensive and wide, : B

Ballyheigue.

o, rival i ty with thee,
g0 rival in beauty T LEEN, 1908.

361.

V. W. THEOPHILIUS YIELDING (d. 6 Nov. 1806}
356. Yielding! The Muse devotes to you,
BALLINPRIOR. : With flowing tears her last adieu,

O'Dorney rock once as I went roaming, This unaapiring lay. .

billows foaming do triumphant ride, 'Twas Heaven indeed the Blessing sent,

To view the scenes of my native ocean, Tnfit for us—what Heaven had lent

; , in commotion, T took great pride.  *Tig Heaven has called away ! o

Tia there Flora lavishes her flowery charms ANON.

And sylvan warblers attune their choir,

d melodious eirens that sing each morning

harbour of sweet Ballinprior.

THOS, DAY STACK, 1850.
357.

! DUAGH.

geloved old Duagh, how plain I can see,

fRobed in its emerald sheen, .

And the clear winding Feale gliding peace-

fully gn. : 4

‘Tranguil and calm and serene )

i Kl;i.i qpeerless old Brosna's daisy clad hills,

W Home of the true lad and lass

: 362.

Let ue leave the race of Conary of battles,

The Princes of Erna of golden shields ;

We come to our friends, th3 race ()itFei:gua

They are entitled to demand our attention.
b O'HEERIN, 1400.

365.

O'DONOGHUE OF THE LAKES.
Once, on a day distinguish’'d from the rest,
Surrounded by his subjects at the feast,
Cheerful he sat. and in prophetic Thymes

Darkling rehears'd the fate of future times:

L8 Whom T knew in thedays long ago, While fro(:in his tongue divine prediction
i ance & Creamery Cross. flow'd. | ,
s the dancs 3 LEEL.KE"HA;‘VNI‘TT, 1911.  And firm belief in every bosom glow’d,
358. Sudden he rose, and, to the gazmng throng,
RATTOO. As eome light vision seem’d to skim along—

The neighbouring lake wide op'd its willing
\va.ve, . . .
And quick received him in &Agﬁga,‘ll%?‘;&

relics mounting far on high,

i 'Ita towering
anwritten to those who pass 1t

i Speak much

| ':. by : i

5 Tell of :;she tales that once old Erin knew,l

' When homes were wrecked by Cromwell's
; savage crew.

364.
KERRY TRIBUTE FROM CASHEL.
REV. W. LEEN, 1908.

Seven steeds to the King of Lein,
Seven drinking horns; seven swords
afar,

‘ 369. from
1 FAN FITZGERALD. ‘
# Yo can mention if ye will, . Seven shields at the smallest reckoning,
I Brandon Mount and Hungry Hil Seven beantiful hounds at Trr Luachair;
Or the MagTicuddy Reeks renowned for Qaven mantles with clasps of gold,

crippling all they can; And seven horses for careering—
gtill the country-side confesses Seven steeds not used to fatten
None of all ite precipices To the King of Ciarraidhe of combats,
Cause a quaster of the carnmage of the nose iy

of Fan. S KERRY.
A. P. GRAVES. Sure I am haunted for ever with dreams of
my native land, )
My eoul is sick for a loving ward and the
©  grasp of a loving hand ;

360.
i WILLIAM SANDES. .
| There were noble horses from foreign places,
& We.ll-tr]‘;a.ine('.ld of course, and of first class Ob, Koroy of eilver watere, L
Tee T
g Thev came to contest the heavy wager, tains tall,

.' ¥ 4" di 1l the world I've journeyed vound there
?f But the “Parlour Maid” did them all exceed, In @ b ?1(;:\'}191-9. e on &b all
| @& The

THERESA C. BOYLAXN, 1905.

“Parlour Maid” is a thorough-bred
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