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HEROIC POEMS.

At length, unnotic’d of his train,
The Finian king arose,
And forth he went where Almhain’s plain

‘With neighbouring verdure glows.

There, while alone the hero chanc’d
To breathe the fragrant gale,
A young and beauteous doe advanc’d,

Swift bounding o’er the vale.

He call’d his fleet and faithful hounds,
The doe’s light steps to trace;
Sgeolan and Bran obey’d the sounds,

And sprung upon the chase.

Unknown to us, no friend to aid,
Or to behold the deed;
His dogs alone, and Luno’s blade,

Companions of his speed.

Swift on to steep Slieve Guillin’s foot,
The doe before him flew;
But there, at once, she mock’d pursuit,

And vanish’d from his view!
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He knew not whether east or west
She past the mountain’s bounds,
But east his random course he prest,

And west his eager hounds!

At length he stopp’d,—he look’d around,
To see the doe appear;
When soft distress, with plaintive sound,

Assail’d his gentle ear.

The plaintive sound, quick to his breast,
With wonted influence sped ;

And on he follow’d in its quest,
Till to Lough-Shieve it led.

There he beheld a weeping fair,
Upon a bank reclin’d,
In whose fine form, and graceful air,

Was every charm combin’d.

On her soft cheek, with tender bloom,
The rose its tint bestow’d ;
And in her richer lip’s perfume,

The ripen’d berry glow’d.

»
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Her neck was as the blossom fair,
Or like the eygnet’s breast,
With that majestic, graceful air,

In snow and seftness drest:

Gold gave its rich and radiant die,
And in her tresses flow’d ;
And like a freezing star, her eye

With Heaven’s own splendour glow’d.

Thyself, O Patrick! hadst thou seen
The charms that face display’d;
That tender form, and graceful mien,

Thyself had lov’d the maid!

My king approach’d the gentle fair,

The form of matchless grace.

“ Hast thou, sweet maid of golden hair!

¢ Beheld my hounds in chase?”

“ Thy chase, O king, was not my care;
““ T nothing of it know;
* ¥ar other thoughts my bosom share,

*“ The thoughts, alas, of woe!”
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¢ Is it the husband of thy youth,
¢ O fair-one, that has died ?
¢ Or has an infant pledge of truth

“ Been torn from thy soft side?

“ White-handed mourner! speak the grief
¢« That causes thy distress;
< And, if it will admit relief,

“ Thou may’st command redress.”

¢ Alas, my ring, for whose dear sake
¢ These ceaseless tears I shed,
 Fell from my finger in the lake!”

( The soft-hair’d virgin said.)

‘* Let me conjure thee, generous king!
‘¢ Compassionate as brave,
‘ Find for me now my beauteous ring,

¢ That fell beneath the wave!”?

Scarce was the soft entreaty made,
Her treasure to redeem,

When his fair form he disarray’d,
And plung’d into the stream.
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At the white-handed fair’s request,
Five times the lake he try’d;
On ev’ry side his search address’d,

Till he the ring descry’d.

But when he sought the blooming maid,
Her treasure to restore;
His powers were gone,—he scarce could wade

To reach the nearest shore!

That form where strength and beauty met,
To conquer, or engage,
Paid, premature, its mournful debt

To grey and palsied age.

‘While magic thus our king detain’d,
In hateful fetters bound;
We in fair Almhain’s halls remain’d

And festal joy went round.

The mirthful moments danc’d along
To music’s charming lore;
And, to the sons of lofty song,

Wealth pour’d her bounteous store
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Thus fled the hours, on heedless wing,
From every care releas’d ;
Nor thought we of our absent king,

Nor miss’d him from the feast:

Till Caoilte, struck with sudden dread,

Rose in the Hall of S'pears:

His words around strange panic spread,

And wak’d misgiving fears!

“ Where is the noble Comhal’s son,
“ Renown’d assembly! Say
¢ Or is our arm of conquest gone,—

“ Our glory pass’d away!”

We stood aghast.—Conan alone,
The rash Mac Morni, spoke;
O joyful tidings! I shall groan

¢ No more beneath his yoke.

¢ Swift Caoilte, of the mighty deed !
‘¢ On this auspicious day,
¢ 1, to his fame and power, succeed,

¢ And take the sovereign sway.”

109
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We laugh’d to scorn his senseless boast,
Tho’ with a grieving heart;
And Almhain saw our numerous host,

‘With headlong haste depart.

The van myself and Caoilte led,
The Fenii in the rear;
And on our rapid march we sped,

But saw no king appear.

We follow’d, where he led the chase,
To steep Slieve Guillin’s foot;
But there we could no further trace,

And stopp’d the vain pursuit,

North of the mount our march we stay’d,
Upon a verdant plain,
Where conquest once our arms array’d,

Tho’ bought with heaps of slain!

Hope threw each eager eye around,
And still’d attention’s ear,—
In vain,~—for neither sight or sound

Of our lov’d chief was near.
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But, on the borders of a lake,
A tall old man we spy’d,
Whose looks his wretched age bespake

To want and woe ally’d !

Bare wither’d bones, and ghastly eyes,
His wrinkl’d form display’d;
Palsy’d and pale, he scarce could rise,

From age and strength decay’d.

We thought, perchance, that famine gave
That wan and wasted frame,
Or that from far, adown the wave,

A fisherman he came.

We ask’d him, had he seen in chase,
Two hounds that snuff’d the gale,
And a bold Chief, of princely grace,

Swift bounding o’er the vale.

The head of age in silence hung,
Bow’d down with shame and woe,
Long e’er his hesitating tongue

The cruel truth could shew.
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At length, to Caoilte’s faithful ear,
The fatal change he told,
And gave our raging host to hear

The dreadful tale unfold!

With horror struck, aghast and pale, °
Three sudden shouts we gave.—

Affrighted badgers fled the vale,
And trembling sought the cave!

But Conan glory’d in our grief;
Conan the bald, the base;
He curs’d with rage the Finian chief,

And all the Finian race.

O, were I sure, (he fiercely said)
“ Thou wert that heart of pride,

‘¢ Soon should this blade thy shaking head
¢ ¥rom thy old trunk divide!

** For never did thy envious mind
‘* Bestow my valour’s meed;
“ In secret has thy soul repin’d

“« At each heroic deed.
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s I grieve not for thy strength decay’d,

¢ Shrunk form, and foul disgrace;

€

S

But that I cannot wave my blade
¢ O’er all thy hated race.

¢ Oh, were they all like thee this day,

“ My vengeance, as a flood,

4

N

Should sweep my hated foes away,

¢¢ And bathe my steel in blood !

¢ Since Comhal of the Hosts was slain

¢« Upon the ensanguin’d field,

4

-~

By Morni’s son, who ne’er in vain

“ Uprear’d his golden shield;

“ Since then, our clan in exile pine,
“ Excluded from thy sight;
* And the fam’d heroes of our line

¢ But live in thy despight.”

Caorrte. “ Did not my soul too keenly share
“ In our great cause of woe,
“ On aught like thee to waste its care,

“ Or any thought bestow ;
Q
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“ Bald, sengeless wretch! thy envy, soon

¢ This arm should make thee rue;

¢ And thy crush’d bones, thou base buffoon,

(11

(13

¢ Should bear thy folly’s due!”

Cease thy vain bab’ling, senseless fool |
« Bald boaster, stain to arms,
Still forward to promote misrule,

FJ’

« But shrink at war’s alarms

“ Cease thou, vain youth, nor think mysoul

113

¢

** Can by thy speech be won,
Servile to stoop to the controul

« Of Oisin’s beardless son.

Even Finn, who, head of all thy line,

¢ Can best their boasts become,

““ What does he do, but daily dine,

 Upon his mangl’d thumb.

¢ *Twas not the sons of Boishne’s clan,

<4

“ But Morni’s gallant race,
That thunder’d in the warlike van,

“ And led the human chase.
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¢« Qjsin, this silken son of thine,
«+ Who thus in words excels,

« Will Iearn of thee the psalming whine,
“ And bear white books and bells.

st Cease Osgur, cease thy foolish boast,
¢ Not words, but deeds decide;
« Now then, before this warlike host,

¢« Now be our valour try’d!”

My son high rais’d his threat’ning blade,
To give his fury sway;
But the pale Conan shrunk dismay’d,

And sprung with fear away:

Amid the scoffing host he sprung,
To shun th’ unequal strife;
To ’scape the forfeit of his tongue,

And save his worthless life.

Nor vainly did he importune ;
The host, as he desir’d,
Engag’d my son to give the boon

His cowardice requir’d.
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Once, twice, and thrice, to Erin’s chief
The sorrowing Caoilte spoke:
“ O say, lov’d cause of all our grief'!

‘“ Whence eame this cruel stroke?

¢ What curs’d Tuathan’s direful charm
“ Has dar’d that form deface?
“ 0! who could thus thy force disarm,

¢ And wither ev'ry grace?”

L4

-~

Guillen’s fair daughter, (Finn reply’d,)
* The treacherous snare design’d,

“ And sent me to yon magic tide,

* Her fatal ring to find.”

Conan who, penitent of tongue,
Would now his guilt revoke,
Forward, with zeal impatient sprung,

And vengeful ire bespoke.

* May never from this hill {he cry’d,)
“ Our homeward steps depart,
* But Guillen dearly shall abide

¢ Her dark and treacherous art!”
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Then our stout shields with thongs we bound,
Our hapless King to bear;
While each fond chieftain press’d around,

The precious weight to share.

North of the mount, to Guillen’s ecave,
The alter’d form we bore;
Determin’d all her art to brave,

And his lost nowers restore.

Eight nights and days, without success,
‘We tore the living tomb,
Until we pierc’d the last recess

Of the deep cavern’s gloom.

Then forth the fair Enchantress came,
Swift issuing to the light,
The form of grace, the beauteous dame,

With charms tco great for sight.

A cup quite full she trembling bore
To Erin’s alter’d chief,
That could his pristine form restore,

And heal his people’s grief.
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He drank.—O joy! his former grace,
His former powers return’d;
Again with beauty glow’d his face,

His breast with valour burn’d.

Oh, when we saw his kindling eye
With wonted lustre glow,
Not all the glories of thy sky

Such transport could bestow !

The Hero of the Stately Steeds,
From magic fetters free,
To Finian arms and martial deeds

Thus—thus restor’d to see |—

Scarce could our souls the joy sustain !—
Again three shouts we gave;

Again the badgers fled the plain,
And trembling sought the cave!

Now, Patrick of the scanty store,
And meager-making face!
Say, didst thou ever hear before

This memorable Chase?



NOTES

ON THE POEM OF THE CHASE.

THERE are numberless Irish poems still extant, attributed
to Oisin, and either addressed to St. Patrick, or like this, com-
posed in the form of a dialogue between the Saint and the Poet,
Tn all of them, the antiquary discovers traces of a later period
than that in which Oisin flourished ; and most of them are sup.
posed to be the compositions of the eighth, ninth and tenth cen-
turies. Butbethey of what age they may, as productions abound-
ing with numberless beauties, they plead for preservation, and
recommend themselves to taste: and as (af the very latest period
to which it is possible to ascribe them) they must certainly relate
to an age of much antiquity, and reflect much light on manners,
customs and events, that, in consequence of modern pyrrhonism,
have been doubted to have ever existed, they surely have a high
and serious claim to attention, and call equally upon the poet,
the historian, and the public-spirited, to preserve these reliques
of ancient genius amongst us! Buat frishmen—all of them at
Ieast who would be thought to pride themselves in the name, or
to reflect back any part of the honor they derive from it ;—#hcy
are particularly ealled upoun, in faveur of their country, to res.
cue these little sparks from the ashes of her former glory,

Note I.
Where oft, in honorable fight.—ver. 15, p. 62.

The heroes of ancient Ireland were sworn never to attack an
enemy at any disadvantage,~O’HarLorax.
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Note II.
The chief wha gloried to bestow
The prize the bards had won!—ver. 11, &c. p. 93.

In all these poems, the character of Oisin is so inimitably well
supported, that we lose the idea of any other bard, and are for
a time persuaded it is Oisin himself who speaks. We do not
seem to read a narration of events, wherein the writer was nei.
ther a witness, nor a party :—it is the Son,—the Father,—the
Hero,—the Patriof, who speaks; who breathes his own passions
aund feelings on our hearts, and compels our sympathy to accom-
pany all his griefs; while, in a strain of natural and impassioned
eloguence, he descants on the fame and virtues of a parent whom
he describes as at once so amiable, and so great; and bewails
the foss of all his former friends, kindred, and companions, and
laments his own forlorn and disconsolate state, in apostrophes
that pierce the very soul of pity !—DBesides passages which occur
in this, and the two poems of Mac~yuvs and Moina pogs, the
UFallath O afuy PaOHUIT exhibits a very pa-
thetic instance, where, lamenting the loss of his father and his
celebrated Fenii, he exclaims, ¢ To survive them is my depth of
* woe! the banquet and the song have now no charms for me!
* Wretched and old,—the poor solitary remuant of the Fenii!
¢ Why,—O why am [ yet alive7—Alas, O Patrick? grievous is
“ my state!—the last of all my race!—My herces are gone!
¢ my strength is gone!-—DBells I now hear, for the songs of my
“ bards; and age, blinduess and woe, are all that remain of
“ QOisin

Note III.
Were Morn#’s valiant son alive.—ver. 13. p. 3.

The celebrated Goll, or Gaul Mac Morni. He is a favourite
hero in most of the Fian tales; and is in general ranked next to
Finn Mac.Cumhal, and equal to Osgur, in point of prowess.
Great as is Oisin’s partiality in favour of the heroes of his own
race, yet we find him, on all occasions, doing ample justice to
the character and valour of a chief, who was not allied to his
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family, and whose tribe had even, at different times, been their
very bitterest enemies.

Note IV.
Or Mac.ODhuivne, graceful form.—ver. 17. p. 93.

Diarmad, or Dermot Mac-0’Dhuivne, This hero was cele.
brated for his extraordinary beauty, and the graces of his
form ;—Dbut we find he was not less brave than beautiful.

Note V.
Mac.Garra, conquest’s boast.—ver. 2. p. 94.

Possibly this was the Mac Garraidh Mac Morni, king of
Connaught, mentioned in the War.Ode to Osgur, at the battle
of Gabhra, His having been, at that time, the enemy of the
Fenii, would not be a reason sufficient to prevent the poet from
making Oisin speak thus highly of him here ;—on the contrary,
the Irish heroes were instructed, from their youth, to respect a
brave enemy; and made it 2 point of honor to speak of them in
honorable terms. It is very seldom that an instance to the con.
trary occurs, as the attentive reader will perceive, through the
whole course of these poems.

Note VI,
Or could Mac-Ronan now appearo—ver. 5. p. 94

Caoilte Mac-Ronain; heis a very distinguished chief amongst
the Fenii, and a favourite with all their poets,

Note VII.
—Oh my Osgur !—wert thow heres—ver. 7. p. 94,

Osgur, the son of QOisin, who was killed at the battle of
Gubhra,
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Note VIII.
If Fergus livd, again to sing.—ver., 13, p. 94,

Fergus, the brother of Oisin, and chief poet of the Fenii. Sece
Diss. on the War-ObE,

Note IX.
Or Duire, who sweetly touch’d the string.—ver. 15. p. 94
We find nothing particular related of this Daire, further than
his skill in music: This enchanting science, as well as poetry,
was cultivated by the chiefs of ancient Ireland.

Note X.
Did Hugh the little, live.—~ver, 18, p. 94.

Hugh, or Aodh beag Mac-Finn.

Note XI.
- Or Fallan's generous worth remain.—ver, 19. p. 94

‘We meet this hero again, in the poem of Maguus.

Note XII,
Or Conan bald.—ver. 1. p, 95.

For the character of Conan, see the notes on the preceding
poem.

Note X111,
Or Finn's small dwarf, whose muagic song
Oft lullld the ranks fo rest.—ver. 3, &c. p. 95.

It is not easy to determine whether the poet here only means,
that this dwarf had a voice of that particular cadence, as natu.
rally to incline his hearers to sleep; or whether he means to
ascribe to him the actual powers of magic. Upon the subject
of the dwarf, I have only conjecture to cffer. In the learned
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and carious work of Mons. MaLLET, we find that, amongst the
pations of the North, the Laplanders were considered as dwarfs,

1 account of the comparative Jowness of their stature; aud also,
that their extreme ingenuity in the mechbanic arts, which a dis.
position of mind, naturally pacific, gave them leisure aud incli-
nation to pursie, had acquired them the reputation “of being
skilled in magic. Perhaps the little Being here menticned
might have been one of those. Oisin, we see, piqued at the in.
sinuation of St. Patrick, takes pains to show him, that, from the
{irst of the heroes, down to the last; even the very dwarf that
belonged to Finn, was dearer, and more acceptable to him than

he was,

Note XIV..
For now no bards, from Qisin’s hand,
The wonted gift receive.—ver, 1, &c. p. 97.

All Trish Histories, Chronicles and Poems, concur in testis
mony of the high respect in which the office of the Bard, and
the favours of the Muse, were formerly held in this kingdom,
Qisin, at once a Hero and a Bard, is supposed to Thave felt
equally for both; as a Bard, to have felt the dignity and impor-
tance of those talents, which had power to confer the immorta-
Iity of fame, that, as a Hero, he so ardently desired. We, there-
fore, are not te wonder, if we find him frequently recurring,
with a pleased, yet melancholy retrospection, to those happy

" days, when he joined, to the luxury of bestowing, the glory of

encouraging an art, ¢f which he was himself a master,

Note XV.
O Innisfail! thy Oisin goes
To guard thy ports no more.~—ver, 5, &c. p. 97.

Dr. Hanmeg, in-his Chronicle, gives us a long list of the chief-
tains, under the command of Finn Mac.Cumhal, who were par-
ticolarly appointed to the care of the harbours of Ireland; at
the end of which he adds, % These were the chiefe commanders
¢ hy dircction from Fin M‘Koyll, who tooke farther order that
i* Tieacons should be set up in sundrie places of the land, where,
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“in time of danger, they might have direction for reliefe, and
¢ to draw a heud for their defence.”

Note X VI,
To pay with death the foreign foes,
Who dure insult thy shore.—~ver. 7, &c. p. 97.

We find Oisin, in this passage, deces not appear so old, or ss
infirm, as he is represented in many of the Fian Poems; on the
contrary, he laments—not his inability—but the religious re.
straints which detain him from the field. Perhaps the poet here
means to show the over strained zeal of the early Christian mis.
sionaries, who, finding the Irish chiefs so passionately devoted
to military glory; so haughty, high spirited, and impatient of
injury; thought it impossible ever to bow their minds to the
doctrine of meekness, without carrying it absolutely to an ex.
treme, that exceeded the reasonable bounds prescribed by its
divine Teacher, They were, however, successful :~the same
enthusiasm that led our heroes to the field, soon after plunged
them into cloisters, Still it was a sense of dnty ; the ohject only
was changed ; throngh an uvnhappy error, they thought themselves
performing an acceptable service fo heaven, by contradicting
the very purposes for which beaven designed them; by refusing
to fulfil the obligations of active life, and withdrawing alike
from the spheres of domestic and public duty, to devote them.
selves to the austerities of secinded penitence, productive only of
individual, iustead of general advantage. 8till, however, they
were impelled by an ardour to perform, in its fullest extent, that
service which they conceived to be their duty; and therefore,
for the consequences of such a mistake, they were more to be
pitied than condemned,

Of the same nature were the motives that influenced the hosts
of Israel, (considering only the leiter of the law,) to submit
themselves tamely to the swords of their enemies, rather than
defend their lives, at the hazard of offending heaven, by what,
they conceived, would be a breach of the sabbath day. But
Mattathias, and his heroic sons, more enlightened—not less re.
Jigious than their mistaken countrymen, stood forth, and said,
¢ If we all do as our brethren have done, and fight not for our
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¢ Jives and our laws, against the heathen; they will now quickly
& root us out of the earth. Whoever shall come to make battle

_ € with us, on the sabbath day, we will fight against him ; neither
s¢ will we die all, as did our brethren !’— And the consequence
was, that ¢ the work prospered in their hands, and they reco.
¢ yered the law out of the hands of the Gentiles, and out of the
¢ hands of Kings, and suffered not sinners to triumph.” Mac-
achees, b. 1. ch. 2.

But the Irish, less instructed in the spirit of true religion than
the sons of Israel had been, did not so soon perceive, and reco-
ver from their error; an error to which, Mr. G’HarLroraN
thinks, we may in part attribute the success of Danish invasious,
and of English arms, in Ireland; for, while such numbers of
their princes and chiefs abandoned the government, and the de.
fence of their country, for the barren duties of a cloister, the
remaining patriots, who said, * Let us fight for our lives and
¢ our laws against the heathen,” were not always sufficient to
the task, Those of their princes and nobility, who were led
away by a noble, but unhappy mistake, had they entertained
the true sense of what Christian duty demanded, would have
been the bravest defenders, the firmest friends of their country ;
but, deprived of them, she remained, for the most part, a prey
to foreign invaders; or else, torn by the tumults of her own fac.
tious sons,—too few of her nobler offspring remaiuing for hev
Hefence,

Note XVIL.
Or on the chequer’d field of chess.—ver. 3. p. 99

‘F]ééﬂl is the Irish name for Chess. ¢ I have not been able
¥ to find the Irish names of the men of this game, but it was
“ universally played by the ancient nobility of Ireland. Dr,
% Hyoe says, the old [vish were so greatly addicted to chess,
¢ that, amongst them, the possession of good estates has been
¢ often decided by it: and, adds he, there are some estates, at
¥ this very time, the property whereof still depends upon the
“issue of a game at chess. For example, the heirs of two cer.
¥ tain noble Ijsh families, whom we could name, (to say nothing
¥ of others,) hold their lands upon this tenure, viz. that one of
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¢ them shall encounter the other at chess, in this manner; that
¢ whichever of them conquered, should seize and possess the
“ estate of the other, Therefore, (says the doctor,) I am told
¢ they manage the affair prudently among themselves; once a
“ year they meet, by appointment, to play at chess; one of
£ them makes a move, and the other says, I will ¢onsider how
“ to answer you next year. This being done, a public notary
“ commits to writing the situation of the game; by which me.
¢ thod, a game that neither has won, has been, and will be con-
¢ tinued for some hundreds of years.

“ I find, in the old Baeuox Laws, that one tax, levied by
¢ the Monarch of Ireland, on every province, was to be paid in
¢ chess-boards, and complete sets of men : and that every bruigh,
“ or inn-holder of the states,) was obliged to furnish travellers
¢ with salt provisions, lodging, and a chess-board, gratis.”
VALLANCEY’S Irish Grammar, Essay on the Celtic Lang. p, 85,

Note XVIII.
Or Sylvan sports.~ver. 5. p. 09.

See O’Coxnor’s Dissertations, p. 111, 3rd edit.

Note XIX,
From Lochlin’s King of Ships, his bride,
His lovely Queen they bore,
Through whom unnumber'd warriors dy'd,
And batled in blood our shore.—ver. 17, &c. p. 99.

- A note for this passage was furnished from L4010 RISTE
SGA]T—) 11-’)6]’”, (i. e. the Poem of Airgean the Great,) in the
collection of J, C, Warxer, Esq. the story of which is briedly
this. ’

Two heroes, {Mac-Connacher and Ainl3,) were forgotten by
Fion at his feast. They resented the neglect of their chief, de-
serted from his standard, and went over {o that of his enemy,
Ajrgean, King of Leinster.

The graceful beauty of Ainlé’s form, inspiring the young
Queen of Lochlin with a guilty and fatal passion, she fled with
kim and bis friend to Ireland, whither they were pursned by the
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furious King, who determined, if possible, to sacrifice all the
Fenii, for the crime of a single hero, The poet expressly tells
us, that Fion would have compelled the guilty pair to make all
the reparation which the nature of the case would admit of; and
further, offered from himself sach conditions of peace, as he
thought might prevent the necessity of his fighting in so disho.
norable & canse :—but his overtures were rejected with disdain,
and he was constrained to the issue of a battle. The slaughter
on each side was dreadful; the Irish, in the end, were victo-
rious. Ainlé himself was Kkilled in the engagement; but the
poet does not deign to take any further notice of the unhappy
partner of his crimes.

Note XX.
When Tailk’s proud might
Invaded Eriis coast.—ver. 1, &c. p. 100,

Tailk or Tailc Mac Trein—A Poem on this subject is in the
same collection with that of dirgean the Great; there is also
another copy of it, entitled 1070 CHUIC ah Alft, (i. e.
the Poem of the Hill of Slaughter). It contains some beauties,
but, upon the whole, is scarce worth translation. The story,
however, is here extracted, to gratify any curiosity that may be
excited by the line to which this note refers.

A Grecian Princess flies, in disgust, from the brave, but
fierce and deformed Tailk Mac Trein, whom her father had
compelled her to marry, and solicits the protection of the Finian
commander. He grants it, of course, but his generosity costs
him dear. Tailk pursues his wife, and fights the Fians, who re.
fuse to give her up to him. After an incredible slanghter, he is
at length subdued, and kiiled by Osgur, the grandson of Finn.

The Princess beholds the havoc she has occasioned, and over-
come by the emotions of grief, terror, and suspence, which she
had suffered, during the corflict, and shocked to see the num.
bers of her generous protectors, that had fallen in her defence,
she sinks beneath the pressure of her feelings, and expires in the
midst of her surviving deliverers.
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Note XXI.
Where was thy God, when Magnus came 2—ver, 9, p. 100:

See Poem of Magnus the Great.

Note XXII.
Allean, of dreadful fame.~—ver., 18, p. 100,

No connected, or probable account, has been learned of this
hero, and his conquests,

Note XXTII.
Drop we our speech on either side,
Thou bald and senseless fool I-—ver. 9, &c. p. 101.

It must be owned, this railing is rather of the coarsest; but
eur poet seems more partial to his heroes than to his saints, or
he would hardly have put this language into the mouth of the
good bishop.

Note XXIV,
In torments all thy race abide,—ver, 11. p. 101,

In the YTallath O agup padHUIT, (i. c. Dia.
logue between Oisin and St. Patrick,) the Saint gives his reason
for supposing what he here asserts.

P Ir angeall le meadap ha ccomn,
V’le t1aft na 3ol Tac fte 14,
A3UP T4h PHUAINEAD alft Vla,
ATa Fron na bgran a lajm.

Ta e an 1emon aft Lati,

Un reaft panh a3 bponad oOft.
Uneric 4 Tuprary 4 Oua,

Ta re a TUIS Na bpjan ga budn.
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Because, conceiv’d for nobler aims,
For views beyond this finite scene,

The Finian chief confin’d his aims,
Nor broke the thraldom of his chain;

Because, while God’s creation lay,
In boundless glory fo fiis view,

He meanly sought the savage prey,
And man, more savage, to pursue:

For this, his wealth avals him not!

The man who Heav’w’s award disdains,
Shall find his last an awful lot,

eplete with never-ending pains.

To these lines immediately fullows a passage, that very much
resembles this part of The Chase.

DVa tmagpread Laolan, azuy Foll,
Drapthugo oon, aguy Opzun 413,
111 b1 ¥ron rlasd na 6¥1an

U35 ouine, 4 41§ Ora ap Laph!

Va maiftead clanna Koipne 1Tis,
Ho clanna baowIne vin ba Tlean,
©o bedppraoiy Fon amad, '
1o berg an cead aca rem!

Did Dermot of the dark-brown locks survive,

Did glorious Graul or Fallan now remain,

Or dreadful Osgur of the mighty arm;

No power of man or Deity should hold

Their much.lov’d monarch in disgraceful bands!

Did Morni’s tribe or Boisgne’s heroes breathe,
Thence would they bring their mighty Finn, or read
Th iufernal sceptre from its degthiess lord!
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Note XX V. 0T
When, were thy God himself confin’d,
My King, of mild renown,
Would quickly olf his chains unbmd
And give him buck his crown.

For never did his generous breast
Reject the feeling glow,

Refuse to succour the distrest,
Or slight the captive’s woe.

Elis ransom loos’d the prisoner’s chains,
And broke the dire decree ;
Or, with his kosts, on glory’s pluins,
He fought fo set them free!—ver, 17, &c. p. 10k,

What a beautiful idea of the character of Finn, these wild
stanzas convey ?

Note XXVI.
Nor books, nor crosiers should be found,
Nor ever more a bell.—ver. 13, &c. p. 102,

%€ Small bells, (such, we mean, as were appended to the tunie
% of the Jewish high priest, and afterwards employed by the .
¢ Greeks and Romans, for various religious purposes, but par.-
¢ ticularly to frighten ghosts and demons from their temples,)—
¢ were undoubtedly intreduced with Christianity into this king
¢ dom ; being then universally, as now, tingled occasionally at _
¢ the altars of the Romau Catholics, by the officiating priest.
 Their use amongst the Christian clergy is supposed to be co.
¢ eval with their religion; and the missionaries, who were sent
¢ to convert the pagan Irish, would not omit bringing with them
“ an appendage of their profession which is still thought so
¢ necessary,

“ But the period at which large bells, for belfries, were first
“ used here, is not so easy to determine, Primate Usher informs
% us, that bells were used in the churches of Ireland, in the latter
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¢« end of the seventh century; but as he does not ascertajn the
i size of the bells, nor mention belfries, we may conclude he
4 only means the small bells alluded to above. Sir Johu Haw.
t kins, on the authority of Polyd. Virgil, ascribes the above
& jnvention of such bells as are suspended in the towers, to Pau.
% Jinus of Nola, about the year 400; but W. Strabo assures us,
¢ that large snspended bells were in his time (in the ninth cena
¢ tury) but a late invention. Now, as the persecuted Christiaps,
¢ jn the infancy of the church, dared not openly avow their
¢ profession, much less publicly summeon a congregation by the
¢ gound of a bell, we are inclined to lean to Strabo’s assurauce;
¢ 50 that we cannot venture to give an higher antiguity to large
¢ suspended bells in this kingdom, than the calm which imme.
% diately succeeded the expulsion of the Danes; at which time,
¢ according to Walsh, the Christian clergy converted the
¢ round towers into steeple-houses or belfries; ¢ from which
¢ Jatter use of them (continues he) it is, that ever since, to this
¢ present time, they are called, in Irish, Clogtheachs; that is,
¢ belfries, or bell.houses, cloz and clog signifying a bell, and
¢ feach, a house, in that language.””  Hist, Mem. of the Irish
DBards, p. 93.

Of the large suspended bell, Mr. WALKER certainly supposes
the poet to speak, when he says, that * the mentiou of bells
¢ seems to bring the puoem to more modern times.” DBut this
gentleman, not having the original of the passage now before us
to consult, did not perfectly recollect the precise words that
must determine the distinction. There is not the least mention
ofa steeple or belfry
N4 TTRAT ah) DO C]u (lltel‘&.“}) “ nora bell of prayer
¢ time in thy church;” Cu‘nAC is in the genitive case plural,
yet I conceive that it must mean * a bell af prayer time,” (of
or during the time of prayer). The reader is, bowever, at
liberty to decide.

Note XX VI,
e dimhein’s stately hall.—ver. 10, p. 103,

Almhain, or Almhuin, (pronounced Alwin,) the palace of
Finn Mac.Cumhal, in the province of Leinster: it was bailt on
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the top of the hill, called, from it, ¢ The Hill of Allen,” in the
conuty of Kildare.

In the Dtsjle O111), (i. e. Rhapsody of Oisin,) wherein he
gives an account of the seven celebrated battalions of the Fenii,
there is a passage, partly descriptive of the palace of Almhain,
its eeconomy, feasts, &c.

Vo conajfic fie 1o m,

243 Frobh pe $aé nél,

Oeié ccedo cofn Fo brleayy
Yo na cenearulh noip.

0o 67 94 bpuikm veay
¥a ledp amead anon,
535 ac mine TA10F,

O Ahihun na B¥1abh up.

00 b7 %a & Temce

Lo crTe an Faé TIE,
Featt 17 cedd Tan fatne
£a Fac Tere 010b pin.

In Finn’s fair halls at banguets have I been,
At banquets truly glorious to behold!
A thousand goblets grac’d the festive scene,
Each goblet twined with wreaths of rich wrought gold,

At Almhain, by the noble Fenii held,
Twelve matchless palaces, to troops assign’d
Of Tages’ race, the pomp and splendor swell’d,
Aud spoke the greainess of the owner’s mind.

Around twelve fires, in either palace plac'd,
Twelve hundred heroes shar’d the genial board ;
Where hospitality the joy increas’d,
With ail that wealth or plenty could afford.

SR il b
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Many of our romances, and poems, give accounts of splendid
entertainments at this palace of Almhain.

Note XXVIIT.
The feast was for the Fenii spread.—ver, 13, p. 103.

In this description of the feast at Almhain, the poet accords
exactly with the accounts which our history and annals have
given, of the manner in which the early Irish held their enter.
tainments, See O’Coxonr on this subject. ¢ Conformably,”
says he, ¢ to the spirit of hospitality, their entertainments were
¢ frequent, and rational ; seldom disorderly. Every subject of
¢ the Fileacht entered into their convivial associations; peace,
¢ aud war; science, and law; government, and morals, These
¢ gerions speculations gave way, in their turn, to sports and
& pastimes, wherein they sang the actions of their ancestors,
¢ and the exploits of their herses, Nothing could animate their
¢ youth more. From these recitations they derived intrepidity
¢ of mind, and many noble feelings, which counteracted the
< treachery and malevolence to which our human nature is
¢ otherwise subject,” Dissertations on the Hist, of Ireland,
p. 110, 3d edit.

Note XXIX.
Tke Finian king arose.—ver. 2. p. 104.

Finn was not a king, though, indeed, few kings were possessed
of more authority and power. R ]'S N4 bF]Aﬁ, (king of
the Fenii,) means no more than general, or military sovereign
over that formidable body,

Note XXX,
Sgeolan and Bran obey d the sounds.~—ver. 11, p. 104.

Sgeolan, and Bran, were the two famed and favourite dogs of
Finn, :
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Note XXX
Luno’s blade.—ver. 15, p. 104

In the original, MaC an LaIm, (the son of Luno). This
sword, tradition tells us, was made by a smith of Lochlin,
pamed Luno, and therefore it was called after him, poetically,
the son of Luno. What makes this account the more probable
is, that we do not find the swords of the Irish heroes distin. .
guished by names, as amougst those of the northern nations, and
also of ancient Britain.

Anecdotes have been sought for, in vain, of this famous Lun,
or Luno; bat, from the wonders recited of the product of his
art, it seems probable, that he was one of those people, whom
the Norwegians denominated dwarfs, and complimented with
the reputation of Magic. See Northern dntiguities, vol.ii. p. 46.

* Giive me out of the tomb, (says Hervor,) the hardened sword,
b which the dwarfs made for Suafuriama.”® Five Pieces of Run,
Poetry, p. 13,

Note XXXII.
Swift on to steep Slieve Guillin’s foot.—ver, 17. p 104,

Here the muse has led our poet and his hero a very long dance
indeed ; and so beguiled the way with the melody of her song,
that he appears to have been quite insensible of the distance be-
tween Almbhain in Leinster, and Slicve Guillin in Ulster, and in
the county of Armagh.

Note XX XIII.
On her soft cheek, with tender bloom.—ver. 17, &c, p. 105,

The Irish poets, both ancient and modern, abound, and excel
in descriptions of female beaniy. The one before us, though
exquisitely charming, is not singly so; for the collection of
songs, contained in this volume, exhibit many instances of the
same species of excellence; and many more are to be found in
ether songs and poems, in the Lrish language,
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Note XXXIYV.
Gold gave its rich und radiant die,
And in her tresses flow’d.—ver. 5, &c, p. 106.

A learved friend remarked, on this passage, that the poet here
drew from his store of Eastern imagery, for that golden hair was
unkuown in these cold climates. It is certain, that the mention
of yellow, or golden hair, though it sometimes occurs, yet is not
very common in the descriptions of our poets;—the ¢ fair wav.
¢ jng tresses’ are most general; sometimes we are told of ““hair
¢ Jjke the raven’s wing,”’ and often of ““ locks of shining brown,”
which, from the brightuess ascribed along with the colour, we
may conclude to have been auburn.

Note XXXV,
And like o freexing star, her eye
With Ileaven’s own splendour glow'd.—ver. 7, &c, p. 106.

Forthisdescription of eyes, the poet has indeed left our world—
and every one in it—far behind him.

In one of CaroLaN’s songs, composed for Miss Mary O’ Neil,
he has given the following beautiful siwmile, which, though indeed
not equal to the above, is yet well entitled to preservation,—
¢« Her eyes {says he) are, to her face, what a diamond is to a
¢ ring, throwing its beams around, and adorning the beauty of
¢ the setting.”

Note XXXVI.
Is it the husband of thy youth.—ver. 1, &c. p. 107.

We cannot too much admire the elegance and delicacy of this
address!—Such tender refinement could not surely have existed
amongst a nation of barbarians. The character of the Finian
commander appears uniformly the same in all the Irish poems;
and whether our bards, when they gave it, drew a faithful pic-
ture, or net, it is still a proof, that they must have had some
good and perfect models before them, to show what Nature
ought to be; sitice, in their favourite character, we sce all the
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mildness and tenderness of female disposition, united with the
ardour of the warrior, the firmness of the patriot, and the calm«
ness of the philosopher. In the son of Comhal we see every qua~
lity, that is either intéresting, amiable, or great.

Note XXXVII.
% Let me conjure thee, generous kingl—ver. 13, p. 107,

It has been already shown, that, amongst the ancient Irish,
each knight was bound, by his military vows, {o the protection
and respectful service of the fair: this is expressly recorded by
our history; and our poetry and romances throw further light
ou the subject. According to them, no danger or difficuliy was
to deter a hero from the assistance of a distressed female, and
her request was to be a law,

In the romance of Féﬂf‘ c;ée CAY)ZH!T), where the story
of this poem is related, Fion tells his chieftains, that he had a
kind of instinctive horror at the thoughts of entering that lake;
yet he instantly obeyed the injunction of the damsel,  for (says
¢ he) it was a matter that no hero could refuse.”” Many similar
instances of this respect and devotion to the fair occur in our
old romances and poems,

Note XXXVIII.
That form where strength and beauty met,
To conguer, or engage.—ver. 9, &c. p. 108,

Qur Irish poets inform us, that Finn was married extremely
young; yet even so, he must have been advanced in life at this
period, since we {ind his grandson Osgur introduced in the fol-
lowing pages of the poem: it is true, he is mentioned only as a
boy; yet still, one would think his grandfather old enough to
be grey, without the operation of sorcery, to make him so. At
the very least, he must have been now, some years above fifty;
yef he is represented as retaining all the bloom, as well as the
strength and activity, of youth. But we may well overlook a
few faults of inadvertence, in favour of the numerous beauties
withh which this poem abounds. Our magical bard conjures up
such delightful enchantments, that our attention should be tao
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much engrossed by the grace and graudeur of his images, to
count the knots on his poetical wand.

Note XXXIX.
Till Caoille, struck with sudden dread.—ver. 5. p- 109.

We learn, from Irish romance, that the Fenii, and the chiefs of
the Dananian race, were enemies, (see ]Cén/‘ crge Candin);
and as these people were supposed to be skilful in magic, the
heroes of Finn were naturally alarmed for the safety of their
general, when they missed him from the feast, and recollected
the determined enmity aud sapernatural power of the Fuatha de
Danans.—Caoilte, in the passage before us, seems to apprehend
that Finn was snatched away by enchantment {rom amongst
them. For a particular account of these Tuatha de Danans, the-.
reader is referred {o the ancient History of Ireland.

Note XL,
“ Swift Cavilte.—ver. 17, p. 100,

Caoilte was remarkable for his speed in running.

Note XLI.
Where conguest once our arms array’d.—ver. 15. p. 110.

The battle here alluded to, is described in a poem, entitled
14070 an Ougb mac OiHIb,—The terrible Mac-Dirive,
after an obstinate combat, is at last slain by the hand of Osgur.

Note XIAII.
Long eer Iis hesitating fongue
The cruei truth could shew.—ver, 19, &c. p. 111,

1t is but proper to acquaint the reader, that, in this passage,

the sense of the poem is a little extended, and brought nearer to

that of the romance.—fn the poem, we are ouly told, that Finn,

when questioned by his chieftains, did not, at first, give a direct

answer: hut, after some time, imparted the secret to the ear of

Cavilte, Tn the romance, Finn himself tells the story, -and says,
T
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that *“ he felf if grievous fo his heart to acquaiut them, that he
¢ was the object of their search;” nevertheless, when his faith.
ful bands surrounded him, he at last informed them of his fatal
adventure.

Note X LIII.
<« Since Comhal of the Hosts was slain
“ Upon the ensanguin’'d field.—ver. 9, &e. p. 113.

Combhal, or Cumhal, the father of Finn. He waskilledina
battle against the tribe of Morni; we find, however, that this
tribe were afterwards reconciled to the Fenii, and obedient to
their chief, who treated them with the utmost kindness, This
complaint of Conaw’s is therefore to be ascribed to his own
perverse humour, and not to any injustice that he or his clan
had met with from the Finian general.

Note XLIV.
« Uprear’d his golden shield.—ver, 12, p, 113,

Here we find mention of a golden shield; but it is not sup.
posed that such were common in Ireland, because they do not
often occur in our MSS, and very few of them have been found
in our bogs. But we are not, from this, to conclude, that the
metal itself was scarce in the kingdom.—CamuBrENsts and Sta-
NIHURST bear testimony to the riches of our mines. Doctor
Boar also, in his Natural History, mentions the gold and silver
mines of [reland; and Doxatus, Bishop of Fesulz, a poet of
the seventh century, in a beautiful description of our island, does
not omit to celebrate the natural wealth of its soil.

The leabatt lecam, (or Book of Sligo,) informs us,
that in the reign of Tighearmas was first introduced the boiling
and refiniug of gold; that the refiner’s name was Inachadan,
and he carried on the art at the east side of the Liffey. Besides
the testimony of foreign writers, and our domestic annals, pum-
bers of utensils, arms, collars, chains, &c. of pure gold, have
been dug up in different parts of the kingdom. DBut it would be
endless to multiply proofs upon this subject, If the reader
wishes any further testimonies, he will find them at large in
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Mr. O'HarrorsN's Infroduction to the History and Aatiq. of
Ireland. '

Note XLYV.
¢ Did not my soul too keenly share
“ In our greaf cause of woe,
¢ On qught like thee to waste its care.——ver, 17, &e. p. 113,

We are here, atonce, let info the character of Conan, and
see that contempt alone is the cause of the forbearance with
which his insolence is suffered to pass. .

Note XLVI.
¢ Cease thy vain bab’ling, senseless fool!
¢ Bald boaster.—ver, 5, &c, p. 114,

We could wish that this dialogue were not so coarsely con-
ducted ; but the heroes of Homer are still less acquainfed with
good breeding, than those of our Irish Bard; and Conan is ouly
the Thersites of Oisin. In justice, however, to the Finian
chiefs, it should be observed, that it is the insolent folly of Conan
which provokes abusive language, because they will not raise
their arm against an idiot. To an enemy, they are never abu-
sive; but, on the contrary, polite to a degree that might afford
improved example, ¢ven to modern refinement.  See Magnus,

, Note XLVII.
“ Cease thou, vain youth.—ver. 9. p, 114,

Conan, afraid to reply to Caoilte, yet ventures to discharge
his spleen upon ¢ Oisin’s beardless son.”?

"Note XLVIIIL.
“ What does ke do, but daily dine,
¢ Upon his mangl’d thumb.—ver. 15, &c. p. 114,

This strange passage is explained by some lines in the poem of
‘Ou;b mac D)Ci’t]b, where Fiun is reproached with derir-

ing all his courage from his fore.knowledge of events, gnd chew-

R
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ing his thumb for prophetic information, The reader will easily
perceive the source of this ridiculous mistake of the wonder.
loving multitude; a habit taken up, when deep in thonght, was
construed into divinationr; and we may conclude how great that
wisdom, and that heroism, must have been, which was supposed
no other way to be accounted for, than by gifting the possessor
with inspiration.

In the romance of Féﬂ‘ tfge Camim, among other cu.
rions particuiars, Finn is said to have derived a portion of his
knowledge from the waters of a magical fouutain, in the posses-
sion of the 'Tnatha de Danaus ; a single draught of which was
sold for three hundred ounces of gold.

Note XLIX.
¥ Qisin, this silken son of thine,
“ Who thus in words excels,
< WL Learn of thee the psalming whine,
¢ gnd bear white books and bells.—ver, 1, &c. p. 115,

From thls passage, it appears, that Odsin was supposed to
have been won over, at least in part, by some of the missionaries
who preceded the arrival of 8t. Patrick in Ireland.—Here also
we seem {0 have proof, that the bells, mentionad in the course
of the poem, were not, nor could have been, the large suspended
ones; but only the smaller ones, that were borne by the priests,
and tingled at the altars, in the very first ages of Christianity.
Conan could not possibly mean any other than these, when he
says that Osgur would learn in time to bewr or carry them ;—
that is, leaving the profession of arms, to become a priest, by
which he plainly intends to reproach him with cowardice, as
desirous to excel in words alone.

NOte L.
“ What curs'd Tuathan's direful charm.—ver, 5, p. 116.

In the original, Tuata D& (i. e. Tuatha.de.danan.) Most
of the Irish romances are filled with Danauian enchantments; as
wild as the wildest of Ar1osTo’s fictions, and not at all behind
them in beauty,
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Note LI.
& Guillen's fair daughter, ( [inn reply’d, )
& The treacherous snare design’d.—ver. 9, &c, p. 116.

"Phis apparent malice, and ingratitude, of the Enchantress, is
fully accounted for in the rowmance. Finn had ever been the
gervant and protector, and, of course, the favourite of the fair:
he is scarce ever mentioned, without some epithet, expressive of
amiable attraction, such as ¢ the majestic—the graceful—the
¢ courteous—the generous—the gentle—the smiling—the bloom-
¢ jng—son of Comhal.” He surpassed his cotemporaries as
much in the manly beauty, and majestic graces of his connte.
pance and form, as he did in the superior strength of his arm,
and the extraordinary endowments of his mind,

Miluachra, and Aine, the two fair danghters of Guillen
Cualgne, of the Dananian race, saw, and fell in love with him.
Miluachra was jealous of her sister’s charms; and hearing her,
one day, take an oath, that she would never marry any mau
whose hair was grey, she determined, if possible, to make this
rash vow a bar to her union with Finn. She assembled her
friends of the Tvatha.de-danans; and, by the power of their
enchantments, they called forth a magical lake, on the side of
Stieve.Guillen, which had the property of renderihg auy person
grey-headed, who should enter the waters thereof. This done,
she assumed the form of a beantiful doe, and appeared to Finn,
as already related: then followed the chase; but the romance
gives only three days and nights to the destruction of the En.
chantress’s cave; the poem gives eight, Also, in the romance,
the magical cup, which restored our hero to his former shape,
endowed him, at the same time, with added wisdom, and know.
ledge. His hair, however, remaived grey; but the Enchantress,
after acknowledging, in mueh confusion and terror, the reason
of the trick she had played him, offered to restore that also: this
offer, we are told, he declined, choosing te continue grey ; but
the reason of his refusai does not appear.
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Note LII.
“ But Guillen dearly shall abide
 Her dark and treacherous art!’—ver. 19, &c. p. 118,

Her name, as we have seen, was Milnachra, though she is here
called Guillen, as being daughter to the Jinchantress Guillen.

Note LIII.
Then our stout shiclds with thongs we bound,
Our hapless King to bear.—ver. 1, &c. p. 117,

This passage seems to throw some light on the size of the
Irish shield.—It is spoken of in the plural number here, by
which it should seem, that it must have been the target; for,
otherwise, oune aloune would have been sufficient to have borne
Finu from the field,
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ADVERTISEMENT.

THE eriginal of this poem is in the hands of Maurice
Gorman: there is also another copy in Mr. Walker’s
collection, but not altogether so perfect as the one from
which this translation has been made. Neither of these
copies are dated, nor can we discover the author. Like
most of the Finian poems, it is ascribed to Oisin; but,
though it may, possibly, have originated with bim, it
has certainly assumed, since that period, a different form
from any that he could have given it, The poetry, in-
deed, breathes all the spirit of the Finian Bard; but the
language is evidently not carlier than that of the middle

ages.



MOIRA BORB:

A POEM.

A TALE of old,~—of Finian deeds I sing

Of Erin’s mighty hosts, the mighty King!
Great Comhal’s son the lofty strain shall swell,
And on his fame the light of song shall dwell.

Oft have I seen his arm destruction wield ;
Oft, with its deadly prowess, sweep the field !
Then did the world his matchless deeds proclaim,

And my ear drank the music of his fame.

Once, while the careless day to sport we gave,
Where fierce Mac-Bovar rolls his headlong wave,
With deaf’ning clamour pours upon the plain,

Foams o’er his echoing banks, and seeks the main.
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Careless we rang’d along the sounding shore,
And heard the tumbling of the torrent’s roar;
Thin was our host, no thought of danger nigh,

When the near ocean caught our roving eye.

A white sail’d boat, that swiftly sought the shore,
On its light plank, a lovely female bore;
To meet our host her rapid course was bent,

And much we question’d on this strange event.

Fifty brave chiefs, around their braver King.— .
Ah, why to mind, their deeds, their glories bring'!
Since anguish must on bleeding memory wait,

Comparing former fame with present fate.

Alag! with them is quench’d the hero’s {lame,
And glory, since, is but an empty name!
Oh, after them, "tis Misery’s dire decree

The chiefs of these degenerate days to see.

Oh, Jost companions! once your mighty sway
Made the proud princes of the earth obey;
Your eong’ring powers through every region led, .

And wide around victorious triwmphs spread!
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But to my tale.—Our wondering chiefs arose,
To see the bark its beauteous freight discloge:
Swift glanc’d its course through the divided wave,

And the near stream a ready harbour gave,

As morn from ocean lifts her lov’ly light,
Fresh from the wave, with gentle splendours bright;
So rose the maid, as she approach’d the shore,

And her light bark to land its burden bore.

Deck’d by soft Love with sweet attractive grace,
And all the charms of mind-illumin’d face;
Before our host the beauteous stranger bow’d,

And, thrown to earth, her eyes their glories shroud.

Her soft salute return’d, with courteous air,
Finn, by the hand of snow, conducts the fair.
Upon his left, the valiant Gaul was plac’d,
And on his right, her seat the stranger grac’d.

And, oh, to tell the charms her form array’d!
The winning sweetness that her face displa._y’d!
On her alone we could or think, or gaze,

And our rapt souls were lost in sweet amaze !
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“ Soft Mariner! (the son of Comhal cry’d,)
““What chance has torn thee from protection’s side ?
“ Why com’stthouhere, and from what happyearth?
¢¢ And whose the noble race that gave thee birth?”

¢ Truth, O great chief! my artless story frames:
“ A mighty King my filial duty claims.
“ But princely birth no safety could bestow;

“ And, royal as I am, I fly from woe.

¢« Long have I look’d that mighty arm to sce,
““ Which is alone of force to set me free:
“ To Erin’s far fam’d chief for aid I fly,
“ And on that aid my trembling hopes rely.”

“ Say, wherefore, loveliest! art thou thus distrest?
“ Whomdo’st thoufly ?—by whom art thou opprest?
“ Why do’st.thou seek me, o’er the rolling sea,

‘“ And from what peril ghall I set thee free?”

¢ And art thou, then, that gen’rous son of fame,

‘“ Whose aid the wretched, and the helpless claim?
** O then, to me that needful aid extend!

‘¢ And,oh,thystrength toguard my weaknesslend!”
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‘With goothing speech, the pitying King reply’d,
s« Fear not, sweet maid! thy cause to me confide.
« Speak but thy sorrows! whom do’st thou accuse?

« Who persecutes thee, Fair One —who pursues?”’

« Q1 I am follow’d o’er the rolling wave!
¢ O! mighty Finn! thy trembling suppliant save!
“ The son of Sora’s King with wrath pursues,

¢« TheChief of Spears, whose arm the host subdues !

“ Dark Moira Borb is his tremendous name,
“ And wide o’er earth extends his dreadful fame!
¢ From him I fly, with these unhappy charms,

<¢ To shun the horror of his hateful arms!

““ To one delay his sullen soul agreed,
“ Nor can he from his promise now recede;
¢ He will not force me to hecome his hride,

¢ Until thy pow’r shall in my cause be try’d.”

‘Then spoke my Osgur, Erin’s lovely boast,
Pride of her fame, and glory of her host!
‘With generous zeal his youthful bosom glowd’

Hig fervent speech with rapid ardonr flow’d
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““ Fearnot,(heery’d ) nopowershall force theehence;
“ My arm, my life, O maid! is thy defence!
¢« No hateful union shall thy vows compel,

< Nor shalt thou with the dreadful Sora dwell !’

Then, by his side, the son of Morni rose;
Fach champion equal to an host of foes!
Proudly they strode, exulting in their might,

The fierce, triumphant Deities of fight !

Before the host they stood, in arms array’d,
To guard, from her approaching foe, the maid; -
For now, swift riding on the subject wave,

A wond’rous chief to sight his terrors gave!

In the same path the princess took, he came,
And more than human seem’d his monstrous frame;
A magic steed its giant burden bore,

And swiftly gain’d upon the trembling shore !

Fierce did he seem, as one in tight renown’d;
Dark on his head a gloomy helmet frown’d :
Emboss’d with art, he held a mighty shield,

And well his arm its pondercus orb could wield !
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Two spears of victory, on its front engrav’d,
Stood threat’ning, as if every foe they brav’d!
Never our eyes had such a sight beheld,

Nor ever chief so dreadfully exceil’d !

His heavy sword, of more than monstrous size,
Next struck with wonder our admiring eyes;
When, bending forward, from his mighty thigh

He drew, and wav’d its massy weight on high!

Of princely sway the cloudy champion seem’d,
And terror from his eye imperial stream’d !
A soul of fire was in his features seen,

In his proud port, and his impetuous mien !

His wond’rous steed was like the torrent’s force;
White as its foam, and rapid as its course !
Proud, the defyer of our host he bore,

And sprung with fury to the Lostile shore.

A sight like this had never met our eyes,
Or struck our senses with a like surprize;
To see a steed thus coursing on the wave,

And his fierce rider thus the ocean brave!

X
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My King, whose arm would every peril dare,
Then calm demanded of the trembling fair,
“¢ Is this the chief of whom thy terror spoke,

s« Against whose power thou didst our aid invoke?”

“ O that is he! that is my deadly foe!
“ Too well, aias! his dreadful face I know!
¢ O Combhal’s generous son! I grieve for thee,

“ Against thy host that fatal arm to see!

“ He comes! he comes to tear his victim hence!
“ No power, alas, can now be my defence!
“ No force, no courage can that sword abide,

¢ And vainly will your generous aid be try’d!”

‘While thus to Comhal’s noble son she spoke,
Fierce through the host, the foreign champion broke!
Glowing with rage, in conscious might array’d,

Forward he rush’d, and seiz’d the trembling maid !

Swift flew the spear of Morni’s wrathful son,
And to the foe unerring passage won:
Through his pierc’d shield the aim its fury guides,

Rends its proud besses, and its orb divides.
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Impatient Osgur glow’d with ardent fire,
With raging scorn, and with indignant ire;
And, darting fate from his impetuous hand,

He stretch’d the dying courser on the strand !

Unhors’d, and furious for his wounded steed,
And breathing tenfold vengeance for the deed;
With wrath augmented the fierce champion burn’d,

And mad with rage, on his assailants turn’d.

Dauntless he stood, with haughty ire inflam’d,
And Ioud defiance to our host proclaim’d:
Against us all his single arm he rais’d,

While in his hand the dreadful fauichion blaz’d!

Enrag’d, our hosts.' the proud defiance hear,
And rush to vengeance with a swift career.
Finn and myself alone our arms withhold,

And wait to see the strange event unfold.

When lo! amazement to our wondering eyes!
In vain each spear with rapid fury flies!
In vain with might, the nearer swords assail,

No spears can wound, no weapens can prevail.



156 HEROIC POEMS,

Those chiefs, who every foe till then exceil’d,
Foil’d by his force, his single arm repeli’d.
Low on the blood-stain’d field with shame they lay,

Bound by his hand, and vietims of his sway!

Great Flan Mac-Morni fell beneath hie sword ;
By valour, {rieadship, and by song deplor’d!
Of all the champions who his arm sustain’d,

Not one unwounded on the field remain’d.

Had not our chiels been all well arm’d for fight,
They all had sunk beneath his matchless might!
Or had each, singly, met his dreadful force,

Each, in his turn, had fall’'n a mangled corse!

Now Gaul’s brave hosom burns with frantic ire,
And terror flashes from his eyes of fire !
.Rending in wrath, he springs upon the foe !

High waves his sword, and fierce descends its blow!

Dire as when fighting elements engage,

Such is the war the dreadful champicns wage !
‘Whoever had that fatal field beheld,

He would have thought all human force excell’d.
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Loud wasthe clash of arms that stream’d with gore,

And deep the wounds each dauntless bosom hore!

Broke are their spears, and rent each massy shielﬂ,.
 And steel, and blood bestrew the deathful feld.

Never again shall two such chiefs contend,
Nor ever courage, as did theirs, transcend !
So great the havoc of each deadly blade!

So great the force each valiant arm display’d !

At length they slack’d the fury of the fight,
And vanquish’d Sora cwn’d superior might :
No more he could the sword of Gaul sustain,

But gash’d with wounds, he sunk upon the plain.

‘Woe was the day in which that strife arose,
And dy’d with blood the harbour of his foes !
‘Woe to the champions of that lovely dame,
‘Woe to the land to which her beauty came!

The valiant Sora by the stream we laid,
And while his last and narrow house we made,
We on each finger plac’d a glitt’ring ring,

To grace the foe, in honor of our King.
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Thus fell the foreign champion on our coast,
And gave a dear-hought conquest to our host.
The royal maid our courtesy embrac’d,

And a whole year the Finian palace grac’d.

Six following months, beneath the leeches hand,
The wounds of Gaul our constant care demand:
The valiant Gaul, unvanquish’d in the fight,

Gaul of the weapons of resistless might.

With Finn, the chief of princely cheer, he lay,
‘Whose friendly "tendance eas’d the tedious day.
Finn, who was ever to the brave a friend,

Finn, who the weak would evermore defend!

But why of heroes should I now relate?
Chang’d is my form, and chang’d is my estate!
These alter’d looks, with age and sorrow pale,

Should warn to cease from the heroic tale!



NOTES

ON THE POEM OF MOIRA BORE.

NoteT.
Where fierce Mac.Bovar rolls his headlong wurve.—ver. 16,
p. 147.

The words of the original are 8'47‘ 11(146 Wac bOB]Aﬂ
na moill, literally, the fiercely rushing Cataract, deafening
son of the keap! 'This is a very beautiful fall of the river Erne,
at Ballyshannon, and the principal salmon feap in Ireland. The
scenery is extremely picturesque; a bold coast of perpendicular
rocks is covered to the very edge with the richest verdure, and
projects, in unequal promontories, as it opens to the sea, This
salmon leap is let at 2£400 a year.

Note II.
“ A mighty King my filiul duty claims.—ver. 6. p. 150.

This passage is not translated literally, as it was difficult to
know what turn to give it: the words in Irish are 2‘1‘ me
Iﬂée‘cﬂ) 1113 ¥o TUINn. Iam the daughter of the King
under Waves : or it may be rendered, Hing of Waves, or King of
Tonm, (in the genitive) TUI. Literally, a wave; but it
may also mean some country, anciently called by that name; or
“possibly it may be a metaphorical phrase, to imply either an
island, or some of the low countries.

Note ITI.
¥ The son of Sora’s King with wrath pursues.—ver. 7. p. 151,

Tradition informs us. that Moira, or (as some write jt) Bairy



160 NOTES ON THE

Borb, was a Lusitanian Prince, of great fame and prowess, but
cruel, and extremely fierce, asthe word bard (i. e. fierce) im.
plies. This admitted, it follows, of course, that Sore (in the
original, Sorchu) must have been, anciently, the Irish name for
Portugal,

Note IV.
Woe to the champions of that lovely dame,
Woe to the land (o which her beauty came.—~ver. 15. p. 157,

It is probable, that this passage alludes to some subsequent
eonsequences of the death of Moira Borb.

Note V,
We on each finger placd a glittring ring,
To grace the foe, in honor of our King.—ver, 19, &c. p. 157,

It bas not been found that auy particular custom of antiquity
is here alluded to: the passage is translated literally, and it ap.
pears that, by placing rings on the fingers of Moira Borb, they
meant to show the generosity of their chief, in honouring a
gallaut foe.

Note VI
With Finn, the chicf of princely cheer, he lay,
Whose friendly *fendance eas’d the tedious day,
Finn, who was ever to the brave a frient,
Finn, who the weak would evermore defend—ver. 11, &e,
p. 158,

In the Duijle O111) (Rhapsody of Oisin) we find the fol.
lowing beautiful character, and personal description, of this
celebrated hero,

Fiomn papyms rrat

bap awge rheanurb a
RIE mopdilad caorti.

Fa mép aviol 0an.
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4 éf1010€ OrFallte meatt.
Urhan La mom.

101 Liopflice Lajo

U aFa ta mop baan.

Fa Tlan Fonm apo1rs.

0o b1 apholc tman andtt.
V'gerth 11 a blan

Vo B7 4 Fruad map an noy.

00 b1 34l bean 1an va yeatic
U Eneap map an ccaltt bain.
Rac Wune ga ciogr.
Fronn, 17§ na napm nasg.

Translation.

Superior to all warriors, in war,

*Midst stars of glory Finn appear’d a star:
King of mild majesty and num’rous bards,

His deeds of kindness brought their own rewards.
His heart the seat of courage and of love,

Mis mind was fraught with wisdom from above.
Keen to discern the future from the past,

O Finn, for ever shall thy glories last.—
Bright his blue-rolling eyes, and hair of gold,
His cheeks the graces of the rose unfoid;

Iach female heart receiv’d the potent shock,
Of him whose breast was as the chalky rock:
Fame thus to thee her brightest page affords,—
Mild sen of Morna; King of glittering swords!
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AN
INTRODUCTORY DISCOURSE

TO THR

WAR ODE.

THE military Odes of the ancient Celte have
been moticed by numberless historians; nothing
amongst those people was left unsung: Poetry was
their darling science, and they introduced it into
every scene, and suited it to every occasion. One
of the duties of the Bard was, to attend his chief to
battle, and there exert his poetic powers, according
to the fluctuations of victory, and the fortune of
the fight. This fact is well attested by ancient
Greek and Roman writers; alco, Du Cange, Meze-
ray, and many other antiquaries and historians
affim, that this custom continued amongst the

Gauls, many centuries after their dereliction by
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the Romans. Even at the battle of Hastings, the
troops of Normandy were accompanied by a Bard,
animating them to conquest with warlike odes.
The great number of Troubadours retairted by the
French noblesse, in the different invasions of the
Holy Land, prove how well this custom was sup~
ported by civilized nations of the middle ages.

But it will, no doubt, appear singular, that,
while ¥rance and Germany suffered no ruin or
subversion of their states, from that epocha, yet so
little care has been taken, by their antiquaries, for
the preservation of ancient documents, that it is
affirmed, there is not one of these Odes now extant
amongst them; while Ireland,—harassed by war
and rapine; and her records plundered by foreign
invaders, and envious policy,~—yet still has pre-
served a number of these onginal productions,
which throw maﬁy rays of light on the obscurest
periods of Celtic antiquity.

But the War Ops was not peculiar to the Celta
alone; Scandinavia, too, sent her Scalds to battle,
and her Chiefs were animated by their military
songs; although indeed many centuries later than

the period in which we find our Bards possessed of
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this office in Ireland. * Hacon, Earl of Norway,
¢ (says Mons. MaLLET ) had five celebrated poets
& glong with him in that famous battle of which I
¢« have been speaking, when the warriors of Joms-
<« hourg were defeated; and history records that
¢ they sung each an Ode, to animate the soldiers,
¢« hefore they engaged.””*

‘We see here a remarkable difference between
the Scandinavian and Celtic poet, in the execu-
tion of this military duty: the Ode of the Scald
was composed for the purpose, and sung before the
engagement: while the TIrish Bard, glowing with
the joint enthusiasm of the poet, and the warrior,
frequently rushed amidst the ranks, and following
his Chief through all the fury of the fight, conti-
nued, to the last, those sublime and elevating
strains, which, inspired by the sight of heroic va-
lour, and called forth by, and suited to the instant

pccasion, wrought up courage to a pitch of frenzy,

¥ North Antig. vol. i. p. 386. See Torr. Barrmonw,
p- 172, who produces other instances te the same purpose; par-
ticularly that of Olave, king of Norway, who placed three of
his scalds about him to be eye-witnesses of his exploits: these
bards composed, each of them, a song upon the spot, which
Barruoriy has printed, accompanied with a Latin version.
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and taught the warrior to triumph even in the
pangs of death. But it was only when victory was
doubtful, and cccasion required the Bards to exert
all their powers, that we find them thus rushing
through the carnage of the field. At other times
“ marching at the head of the armies, arrayed
““ in white flowing robes, harps glittering in their
¢ hands, and their persons surrounded with Oryi-~

‘¢ p16H, or instrumental musicians; while the bat-

¢ tle raged, they stood apart, and watched in secu-

“ rity (for their persons were held sacred) every
“* action of the Chief, in order to glean subjects
““ for their lays.”’*

Indeed, the enthusiastic starts of passion; the
broken, unconnected, and irregular wildness of
those Odes which have escaped the wreck of an-
cient literature in this kingdom, sufficiently and
incontestibly point out their true originality to

every candid reader. It need not here be objected,

Other songs of the same kind may be found in the same author,
Here is oue instance wherein we find a Scandinavian war ode
composed (as it appears) either during, or after the engage.
ment; but their established custom was, to sing the ode (as is
related ahove) before the batile joined.
* Warkrn's Hist. Mem, of the Irish Bards, p. 10.
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that the character in which we find the copies now
extant of these Odes, is different from that which
was in use among the pagan Irish, and that the
language of them, also, is too intelligible to be
referred to so remote an @xra. With the beauties
of these singular compositions, every Irish reader,
of every age, must have been eager to acquaint
himself; and when acquainted with them, to com-
municate to others the knowledge, and the plea-
sure they afforded him: of course, when a word
became too obsolete to be generally understood, it
was changed for one more modern; and, for the
same reason, when the ancient character was ex-
ploded, every ensuing copy of these Odes was
written in the character of the times. Indeed there
are still a sufficient number of obsolete words
among them, to make the language extremely
difficult; but I conceive that it is in the structure
of the compositions, and the spirit which they
breathe, rather than in a few unintelligible epithets,
that we are to look for the marks of their antiquity.
The copies from which the two following Odes
are tranmslated, I procured from Maurice Gorman;

there is also a copy of them in the collection of
z
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Mr. O’'Halloran of Limerick, and another, as I am
informed, in the College collection. An accom-
plished proficient in the learning and antiquities
of this country, whose name (had I permission) I
should be proud to reveal, made the following
elegant, and spirited remarks, on a literal transla-
tion of the first of these Odes, upon which I had
requested his judgment. ¢ It is (says he) in my
¢ opinion, a very fine specimen of that kind of
* poetry, and carries genuine originality on the
*“ face of it. It seems not only to have been com-
*¢ posed on the occasion, but as if it was actually
““ sung by the bard during the heat of the battle;
* which supposition is quite consonant with the
‘“ accounts we have of the ancient Celtic warriors,
““ and the office of their Bards. The extreme sim-
¢ plicity <;f it is no small part of its merit, and has
¢ more in it of the true sublime, than all the flow-
“ ers and images with which a modern poet would
““ have embellished it. Imagination may follow it
¢ through all the changes that may be supposed to
‘¢ have attended an obstinate engagement, in which
¢ the hero was exerting his valour to the utmost;

“* with his bard standing close at his back, exhort-
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¢ ing him to persevere, and giving, asit were, fresh
« energy and effect to every stroke of his sword.”

1t may appear strange to see a Bard rushing,
fearless and unhurt, through the midst of contend-
ing warriors; his hand encumbered with the harp,
and unprovided with any arms for either defence
or attack: but the character of the Filea was held
go sacred amongst the ancient Celt®, that they
wanted no other defence, and were so protected
and revered by foes, as well as friends, that even
¢ the very whirl and rage of fight” respected the
person of the Bard.

Irish history, indeed, affords one, and but one,
instance of a sort of sacrilege offered to the life of
a Bard ; the circumstances, however, which accom-
pany the fact, as well as the manner in which it
is told, present us with the strongest idea of the
horror that so unusual a crime then excited. The
leabaq tecdin, (or Book of Sligo) has thus pre-
served the relation: Fierce wars were carried on,
about the middle of the fourth century, between
Fochaidh, Mouarch of Ireland, and Eana, the King
of Leinster. Cetmathach, the Monarch’s laureat,

had satyrized so severely the enemy of his King,
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as to proveke the bitterest resentment of Eana,
who vowed unsparing revenge. In the battle of
Cruachan, the Monareh was defeated; and Cetma-
thach, pursued .by the furious King of Leinster,
fled for safety amidst the troops of the victor, who,
though the enemies of Eochaidh, would have pro-
tected his Bard: but the brutal Eana was not to
be appeased, and the life of the laureat fell a sacri-
fice to his art. Kana, for this atrocious deed, was
ever after branded with the opprobrious name of
Cin-saluch, (foul, or dishonorable head.) It has
descended down, through his immediate posterity,
to the present day; numbers of his race, of the name
of Cin or Kinsalah, now existing in Ireland.

Of the first of the foHowing Odes, Osgur, the son
of Oisin, is the hero, but we are not told who the
Burd was that composed it. 'We have, however,
sufficient reason to conclude, that it was sung by
Férgus, the uncle of Osgur; first, because he was
the appointed ArRD-FILEA of the Fenii; and also
because that, in an ancient poem on the battle of
Gabhra, he is introduced as exhorting the troops,
on that occasion, to the fight, surrounded by his

Orfidigh, or band of musicians.
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b1 Feap3uy ¢ile,

Azuy opgtoeach na belaca,
Vap MHIOPDAD 'pan 0o ngujﬁ
0ol oonrorf an chaa.

Mg. WALKER, in his MEMoIRs oF THE IRrisn-
Barps, takes particular notice of Fergus. ¢ Qisin
¢ (says he) was not Finn’s chief Bard, or Ollamh-
< ye-dan. This honorable station wae filled by Fer-
“ gus Fibheotl, (of the sweet lips) another son of
¢ the great Finian commander; a Bard on whom
* gucceeding poets have bestowed almost as many
“¢ epithets, as Homer has given to his Jupiter.—
¢« In several poems, still extant, heis called Fergus
“ Fir-ghlic, (the truly ingenious;) Fathach, {su-
“ perior in knowledge;) Focal-gheur, (skilled in
‘ the choice of words) &c. &c. So persuasive was
“ his eloquence, that, united with his rank, it
“ acquired him an almost universal ascendancy.

“ But it was in the field of battle that Fergus’
¢ eloquence proved of real utility. In a fine heroic
¢ poem* called the CaT ¥jonn-viafa (The bat-

* This composition is not written in verse, but it does indeed
abound with all the ornaments of poetry,
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¢ tle of Ventry,) Finn is often represented as call-
“ ing on Fergus, to animate the drooping valour
““ of his officers, which the Bard mnever fails to do,
¢ effectually. In this battle, Oisin was beginning
 to yield in single combat; which being observed
““ by Fergus, he addressed some encouraging strains
““to him, in a loud voice: these were heard by
#¢ Oisin, and his foe fell beneath his sword.*

¢ Several admirable poems, attributed to Fergus,
‘¢ are still extant; Dargo,j a poem, written on
“ occasion of a foreign prince of that name in-
¢ vading Ireland. Dargo encountered the Fenii,
¢ and was slain by Goll, the son of Morni—CatT
« Tabpa (the battle of Gabhra.) This battle
““ was fought by the Fenii against Cairbre, the
*“ monarch of Ireland, whose aim in provoking it, was
““ to suppress the formidable power of that legion.
¢ Cairbre’s life fell a sacrifice to this bold attempt.

% O'Harronax's Hlist. Irel. vol,i. p. 273,

+ A copy of this poem is now In my possession, and it glows
with all the fire of genius; but at the same time is debased by
such absurd impossibilities, that, as I could not venture to omit
any part of the piece, I did not thiuk it would answer for tran.
slation. From the character given of this poem, I am tempted

to suppose that my copy is a corrupt and bad one; perhaps a
fature day may enable me to procure a better.
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« These Poems abound with all the imagery,
« fire, and glowing description of the ancient
s« Gielic, and justify the praises bestowed on
« Fergus. FEach poem concludes with Fergus’s
« attestation of his being the author. Besides these,
« there are, A Panegyric on Goll, the son of
«« Morni,* and another on Osgur.t In the latter,
¢ the poet has interwoven an animating harangue
s to the hero, who is the subject of it, in the battle
¢ of Gabhra.”

In most of the Finian poems that I have seen,
Fergus is honorably noticed, both for his poetical
powers, and the peculiar sweetness of his temper

and disposition: thus in Tue Crask,

“ Did Fergus live, again to sing,

“ As erst, the Fenii’s fame!*’

Also in Masx~vus,
¢ Mild Fergus then, his errand done,
“ Return’d with wonted grace;
¢ His mind, like the unchanging sun,
¢ Still beaming in his face.”
# Seec the second War Ode in this collection,
t This I suppose is the same with the original of the following
Ode.
1 Probably this extreme gentleness of Fergus’ temper, was
the reason why he was chosen Arb-Tirea, or chief poet to the
Fenii, though his brother Gisin was so eminently distinguished
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THE ANNALS oF INNISFALLEN, and other an-
cient records and poems, inform us, that the battle
of Gabhra was fought in the year of our Lord 296.
The cause of this battle (as well as I can collect
from various accounts) was pretty nearly as fol-
lows:—The celebrated body of the Fenii had
grown to a formidable degree of power. Conscious
of the defence they afforded their country, and
the glory they reflected upon it, they became
overweening and insolent, esteeming too highly
of their merits, and too meanly of their rewards;
and this the more, as they perceived the Monarch
disposed to slight their services, and envy their
fame,
for his poetical talents. Oisin, most likely, would not have ac.
cepted of the Jaureatship: his high and martial spirit would not
be confined to the duties of that station, as they would often
have necessarily withheld him from mixing in the combat, and
taking a warrior’s share in the victory. The character of Fer.
gus was much more adapted than that of Qisin, to fill the place
he held, even supposing the poetic powers of Qisin superior to
those of his brother.—Qisin, like the Caractatus of the inimi«

table Mason, felt too much of

b the hot tide
¢ That flushes erimson on the conscious cheek
‘¢ Of him who burns for glory!”

And he would never have borne to hold the harp, in battle, while
ahle to wield a sword,
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It would be tedious here to relate the various
causes assigned by different writers for the discon-
tents which occasioned this battle: Historians, in
general, lay the chief blame upon the Fenii; and
the Poets, taking part with their favourite heroes,
cast the whole odium upon Cairbre, then Monarch
of Ireland. The fault most likely was mutual,
and both parties severely suffered for it. Cairbre
himself was killed in the action, and a dreadful
slaughter ensued among his troops; but those of
the Fenii were almost totally destroyed;* for, re-
lying upon that valour which they fondly deemed
invincible, they rushed into the field against odds,
that madness alone would have encountered. In
an ancient poem upon this subject, Qisin, relating
the events of the battle to St. Patrick, tells him,
that ¢ few in number were the Fenii, on that
“ fatal day, opposed to the united forces of the
« kingdom, headed by their Monarch! Finn and
“ his heroes were not there to assist them; they

¢ were absent on 2 Roman expedition.”—Osgur,

* The Dook of Hoath aflirms, that they were «l/ destroyed,
Oisin excepted; and that he lved till the arrival of St. Patrick,
12 whom ke related the exploits of the Fenit,

24
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the grandson of Finn, commaﬁded the little body
that remained, and led them on to the attack;
fired with the hope of increasing glory, and
wrought up to a frenzy of valour, by the ani-
mated exhortations of his Bard, he performed pro-
digies, he slew numbers, and Cairbre himself at
length fell by his hand. Victory then seemed to
declare for the Fenii, till Osgur, covered with
wounds, sunk upon the field. He died; with him
died the hopes of his adherents. And Epic story
gives no further account of the few who survived
the field.

Several poems have been composed upon the
subject of this battle. I have never yet seen that
one which is said to have been written by Fergus;
but I have now before me two that bear the name
of Oisin, and are possessed of considerable merit:
I would gladly, with the following Ode, have
given a translation of one of the many poems.
which this celebrated battle gave rise to; but as
I am told there are more perfect copies extant,
than those in my possession, I am unwilling to

give an inferior one to the public.



WWar Doe to Dsgut,



WAR ODE

TO OSGUR, THE SON OF OISIN,

IN TRE FRONT OF THE BATTLE O GARARA,

RISE, might of Erin! rise!
O! Osgur, of the generous soul!
Now, on the foe’s astonish’d eyes,
Let thy proud ensighs wave dismay!
Now let the thunder of thy battle roll,

And bear the palm of strength and vict:ory away!

Son of the sire, whose stroke is fate,
Be thou in might supreme!
Let conquest on thy arm await,
In each conflicting hour!
Slight let the force of adverse numbers seem,
Till, o’er their prostrate ranks, thy shouting squa-

drons pour!
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O hear the voice of lofty song !—
Obey the Bard!
Stop—stop M‘Garaidh! check his pride,

And rush resistless on each regal foe!
Thin their proud ranks, and give the smoakiﬁg
tide
Of hostile blood to flow!
Mark where Mac-Cormac pouis along !-—
Rush on-—retard
His haughty progress !—let thy might
Rise, in the deathful fight,
O’er thy prime foe supreme,
And let the stream
Of valour flow,
Until thy brandish’d sword
Shall humble ev’ry haughty foe,

And justice be restor’d.

Son of the King of spotless fame,
Whose actions fill the world !
Like his, thy story and thy name
Shall fire heroick song,
And, with the prowess of this day, the lofty strain
prolong !
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Shall tell how oft, in Gabhra’s plain,
Thy dreadful spear was hurl'd :
How high it heap’d the field with slain,
How wide its carnage spread,
Till gorg’d upon the human feast, the glutted

ravens fed.

Resistless as the spirit of the night,
In storms and terrors drest,
‘Withering the force of ev'ry hostile breast,
Rush on the ranks of fight!—
Youth of fierce deeds, and noble soul!
Rend—scatter wide the foe!—
Swift forward rush,—and lay the waving pride
Of yon high ensigns low!
Thine be the battle!~—thine the sway!—
On—on to Cairbre hew thy conquering way,
And let thy deathful arm dash safety from his
side!
As the proud wave, on whose broad back
The storm its burden heaves,
Drives on the scatter’d wreck
Its ruin leaves;

Bo let thy sweeping progress roll,
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Fierce, resistless, rapid, strong,
Pour, like the billow of the flood, o’erwhelming
might along!

From king to king, let death thy steps await,
Thou messenger of fate,
Whose awful mandate thou art chosen to bear:
Take no vain truce, no respite yield,
*Till thine be the contested field;
O thou, of champion’d fame the royal heir!
Pierce the proud squadrons of the foe,
And o’er their slaughter’d heaps triumphant rise!
Oh, in fierce charms, and lovely might array’d!
Bright, in the front of battle, wave thy blade!
Oh, let thy fury rise upon my voice!
Rush on, and glorying in thy strength rejoice!
Mark where yon bloody ensign flies!
Rush! — seize it!—lay its haughty triumphs

low!

Wide around thy earnage spread!
Heavy be the heaps of dead!
Roll on thy rapid might,

Thou roaring stream of prowess in the fight!
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What tho' Finn be distant far,
Art thou not thyself a war?—
Victory shall be all thy own,
And this day’s glory thine, and thine alone!
Be thou the foremost of thy race in fame!
So shall the bard exalt thy deathless name!
So shall thy sword, supreme o’er numbers, rise,

And vanquish’d Tamor’s groans ascend the skies!

Tho’ unequal be the fight,
Tho’ unnumber’d be the foe,

No thought on fear, or on defeat hestow,

For conquest waits to erown thy cause, and thy
successful might! |

Rush, therefore, on, amid the battle’s rage,
‘Where fierce contending kings engage,

And powerless lay thy proud opponents low!

O lovely warrior! Form of grace,
Be not dismay’d!
Friend of the Bards! think on thy valiant race!
O thou whom none in vain implore,
Whose soul by fear was never sway’d,

* Now let the battle round thy ensigns roar!
2r
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Wide the vengeful ruin spread!
Heap the groaning field with dead!
Furious- be thy grinding sword,
Death with every stroke descend!
Thou to whose fame earth can no match afford;
That fame which shall thro’ time, as thro’ the world,

extend!

Shower thy might upon the foe!
Lay their pride, in Gabhra, low!

'Thine be the sway of this contested field!
To thee for aid the Fenii fly;

On that brave arm thy country’s hopes rely,

From every foe thy naiive land to shield!

Aspect of beauty! pride of praise!
Summit of heroick fame!
O theme of Erin! youth of matchless deeds!
Think on thy wrongs! now, now let vengeance
raise
Thy valiant arm!-—and let destruction flame,
"Till low beneath thy sword each chief of Ulster
lies!

O prince of numerous hosts, and bounding steeds!
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Raise thy red shield, with tenfold force endu’d!
Forsake not the fam’d paththy fathershave pursu’d!

But let, with theirs, thy ¢-jual honours rise!

Hark!—Anguish groans!—the battle bleeds
Before thy spear!—its flight is death!—
Now, ¢’er the heath,
The foe recedes!

And wide the hostile crimson flows!—
See how it dyes thy deathful blade!—
See, in dismay, each routed squadron flies!
Now!-—now thy havoc thins the ranks of fight,

And scatters o’er the field thy foes!—
O still be thy increasing force display’d!
Slack not the noble ardour of thy might!
Pursue—pursue with death their flight!—

Rise, arm of Erin!—Rise!—



NOTES

ON THE WAR ODE TO 0SGUR.

Note 1.
Rise, might of Erin, rise!—ver, 1. p. 181.

eise! literally, arise!—It means here, rouse thyself!
exert all thy powers!

. Note II. :
Son of the sire, whose stroke is fate.—ver, 7. p. 181,

Qisin, the father of Osgur, was as much celebrated for his
valour, as for his poetical talents.

Note III.
Stop-~stop M‘Garaidh.~—ver, 3. p. 182.

This son of Garaidh was then King of Connanght, and he led
a chosen band to the battle of Gabhra.

Note IV.
Mark where Mac-Cormac pours along {—ver. 7. p. 182,

Cairbre, Monarch of Ireland; he was son to Cormac, the
preceding Monarch, and it was in his quarrel that the allied
Princes were assembled, in this day’s battle, against the little
band of the Fenii. He was also nearly related to the chiefs of

the party he opposed, his sister having been the wife of Finn
Mac.Cumbhal,
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Note V.
Shall humble ev'ry haughty foe,
And justice be restor’d.—ver, 15, p. 182,

Injustice was the complaint, and the cause of quarrel, assigned
both by the King’s forces, and the Fenii: The Book of Hoath
has preserved a speech of Osgur’s on this occasion; probably
just as authentic as most other speeches of the kind, that history
gravely tells us have been spoken at such times. 1t sets forth
the gross injustice and ingratitude with which they had been
treated by the Monarch; and that they only fought to maintain
those privileges which they had honorably won, and which were
granted to their ancestors by those faithless Princes, now in
arms against them. That they and their predecessors had been
the guardians of the nation, protecting its harbours, and repell.
ing its invaders; and also increasing its glory by thé splendeur
of foreign conquests, and the rich trophies of foreign tributes to
its power; but that now, after so many battles fonght, and so
many honors and advantages derived to the Monarch by their
valour, he wished to acquit himself of the obligation, by putting
his benefactors to the sword, or banishing them for e¢ver from
the land.'

Note VI.
Son of the King of spotless fame,
Fhose actions fill the world!—ver, 17. p, 182.

It is uncertain, here, what King the poet means, whether tie
father, or the grandfather of his hero; either of them might hase
been called King by the bard, as the word Righ is frequently
made use for any great commander, or military sovereign; and
Osgur might have been stiled son to either, because Mec (son)
signifies also grandson, and often only a descendant.

Note VII.
Shall tell how oft, in Gabhra’s plain,
Thy dreadful spear was hurl'd: '
How high it heap'd the field with sluin,
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How wide its carnage spread,
Till gerg d upon the human feast, the glutted ravens fed.—
ver. 4, &¢ p. 133.

The poets tell us of an incredible slaughter, made in this bat.
tie, by the sword of Osgur: the brave and fierce Mac-Garaidh,
King of Connaught, of the tribe of Morni, aud Cairbre, Monarch
of Ireland, besides numbers of inferior chieftains, fell by his
single arm,

- Note VIII.
As the proud wave, on whose broad back
The storm its burden heaves.—ver, 17, &c. p. 183.

Tt is impossibie that the utmost stretch of human imagination
and genins could start an image of greater sublimity than this!
Had Fergus never given any further proof of his talents than
what is exhibited in the ode now before us, this stanza alone
had been sufficient to have rendered his name immortal

Note IX.
From king to king, let denth thy steps await—ver. 3. p. 134.

The monarch, and the provincial kings, who were united
against the Feuii.

Note IX.
Mark where yon bloody ensign flies!
Rush!—seize it!—lay its haughty triumphs low!—ver. 15,
p. 184.

The taking of the enemy’s standard was, we find, an object
of great importance; for we see the bard repeatedly point it
out in the battle, and urge his hero to the capture of it, The
striking of a standard among the Irish troops, was, in general,
a token of defeat, See O’Harroran.—* The duly of the
% hereditary standard-bearer was, to preserve the royal ban-
““ ner; to be amongst the foremost of the troops in action, and
““ in the rear on a retreat; for the troops had ever thejr eye on
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¢¢ the standard, and when the prince was killed (for their princes
 seldom survived a defeat) the standard was struck, which
# was the signal for a retreat.” Thus, had Osgur been able to
seize upon the enemy’s hanner, they might have mistaken its
disappearing for the usual signal, and so been thrown inte
confusion.

Note X.
What tho’ Finn be distant far,
Art not thou thyself ¢ war 2-—ver. 1. p. 185.

Finn, at the time of this battle, was abseut on a Roman expe.
dition, and Cairbre tocok advantage of this circumstance, to
hasten the issue of the contest. A beautifel and most affecting
poem (ascribed to Qisin) on this subject, informs us, that Fiun,
with his troops, returued on the eve of the battle, and that he
arrived just time enough to take a last adieu of his dying grand-
son. Their meeting is described, and is deeply pathetic. The
poet also adds, that « Finn wvever after was known to smile:
i peace, after that, had no sweets, por war any triumphs, that
¢ could restore joy to his breast, or raise one wish for ambition
¢ or for glory, even though the empire of Heaven itself were to
* be won by his arm, or were offered to his acceptance!”

Note X1I.
And vanguish’d Tamor’s groans ascend the skies!—ver. 8,
p- 185.

Tamor, or Teamor, the royal seat of the Monarch of Ireland
¢ Tts chief court (says O’Conor) was three hundred feet in
¢ length, thirty in height, and fifty in breadth. It had access
‘ by fourteen doors, which opened on their several apariments,
+ fitted up for the kings and deputies of each province: the
“ poyal seat was erected in the middle of the house, where the
* monarch sat in state, with his Asionn, or imperial cap, on
% his head, The kings of the two Munsters took their seats on
** his left; those of Ulster; on his right; the king of Leinster,
“in his front; and the king of Connaught, together with the
¥ Ollamhain, behind the thrope. The particular reasons for
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¢ guch a disposition are not set down in any MSS. come to gur
¢ hamds.

¢ "T'his high court of convention was surrounded by four other
$¢ Jarge houses, fitted up for the lodging and accommodation of
¢ the several provincial kings and deputies, during the session;
% close to these were other bouses; one for state prisoners, ano.
# ther for Fileas, and another for the princesses, and the women
¢ who attended at court.

¢ Teamor was the royal seat of the kings of Treland, and the
% principal court of legisiation, frem the days of Ollamh Fodla,
¢ down to the reign of Dermod Mac Cervaill; so that the Fes
¢ of Teamor continued, from time to time, through a series of
 more than eleven hundred years,” Dissertations on the Hist,
of Irefund, p. 137, 3rd edit.

The fear of extendmg this note to too great a length, has
obliged e, though reluctanily, to give only extracts from Mr.
(rCoxar’s description. For a more enlarged account of this

celebrated place, see Collectanea, vol. j.

Note XII.
Tho unequel be the fight,
Tho unsnumber’'d be the foe.—ver. 9. p. 183,

The Feuii were greatly out-numberad in this battle, In ano.
ther poem on the subject, attributed to Oisin, and addressed io
8¢, Patrick, we find this passage. ¢¢ There was Cairbre Liffe.
“ car, at the head of Erin’s mighty hests, marching against our
“ forces, to the field of Gabhra, the battle of fatal strokes!
¢ There was also Mac Garaidh, and a thousand champions,
¢ assembled against the powers of my son:—nine battalions
i also from Ulster, and the Munster troops, against our Lein-.

*ster legion; besides the king of Cennaught, and his valiant
¥ bands, who joined with the monarch against us, in that day’s
* engagement, Uufair and unequal was that division af our
“ forees, for small was the band of the Fenii.”?

e
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Note XIII.
O lovely warrior! Form of grace,
Be not d{s\may’d!—ver. 16, &c. p. 1835,
Here it appears that Osgur begins for a moment to yield;
hut quickly after, animated and renovated by the exhortations
of his bard, we find him again dealing death around.

Note XIV.
o thee for aid the Fenii fly.—ver. 10.-p. 186.

‘The Irish, in general, were frequently called Fenians, or
Phenians, from their great ancestor Phenius Farsa, or, pers
Laps, in allusion to their Pheenician descent. But the Leinster
legions proudly arrogated that name entirely to themselves, and
called their celebrated body, exclusively, [ené, or Fianng
Eireann, '

Note XV,
Forsake not the fam’d path thy fathers have pursw'd!—yer,
2. p. 187.

All of the tribe of Boisgne were particularly famed for
prowess, and celebrated by our ancient poets,
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Doe to Gaui.



ADVERTISEMENT.

0O throw light on the subject of the following Ode,
1 have endeavoured, in vain, to procure a copy of the
fegend of Diy§ean beag ha hUltinine, mentioned
in Mr. Warser’s Trish Bards; im which, he says, is
selated the <¢ celebrated contention for precedence, be-
< (ween Firn and Gaul, near Finn's palace at Abnhain.
« The attending Bards, {coutizues he,) observing the
« engagement to grow very sharp, were apprebensive of
« the consequences, and determined, if pessible, to cause
¢« a cessation of hostilities. To effect this, they shock
¢« The Chain of Silence, and flung themselves ameng the
s ranks, extolling the sweets of peace, and the aichieve-
<« ments of the combatants” ancestors, Immediately both
s parties, laying down their arms, listened, with mute
¢ attention, to the harmonicus lays of their Bards, and
« in the end rewarded them with precious gifts.”*

I regret much that I have never seen this legend, and
therefore can only cenjecture, that the Ode before us was
composed; or rather recited, extempore, upon the same
occasion. There is frequent mention made, in our re-
mances and poems, of a memorable contest between the
rival tribes of Morni and Boisgne, of which Ga:d and
Ting were the leaders; and that, by the mediation of the

* Hist, Blem. Irish Bards, p. 44. The legend here alisded
£0 is not in the possession of M&. Warker; if it was, his polite-
ness and publie spisit would net have suifered him to refuse it.
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Bards, it was finally concluded in peace: but I have
never seeh any particular account of the dispute, or
description of the combat: nor been able to obtain any
further information upon the subject, than the little I
have here given to the public.



ODE

TO GAUL, THE SON OF MORNL

————————

HIGH-MINDED Gaul, whose daring soul
Stoops not to our Chief’s controul !
Champion of the navy’s pride!

Mighty ruler of the tide!

Rider of the stormy wave,

Hostile natians to enslave!

Shield of freedom’s glorious boast!
Head of her unconquer’d host !
Ardent son of Morni’s might!
Terror of the fields of fight !

Long renown’d and dreadful name!

Hero of auspicious fame |
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Champion, in our cause fo arm !

Tongue, with eloquence to charm!
‘With depth of sense, and reach of manly thought !
With every grace, and every beauty fraught!

Girt with heroic might,
When glory, and thy country call to arms,
Thou go’st te mingle in the loud alarms,
And lead the rage of fight!
Thine, hero! thine the princely sway
Of each conflicting hour;

Thine ev’ry bright endowment to display,
The smile of beauty, and the arm of pow'r!
Secience, beneath our hero's shade,
Exults, in all her patron’s gifts array’d :
Her Chief, the soul of every fighting field ¢
The arm, — the heart, alike unknown to

yield !

Hear, O Finn! thy people’s voice !
Trembling on our hills we plead;  _
O let our fears to peace incline thy choice!

Divide the spoil, and give the hero’s meed !
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For bright and various is his wide renown,

And war and science weave his glorious crown!

Did all the hosts of all the earth unite,
From pole to pole, from wave to wave,
Exulting in their might: |
His is that monarchy of soul
To fit him for the wide controul,

The empire of the brave !

Friend of learning ! mighty name!
Havoc of hosts, and pride of fame!
Fierce as the foaming strength of ocean’s rage,
‘When nature’s powers in strife engage,
So does his dreadful progress roll,
And such the force that lifts his soul !

Fear him, chief of Erin’s might !
And his foe no longer be;
Sun of honor’s sacred light,

Rending storm of death is he!

Finn of the flowing locks, O hear my voice !

No more with Gaul contend !
2D
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Be peace, henceforth, thy happy choice,

And gain a valiant friend!

Secure of victory, to the field
His conquering standard goes;
*Tis his the powers of fight to wield,

And woe awaits his foes!

Not to mean insidious art
Does the great name of Gaul its terrors owe;
But from a brave undaunted heart

His glories flow!

Stature sublime, and awful mien!
Arm of strength, by valour steel’d!

Sword of fate, in battle keen,
Sweeping o’er the deadly field!

Finn of the dark-brown hair, O hear my voice!
No more with Gaul contend !
Be peace sincere henceforth thy choice,
And gain a valiant friend !
In peace, tho’ inexhausted from his breast

Each gentle virtue flows,
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In war, no force his fury can arrest,

And hopeless are his foes,

Leader of thq shock of arms,
Loudest in the loud alarms!
Friend of princes, princely friend,
First in bounty to transcend !
Patron of the schools encrease!

Sword of war, and shield of peace!

Glory of the fields of fame!

Pride of hosts! illustrious name{
Strength of pow’r! triumphant might!
Firm maintainer of the fight!

Fierce in the conflicting hour;

Bulwark of the royal pow’r!

D generous charm of all-accomplish’d love !—

Locks of bright redundant shade!

Breast where strength and beauty strove!
White as the hue the chalky cliffs display’d!
To thee glad Erin should her homage

pay,

And joy to own thy glorious sway!
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Spirit resolute to dare!
Aspect sweet beyond compare,
Bright with inspiring soul! with blooming beauty
fair!
Warrior of majestic charms!
High in fame and great in arms!
Well thy daring seul may tow’r,
Nothing is above thy pow’r!

Hear, O Finn! my ardent zeal,
‘While his glories I reveal !
Fierce as ocean’s angry wave,
‘When conflicting tempests rave;
As still, with the encreasing storm,
Increasing ruin clothes its dreadful form,
Such is the Chief, o’erwhelming in his force,

Unconquer’d in his swift, resistless course !

Tho’ in the smiles of blooming grace array’d,
And bright in beauty’s every charm;

Yet think not, therefore, that his soul will bend,
Nor with the Chief contend;

For well he knows to wield the glittering blade,

dnd fatal is his arm !
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Bounty in his bosom dwells;
High his soul of courage swells!
Fierce the dreadful war to wage,
Mix in the whirl of fight, and guide the battle’srage!
Wide, wide around triumphant ruin wield,
Roar through the ranks of death, and thunder o’er
the field!

Many a chief of mighty sway
Fights beneath his high command;
Marshals his troops in bright array,

And spreads his banners o’er the land.

Champion of unerring aim !

Chosen of Kings, triumphant name !
Bounty’s hand, and Wisdom’s head,
Valiant arm, and lion soul,

O’er red heaps of slaughter’d dead,
‘Thundering on to Glory’s goal!

Pride of Finian fame, and arms!
Mildness of majestic charms!
Swiftness of the battle’s rage!
Theme of the heroic page!
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Firm in purpose! fierce in fight!

Arm of slaughter! soul of might!
Glory’s light! illustrious name !
Splendour of the paths of fame !

Born bright precedent to yield,

And sweep with death the hostile field!

Leader of sylvan sports; the hound, the horn,
The early melodies of morn!

Love of the fair, and favourite of the muse.

In peace, each peaceful science to diffuse:

Prince of the noble deeds! accomplish’d name!

Increasing bounty! comprehensive fame!

Ardent, bold, unconquer’d Knight!
Breaker of the bulwark’s might!
Chief of war’s resistless blade,
With spears of wrath, and arms of death
array’d!
Heroic Gaul! beneath thy princely sway,
The earth might bend, and all her host obey!

Hear, O Gaul! the poet’s voice!

O be peace thy gen’rous choice!
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Yield thee to the Bard’s desire! ‘
Calm the terrors of thine ire!
Cease we here our mutual strife;

And peaceful be our future life!

Gave. I yield, O Fergus! to thy mild desire;

Thy words, O Bard! are sweet;
Thy wish I freely meet,
And bid my wrath expire.

No more to discontent a prey,

I give to peace the future day:
To thee my soul I bend,

O guileless friend!
The accents of whose glowing lip well know that

soul to sway.

Barp. O swift in honor’s course! thou generous

name!

Illustrious Chief, of never-dying fame!



NOTES

ON THE WAR ODE TO GAUL.-

Note L.
High-minded Gaul, whose daring soul
Stoops not te our Chief’s controul,—ver. 1. p. 199.

Fing Mac.Cumhal, then general of the Irish militia.

Note II.
Champion of the navy’s pride!
Mighty ruler of the tide!
Rider of the stormy wave,
Hostile nations to enslove!—ver, 3, &c. p. 199.

¢ Besides their standing armies, we find the Irish kept up a
¢ considerable naval force, whereby, from time to time, they
¢ poured troops into Britain and Gaul, which countries they
¢ Jong kept under contribution. To this, however, many ob-
% jections have been made; as if a peopte, who invaded Ireland
¢ jn thirty large ships, could ever be condemned to make use of
¢ noevogs, and currachs!—Their migrations from Egypt to
* Greece, and from thence to Spain, have also been doubted,
¢ from the supposed difficulty of procuring shipping: whilst at
¢ the same period of time no objeciions have been made to the
¢ accounts of the Pheenicians, the Tyrians, and, after them, the
¢ (Greeks, having very counsiderable fleets, and making very
“ distant settlements.” (’Harr. Infrod. to the Hist. and
Antiq. of Ireland, p. 125.

The same learned author proceeds to bring forwanl such

2%
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proofs of the ndval power of our early ancestors, as must do
away every doubt, in minds of any reason or candour; buta
quotation of them at large would exceed the limits of a note;
my readers are therefore referred to the valuable work from
which the above is taken, [In many parts of Colonel VALLAN.
CEY’S inestimable Collectanea, they may also find proofs of the
knowledge of the early Irish in naval affairs :—indeed, the asto.
nishing number of names (no less than between forty and fifty)
for a ship, in the Irish language, appears to have given ground
for concluding, that there must have been some degree of pro.
porticnable variety in their structure.

Note III.
Hear, O Finn! thy people’s voice!
Trembling on our hills we plead.—ver. 17. p. 200.

This alludes to a custom which prevailed, amongst the early
Irish, of holding all their public meetings, and frequently their
feasts, on the tops of lofty eminences.  In the few prefatory
lines, apnexed to this ode, I have hazarded a conjecture, that it
was one of the extemporaneous compositions, so celebrated in
the romance of DfiIFEan Beal Na hUlhume; yet
this passage seems an cbjection, unless we suppose, that an
entertainment, or a peaceable meeting, ended in a battle, (which
indeed might have been the case) for the mention of *¢ hills”
here, implies peace, and the guotation from the romance ex-
pressly tells us, that the ode was sung af the combat.

Note IV,
Divide the spoil, and give the hero’s meed !-—ver. 20. p. 200.

Possibly it might have been about the division of the booty,
gained in some British, or perhaps continental expedition, that
the tribes of Morni and Boisgne were at variance: at least it
appears by this passage, that a part of their discontents arose
from seme such occasion.
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Note V,
Finn of the flowing locks.—ver. 19, p, 201,

The wnatural and beautiful ornament of hair was much che.
rished and esteemed amongst the ancient Irish. 1 know not
whence the idea of their marted locks (so often mentioned hy
English chroniclers) had its rise:—certain it is, that we meet
with no such expression, in any of our Irish annaly, legends, or
poems:—on the contrary, the epithets ¢ flowing—curling—
waving locks,” perpetually occur, and are apparently esteemed
as egsential to the beanty of the warrior, as to that of the fair,

Note VI.

Not to mean insidious art,
Does the great name of Gaul its terrors owe.—ver. 7. p, 202,

“ What added lustre to the native valour, was, the extreme
¢ openness, candour, and simplicity of this people (the Irish);
¢ not even to gratify that insatiable thirst for power, the source
* of such devastations, do we often read of indirect or disho-
“ norable means used. Heralds were sent to denounnce fair,
¢ open war, and the place, time and action were previously
** settled. If any unforeseen accident disappoiuted either party,
¢ as to the number of troops, &c. notice was sent to his oppo-
‘¢ nent, and a further day was appointed, and generally granted.”
O Haxv. Int, to the Hist, and Antig. of Ireland, p. 293,

Indeed, for a spirit of honor, and a natural rectitude of mind,
the Irish were remarked, even by the writers of a nation, once
their bitter enemies. Their love of justice, and attachment to
the laws, was thus acknowledged by Baron Fincras, in the
days of Henry the Eighth. ¢ The laws and statutes made by
¢ the Irish, on their hills, they keep firm and stable, without
¢ breaking them for any favour or reward.”” Baron Fingras's
Breviate of Ireland. Sir Joux Davies too, (Attorney General
in the reign of James the First) acknowledges, that ¢ there is
‘- no nation under the sun that love equal and indifferent justice
‘¢ hetter than the Irish; or will rest better satisfied with the
*t execution thereof, although it be against themselves,” Daviess



212 NOTES ON THE

Hist. of Ireland. Also Cooxkr, treating of our laws, says,
¢ For I have been informed by many of them that have had
4 judicial places there, and partly of mine own knowledge, that
¢ there is no mation of the Christian world, that are greater
¢ lovers of justice than they are; which virtue must of neces.
¢ sity be accompanied by many others.” Cooxe’s Institutes,
chap. 76.

Note VII.,
Stature sublime, and awful mign!—ver. 11. p. 220.

Amongst cur early ancestors, not only personal strength, and
courage, but also beauty,—a graceful figure, an elegant address,
and majestic stature, were requisite in the candidates for knight-
hood. See O’Harrvoran, Kesrive.

Note VIII. )
Patron of the schools encrease !—ver. 7. p, 203,

To be esteemed the patrons of seience, was (next to military
renown) the chief object of ambition, with the princes, and
chicftains, of the ancient Irish.

Note IX.
White as the hue the chalky cliffs display’d!—ver. 18. p. 203.

¢ The breast like the chalky cliff.””’—% The hero with the

¢ breast of snow.”’— The side, white as the foam of the fall.
‘¢ ing stream,””—frequently occur in our Irish poets” descrip-
tions of their youthful warriors. The ideas which these pas.
sages convey, are rather inconsistent with the disgusting ones
that must be conceived of the early Irish, by those who give
credit to the accounts of writers who tell us, they wore shirts
dyed in saffron, for the convenience of hiding the dirt, and
further add, that they never pulled them off until fairly worn
out.—In this case, whatever nature might have done in the
blanching of their skins—habit must have counteracted all her
. good intentions, Whence then did the bard derive his idea =~
%o false a compliment, one would think, must rather have drawn
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yesentment upon him than thanks, by reminding bis slovenly
heroes what filthy creatures they were. But indeed the asser-
_tion seems too absurd for argument, and is most worthily an.
swered by n smile. The fact is, that the ancient Irish were so
remarkably cleanly, as never to rest from fatigue, or sit down
to meat, after exercise, until they had first refreshed and cleansed
themselves by ablutions. See Keating, WarNER, &¢.

Note X.
Ficree as ocean’s angri wave,
When conflicting tempests rave.—ver. 10. p. 204.

Here we find a repetition of the same image that occurs a few
stanzas before: the language is indeed a little varied, yet still
the image is the same. 1 have already apologized for this fre.
quent repetition, and entreat my readers to recollect what has
been said npon the subject. But an extemporaneous composi-
tion, like this, ought to be exempt from that severity of criti-
cism which may with justice be exercised on the productiens of
study, and the labours of time.

Note XI.
Pride of Finian fame, and arms !
Mildness of majestic charmsl—ver, 17, p, 205,

% The knowledge of arms was but a paré of the education of
“ the Celtic warrior, In Ireland, they were well informed in
¢ history, poetry, and the polite arts; they were sworn to be
£ the protectors of the fair, and the avengers of their wrongs;
& and to be polite in words and address, even lo their greafest
“ enemies.” O’Harnorax.

Note XIIL
Love of the fuir, and favourite of the muse.~ver., 9. p, 206.

Irish history iuforms us, that those of their Monarchs or
Chiefs, who, besides the accustomed patronage of science and
song, were themselves possessed of the gifts of the muse, ob-
tained, on that account, from their Fileas, and from their conn-
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trymen in general, a distinguished portion of honor, respect
and celebrity.

Note XIII.

To thee my soul I bend,
O guileless friend!—yer, 11. p. 207.

A character a1 pheall, (without guile or deceit,) was
esteemed the highest that could be given, amongst the ancient
Trish: and the favourite panegyric of a Bard, to his favourite
hero, would be, that he had a heart incapable of guile.
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Doe to a Ship.



ADVERTISEMENT.

Tf{E following descriptive Ode was written by =
gentleman of the name of Fitz-Gerald, in the reign of
Elizabeth, as appears from passages in some other pieces,
composed by the same author. The subject of it, we
see, is a voyage to Spain; but the idea of thus celebra-
ting the subject, was probably suggested by the third
Ode of Horace: for though the Irish poet can by ne
means be said to have copied the Roman one, yet he
secos to have, in some measure, adopted his design.

I should be accused of treason to the majesty of
Horace, did I say that he is surpassed by our Irisk bard
upon this subject:—1 shall not, therefore, risk the cen-
sute: but, my readers are at liherty to do it, if they
plcase, '

For the original of the following Ode, I am indebted
to Mr. O’ Flanagan, of ’Trinit_y College. 'There is also
another copy of it in Mvr. O Halloran's collection,



ODE,
BY FITZGERALD,

WRITTEN ON HIS SETTING OUT ON A VOYAGE TO SPAIN.

BLESS my good ship, protecting pow’r of grace!

And o’er the winds, the waves, the destin’d coast,

Breathe benign spirit!—Let thy radiant host
Spread their angelic shields!

Before us, the bright bulwark let them place,

And fly beside us, through their azure fields!

O calm the voice of winter’s storm!
Rule the wrath of angry seas!

The fury of the rending blast appease,
Nor let its rage fair ocean’s face deform!
O check the biting wind of spring,

And, from before our course,
Arrest the fury of its wing,

And terrors of its force!
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So may we safely pass the dang’rous cape;,

And from the perils of the deep escape !

I grieve to leave the splendid seats
Of Teamor’s ancient :ame!
Mansion of heroes, now fareweil !
Adieu. ye sweet retreats,
Where the fam’d hunters of your ancient vale,
‘Who swell’d the high heroic tale,
Were wont of old to dwell!
~ And you, bright tribes of sunny streams, adieu !
While my sad feet their mournful path pursue,
Ah, well their lingering steps my grieving soul

proclaim !

Receive me now, my ship!—hoist row thy sails,
To catch the favouring gales.
O Heaven! before thine awful throne I bend!
O let thy power thy servants now protect! |
Increase of knowledge and of wisdom lend,
Our course, through ev’ry peril to direct;
To steer us safe through ocean’s rage,
Where angry storms their dreadful strife main-

tain;
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O may thy pow’r their wrath assuage!

May smiling suns, and gentle breezes reign !

Stout is my well-built ship, the storm to brave,
Majestic in its might,
Her bulk, tremendous on the wave,
Erects its stately height!
From her strong bottom, tall in air
Her branching masts aspiring rise;
Aloft their cords, and curling heads they bear,
And give their sheeted ensigns to the skies;
While her proud bulk frowns awful on the main,

And seems the fortress of the liquid plain!

Dreadful in the shock of ﬁght;

She goes—she cleaves the storm!
Where ruin wears its most tremendous form

She sails, exulting- in her might:
On the fierce necks of foaming billows rides,
And through the roar

Of angry ocean, to the destin’d shore

Her course triumphant guides;
As though beneath her frown the winds were dead, -

And each blue vallev was their silent bed !
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Through all the perils of the main
She knows her dauntless progress to maintain!
Through quicksands, flats, and breaking
waves,
Her dang’rous path she dares explore;
Wrecks, storms, and calms, alike she braves,
And gains, with scarce a breeze, the wish’d-for
L shore !
Or in the hour of war,
Fierce on she bounds, in conscious might,
To meet the promis’d fight !
‘While, distant far,
The fleets of wondering nations gaze,
And view her course with emulous amaze,
Aslike some champion’d son of fame,
She rushes to the shock of arms,
And joys to mingle in the loud alarms,
Impell’d by rage, and fir'd with glory’s

flame.

Sailing with pomp upon the watery plain,
Like some huge monster of the main,
My ship her speckl’d bosom laves,

And high in air her curling ensign waves;
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Her stately sides, with polish’d beauty gay,
And gunnel, bright with gold’s effulgent ray.

As the fierce griffin’s dreadful flight
Her monstrous bulk appears,
‘While o’er the seas her towering height,

And her wide wings, tremendous shade! the rears.
Or, as a champion, thirsting after fame,—
The strife of swords,—the deathless name,—
So does she seem, and such her rapid course!

Such is the rending of her force;
Whenhersharpkeel,where dreadful splendoursplay,
Cuts through the foaming main its liquid way.
Like the red bolt of Heaven, she shoots along,
Dire as its flight, and as its fury strong !

God of the winds! O hear my pray’r!
Safe passage now bestow !

Soft, o’er the slumbering deep, may fair
And prosperous breezes flow !

O'er the rough rock, and swelling wave,
Do thou our progress guide!

Do thou from angry ocean save,

And o’er its rage preside.
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Speed my good ship, along the rolling sea,
O Heaven! and smiling skies, and favouring gales®
decree!
Speed the high-masted ship of dauntless force,
Swift in her glittering flight, and sounding course!
Stately moving on the main,
Forest of the azure plain!
Faithful to confided trust,
To her promis’d glory just;
Swift from afar,
In peril’s fearful hour,
Mighty in force, and bounteous in her power,
She comes, kind aid she lends,
She frees her supplicating friends,

And fear before her flies, and dangers cease!

Hear, blest Heaven! my ardent pray’r!
My ship—my crew—O take us to thy care!
O may no peril bar our way!
Fair blow the gales of each propitious day !
Soft swell the floods, and gently roll the tides,
While from Dunboy, along the smiling main
We sail, until the destined coast we gain,

And safein port our gallant vessel rides!



Clegies,



Liegy

TO THE DAUGHTER OF OWEN.



ADVERTISEMENT,

OF the Irish ¥Qanbna, or Funeral Elegy, 1 have
vbeen able to procure but few good originals; however,
there are, doubtless, many of them still extant; as also,
many other beautiful compositions of our ancient country-
men, which I have never seen,

The Irish language, perhaps beyond all others, is pe-
culiarly suiled to every subject of Elegy; and, accord-
ingly, we find it excel in plaintive and sentimental poetry.
The Lote Elegies of the Irish are exquisitely pathetic,
and breathe an artless tenderness, that is infinitely more
affecting than all the laboured pomp of declamatory woe.
~ The public are here presented with a few specimens of
both kinds. To the following, on the Daughter of Owen,
the foremost place is assigned, because {thougir without
a date) it bears the appearance of belonging to an earlier
period than any other of the Elegies contained in this
volume, The original of it is in the hands of Mr. O’ Flo-
wagan, who has in vain endeavoured to procure some
anecdotes of the author, and of the fair subject: that it
was written by a poet of the name of O’Geran, is all that
can be collected from enquiry.

In the Irish, it is one of the most beautiful compositions
I have ever seen: it is, of all my originals, the one T most
wished to give in ifs expressions, as well as its thoughts,
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to the English reader; but in this, notwithstanding all
my efforts, I am conscious that T have failed.

Either I am very unhappy in my choice of words, or
it is next to impossible to convey the spirit of this poem
into a liberal translation; I tried, to the utmost of my
power, but, to my extreme regret, I found myself unequal
to the task, though I chose an irregular measure, that T
might be more at liberty to adhere closely to the expres-
sions of my original, which are comprehensive, and strik-
ing, beyond the power of any one to conceive, who is
unacquainfed with the genius of the Irish language. Tu
some passages, a single word conveys the meaning and
force of a‘;entence; it was, therefore, impossible to trans-
Iate it without periphrasis, and, of course, many of ifs
native graces are lost: I shall be most happy to see some
abler pen resiore them, as I really lament sincerely my
inability to do all the justice I wished, to that tender sim-
plicity, and those beautiful expressions, which I read
with so much delight.

Determined, however, to give the Poem, in the best
manner I could, to the public, I have conveyed its
thoughts into the following version; and, for those pas-
sages wherein the language is thought to be too diffuse,
I rely on the candour of my readers to accept of this
apology.

In the original there are some repetitions, and also a
few entire lines, which are not given in ithe English ver-
sion. I apprehended it might, otherwise, be too long,
and have therefore omitted what I thought could best be
spared,
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ELEGY

THE DAUGHTER OF OWEN.

DAUGHTER of Owen! behold my grief!
Look soft pity’s dear relief! 7
Oh! let the beams of those life-giving eyes
Bid my fainting heart arise,
And, from the now opening grave,
Thy faithful lover save!

Snatch from death his dire decree!
‘What is impossible to thee?

Star of my life’s soul-cheering light!
Beam of mildness, soft as bright!

Do not, like others of thy sex,
Delight the wounded heart to vex!



232 ELRGIRS.

But hear, O hear thy lover’s sighs,
And with true pity, hither turn thine eyes !
Still, tho” wasted with despair,
And pale with pining care,
Still, O soft maid! this form may meet thy sight,
No object yet of horror, or affright.

Long unregarded have I sigh’d,
Love’s soft return deny’d!
No mutual heart, no faithful fair,
No sympathy to soothe my care!
O thou, to every bosom dear!
Universal charmer !—hear !
No more sweet pity’s gentle power withstand {
Reach the dear softness of thy hand!
O let it be the beauteous pledge of peace,

To bless my love, and bid my sorrows cease !

Haste, haste !—no more the kind relief delay!
Come, speak, and look, and smile my woes away!
O haste, e’er pity be too late !
Haste, and intercept my fate!
Or soon behold life, love, and sorrow end,

And see mie o an early tomb descend !—
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Tor, ah, what med’cine can my cure impart,

Or what physician heal a broken heart?

*Tis thine alonc the sovereign balm to give,
Bind the soul’s wound, and bid the dying live!
*Tis thine, of right, my anguish to assuage,

If Jove can move, or gratitude engage!

For thee'alone, all others 1 forsake!

For thee alone, my cares, my wishes wake,

O locks of Beauty’s bright redundant flow,

Where waving softuess, curling fragrance grow!

Thine is the sway of soul-subduing charms,
That every breast of all defence disarms!

With thee my will, enamour’d, hugs its chain,
And Love’s dear ardours own thy potent reign!
Take then the heart my constant passien gave,
Cherish its faith, and from its anguish save !
Take the poor trembler to thy gentle breast,
And hush its fears, and soothe its cares to

rest!

For all I have, in timid silence borne,

For all the pangs that have this bosom torn,
2 u
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Speak now the word, and heal my pain,
Nor be my sufferings vain!
For now, on life itself their anguish preys,

And heavy on my heart the burden weighs!

O first, and fairest of thy sex!
Thou whose bright form the sun of beauty decks! .
Once more let Love that gentle bosom sway,

O give the dear enchantment way!
Raise,—fondly raise those snowy arms,
Thou branch of blocming charms!
Again for me thy fragrance breathe,

And thy fair tendrils round me wreath!

Again be soft affection’s pow’r display’d,

While sweetly wand’ring in the secret shade:

Reach forth thy lip,—the honey’d kiss bestow !

Reach forth thy ' lip, where balmy odours
grow ! )

Thy lip, whose sounds such rapture can impart,

Whose words of sweetness sink into the heart!?

Again, at gentle Love’s command,

Reach forth thy snowy hand!
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Soft into mine its whitenéss steal,

And its dear pressure let me feel!
Unveil the bashrul radiance of thine eyes,
(Bright trembling gems ! ) and let me see them rise.
Lift the fair lids where their soft glories roll,

And send their secret glances to my soul !

O what delight, thus hand in hand to rove!
To breathe fond vows of mutual love!
To see thee sweet affection’s balm impart,
And smile to health my almost broken heart!
Ah! let me give the dear idea scope!
Ah! check not yet the fondly-trembling hope !—
Spent is the rock by which my life was fed,
And spun by anguish to a sightless thread !
A little more,—and all in death will end,
And fruitless pity o’er my grave will bend !

When I am dead, shun thou my cruel fate,
Lest equal harms on equal perils wait.

Hear my last words, their fond request declare,
For even in death, thy safety is my care!

No more, O maid! thy polish’d glass invite,

To give that fatal beauty to thy sight! \
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Enough one life its dangers to enthral!

Enough that I its hapless victim fall I—

O thou, more bright, more cheering to our eyes,

Than the young beams that warm the dawning
skies!

Hast thou not heard the weeping muse relate

The mournful tale of young Narcissus’ fate ¢—

How, as the Bards of ancient days have sung,

While fondiy o’er the glassy stream he hung,

Enamour’d he his lovely form survey’d,

And dy’d, at length, the victim of a shade.

- Sweet! do not thou a like misfortune prove!
O be not such thy fate, nor such thy love !
Let peril rather warn, and wisdom guide,
And from thyself thy own attractions hide !
No more on that bewitching beauty gaze,

Nor trust thy sight to meet its dazzling blaze!

Hide, hide that breast so snowy fair!
Hide the bright tresses of thy hair !
And oh! those eyes of radiant ruin hide!

What heart their killing lustre can abide?
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Qlow where their soft and tender glances roll,
They steal its peace from the unwary soul !
Hide the twin berries of thy lip’s perfume,
Their breathing fragrance, and their deepening
bloom,
And those fair cheeks, that glow like radiant
morn,
‘When sol’s bright rays his blushing east adorn!
No more to thy incauntious sight display’d,
Be that dear form, in tender grace array’d!
The rosy finger’s tap’ring charms;
The slender hand, the snowy arms;
The little foot, so soft and fair;
The timid step, the modest air;
No more their graces let thine eye pursue,

But hide, O hide the peril from thy view!

'This done,~—in safety may’st thou rest,
And peace possess thy breast.
For who can with thy charms compare,
And who but thee is worth a care ?—
O! from thyself thine eyes; thy heart protect,
And none beside, thy quiet can affect,
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For thee, while all the youths of Erin sigh,

And, struck beneath thine eye-beam, die;

Still peace within thy bosom reigns,

Unfelt by thee their pains!
O graceful meekness! ever new delight!
Sweet bashful charm of captivated sight!
Why, while my heart, (fond subject!) bless’d thy
sway,

Why did’st thou steal its vital -soul away 2
Ah! with the theft the life of life is fled,

And leaves me almost number’d with the dead!

‘While thus, in vain, my anguish I bewail,
Thy peace no fears assail;

None in my hapless cause will move;
Each partial heart is fetter’d to thy love!
Thou whose fair hand bids the soft harp com-

plaill;

Flies o’er the string, and wakes the tender strain,
'Wilt thou not some—some kind return impart,

For my lost quiet, and my plunder’d heart?

O thou dear angel-smiling face!

Fair form of fascinating grace!
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Bright as the gentle moon’s soft splendours rise,
To light her steps of beauty through the skies!
O turn !—on me those tender glances roll,
And dart their cheering lustre on my soul{
Be dear compassion in their beams exprest,

And heal with love the sorrows of my breast!
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ADVERTISEMENT.

THE original of the following pathetic little elegy,
was taken: down from the dictation of a young woman, in
the county of Mayo, by Mr. O’ Flanagan, who was struck
with the tender and beautiful simplicity which it breathes.

"No account can be oblained, either of the writer, or of
the period in whiclt it was written.

This elegy was translated long since, without any view
to publication; and the language is, therefore, rather
more diffuse, than that of my other translations,
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WHEN oaths confirm a lover’s vow,
He thinks I believe him true :—
Nor oaths, nor lovers heed I now,

For memory dwells on you!

The tender talk, the face like snow
On the dark mountain’s héight;
Or the sweet blossom of the sloe,

Fair blooming to the sight!

But false as fair, alas, you prove,
Nor aught but fortune prize;

The youth who gain’d my heart’s first love,
¥rom truth—to wealth he flies!
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Ah that he could but still deceive,
And 1 still think him true!
8till fondly, as at first, believe,

And each dear scene renew !

Again, in the sequester’d vale,
Hear love’s sweet accents flow,

And quite forget the tender tale,
That fill’d my heart with woe!

See this dear trifte,—( kept to prove
How I the giver prize;)
Afore precious to my faithful love,

Than all thy sex’s sighs!

What tears for thee in secret flow,
Sweet victor of the green !—
For maiden pride would veil my woe,

And seek to weep unseen.

Retumn ye days to love consign’d,
Fond confidence, and joy!
The crowded fair, where tokens kind

The lover’s cares employ !
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Retfurn once more, mine eyes fo bless,
Thou flower of Erin’s youth !
Return sweet proofs of tenderness,

And vows of endless tyuth

And Hymen at Love’s altar stand,
To sanctify the shrine,
Join the fond heart, and plighted hand,

And make thee firmly mine,

Ere envious ocean snateh thee hence,

And-—Oh !—to distance bear

My love !—my comfort!—my defence {—

And leave me—to despair!

'Yes,—yes, my only love thon art!
Whoe’er it may displease,
1 will avow my captive heart,

And speak its master’s praise!

Ah, wert thou here, fo grace my side
With dear, protecting love!
Envy might rage, and spight deride,

And friends in vain reprove!

€3
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May pangs unnumber’d pierce the breast
That cruel envy arms,
‘That joys in constancy distress’d,

And sports with its alarms!

Bright star of love-attracting light!
For thee these terrors sway :

Grief steeps in tears the sleepless night,
And clouds the joyless day!

Ah God! ah how, when thou art gone,
Shall comfort reach my heart!

Thy dwelling, and thy fate unknown,
Or where thy steps depart!

My father grieving at my choice!
My mother drown’d in woe!
While friends upbraid, and foes rejoic¢

To see my sorrows flow!

And thou, with all thy manly charms,
From this sad bosom torn!
Thy soothing voice,—thy sheltering arms;

Far—far to distance borne!
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Alas!—my dim and sleepless eyes
The clouds of death obscure!
And nature, in exhausted sighs,

No longer can endure!

I can no more !—sad world farewell !
And thou, dear youth! adien!

Dear, tho’ forsworn!—yet, cruel! tell
Why falshood dwells with you?

249
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ADVERTISEMENT.

"THE following Elegy was written, nearly a century
ago, by a very celebrated personage, of the name of
Edmond Ryan, concerning whom many stories are still
circulated, but no connected account has been obtained,
further than that he commanded a company of those
unhappy free-booters, called Rapparees, who, after the
defeat of the Boyne, were obliged to abandon their dwell«
ings and possessions, ¢ hoping (says Mr. O’ Halloran)
¢ for safely within the precincts of the Jrish quarters;
¢ but they were too numerous to be employed in the
“ army, and their miseries often obliged them to prey
¢ alike upon friend and foe: at length some of the most

‘¢ daring of them formed themselves into independent
¢ companies, whose subsistence chiefly arose from depre-
¢ dations committed on the enemy.

¢ It was not choice, but necessiiy, that drove them to
¢ this extreme; I have heard ancient people, who were
“ witnesses to the calamities of those days, affirm, that
¢ they remembered vast numbers of these poor Ulster
¢ Yrish, men, women and children, to have no other beds
¢ but the ridges of potatoe-gardens, and litile other co-
“ vering than the canopy of heaven; they dispersed
% themselves over the counties of Limerick, Clare and
¢ Kerry,; and the hardness of the times at length shut
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“yp all bowels of humanity, so that most of them pe-
¢ rished hy the sword, cold, or famine!”#*

From passages in this Elegy, we may infer, that, to the
misfortunes of its author alf)-ne, the desertion of his mis-
tress was owing; but I have not been able to discover the
name of this fair inconstant.

After the translation was made frem the copy firsi oh-
tained of this pathetic little poem, a friend transmitted to
me the following stanzas, as a part of the original Elegy,
They appeared well entitled to preservation, and are here
given to the public, who may admit or reject them at
pleasure,

Haé pathra vejnge an y5éal,
Ut heatra a0l anh IHEM
2111 Magorn asuy méa Toluy mdize
Ir suf reand gac én Labpay ley rein
Wip Cuppasd no aip Taeb mointe
Do fimead o éead, patead mo nead
UTUY orajzead mé gan en nead
V'ha TA 111 4 Tealt antuadt anoers antedsp
U pan-peapic mo beannacc gein leat.
Translation,
Ah! what woes are mine to bear,
Life’s fair morn with clouds o’ercasting!

Doom’d the victim of despair!
Youth’s gay bloom, pale sorrow blasting !

* O'Havronaw's Int. to the Hist, and Ant. of Ireland, p, 382.
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Sad the bird that sings alone,
Flies to wilds, unseen to languish,
Pours, unheard, the ceaseless moan,
And wastes, on desert air, its anguish !

Miune, O hapless bird! thy fate!—

The plunder’d nest,—the lonely sorrow {—
The lost—lov’d-—harmonious mate!—

The wailing night,—the chearless morrow!

QO thou dear hoard of treasur’d love!

Though these fond arms should ne’er possess thee,
Still—still my heart its faith shall prove,

And its last sighs shall breathe to bless thee!

I am told there are scveral beautiful elegiac Songs still
extant, composed by Edmond Ryan, or Edmond of the
Hill, (as he is called, from his voving life,) but the fol-
lowing is the only onc of them that I have ever met with.
The air to which it is sung ¢ dies in every note,” and the
Poem, though usually stiled a Song, I have here classed
under the title of Elegy, because it scemed more properly
to belong to that species of composition.
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BRIGHT her locks of beauty grew,
Curling fair, and sweetly flowing;
And her eyes of smiling blue,
Oh how soft! how heav’nly glowing!

Ah! poor plunder’d heart of pain!
When wilt thou have end of mourning ¥—
This long, long year, I look in vain

To see my only hope returning.

Oh! would thy promise faithful prove,
And to my fond, fond bosom give thee;
Lightly then my steps would move,

Joyful should my armg’receive thee!
2L
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Then, once more, at early morn,
Hand in hand we should be straying,
Where the dew~drop decks the thorn,
With its pearls the woods arraying.

Cold and scornful as thou art,
Love’s fond vows and faith belying,
Shame for thee now rends my heart,

My pale cheek with blushes dying !

Why art thou false to me and love?
( While health and joy with thee are vanish’d )
Is it because forlorn I rove,

Without a crime, unjustly banish’d ?

Safe thy chirms with me should rest,
Hither did thy pity send thee,
Pure the love that fills my breast,

From itself it would defend thee.

*Tis thy Edmond calls thee love,
Come, O come and heal his anguish!
Driv’n from his home, behold him rove,

Condemn’d in exile her? to languish!
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O thou dear cause of all my pains!
With thy charms each heart subduing,
Come,—on Munster’s fovely plains,

Hear again fond passion suing.

Mousic, mirth and sports, are here,
Chearful friends the hours beguiling;
Oh wouldst thou, my love! appear,

To joy my bosom reconciling !

Sweet would seem the holly’s shade,
Bright the clust’ring berries glowing !
And, in scented bloom array’d,

Apple-blossoms round us blowing.

Cresses waving in the stream,
Flowers its gentle banks perfuming ;
Sweet the verdant paths would seem,

All in rieh luxuriance blooming.

O bright in every grace of youth!
Gentle charmer!—lovely wonder!
Break not fond vows and tender truth!

O rend naot ties so dear asunder!



260 ELEGIES.

For thee all dangers would I brave,
Life with joy, with pride exposing;
Breast for thee the stormy wave,

Winds and tides in vain opposing.

O might I call thee now my own!
No added rapture joy could borrow:
*Twould be, like heav’n, when life is flown,

To chear the soul and heal its sorrow.

See thy falsehood, cruel maid !
See my cheek no longer glowing !
Strength departed, health decay’d;

Life in tears of sorrow flowing!

Why do I thus my anguish tell ?—
‘Why pride in woe, and boast of ruin ¢—
O lost treasure !—fare thee well|—

Lov’d to madness——to undoing.

Yet, O hear me fondly swear!
Though thy heart to me is frozen,
Thou alone, of thousands fair,

Thou alone should’st be my chosen,
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Every scene with thee would please!
Every care and fear would fly me!
Wintery storms, and raging seas,

Would lose their gloom, if thou wert nigh me!

Speak in time, while yet I live!
Leave not faithful love to languish!
O soft breath to pity give,
Ere my heart quite break with anguish.

Pale, distracted, wild I rove,
No soothing voice my woes allaying;
Sad and devious, through each grove,

My lone steps are weary straying.

O sickness, past all med’cine’s art!
O sorrow, every grief exceeding!

O wound that, in my breaking heart,
Cureless, deep, to death art bleeding!

Such, O Love! thy cruel power,
Fond excess and fatal ruin!

Such—O Beauty’s fairest flower!
Such thy charms, and my undoing!
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How the swan adorns that neck,
There her down and whiteness growing;
How its snow those tresses deck,

Bright in fair luxuriance flowing.

Mine, of right, are all those charms!
Cease with coldness then to grieve me!
Take—O take me to thy arms,

Or those of death will soon receive me.



IV.

dicgy

ON THE DEATH OF JOHN BURKE CAR-
RENTRYLE, ESQ.



ADVERTISEMENT.

THE following funeral Elegy was composed by Cormac
Common, * whb (says Mr. Walker) was born in May,
& 1703, at Woodstock, near Ballindangan, in the county
s« of Mayo. His parents were poor, and honest; re-

"« maPkable for nothing but the innocence, and simplicity
& of their lives. '

« Before he had completed the first year of his life, the
¢ small.pox deprived him of his sight. This circums-
¢ stance, together with the ihdigence of his parents, pre-
¢ vented him from receiving any of the advantages of
« education; but, though he could not read himself, he
<« could converse with those who had read; therefore; if
+ he wants learning, he is not without knowledge.

¢« Shewing an early fondness for music, a neighbouring
¢ gentleman determined to have him taught to play on
¢ the harp: a professor of that instrument was accordingly
¢¢ provided, and Cormac received a few lessons which he
“ practised cor amore; but his patron dying suddenly,
¢ the harp dropped from his hand, and was never afier
% faken up.—1It is probable he could not afford to
 string it. a ‘

¢ But poetry was the muse of whom he was most
 enamoured. This made him listen eagerly to the Irish

2M
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¢ songs, and metrical tales, which he heard sung and
¢ recited around the ¢ crackling faggots’ of his father,
“ and his neighbours. These, by frequent recitation, be«
¢ came strongly impressed upon his memory. His mind
¢ being thus stored, and having no other avocation, he
« commenced a Man of Talk, or a Tale Teller. ¢ He left
¢ no calling, for the idle trade,’ as our English Montaigne
‘¢ observes of Pope.

¢ He was now employed in relating legendary tales,

“ and reciting genealogies, at rural wakes, or in the hos-

<

e

pitable halls of country squires, Endowed with a sweet

“ yoice, and a good ear, his narrations were generally
[4

~

graced with the charms of melody; (I say were gene-
€

-~

rally graced, because at his age, < nature sinks in years,’
€

~

and we speak of the man, with respect to his powers, as
[4

-

if actually a tenant of the grave.) He did not, like the
Tale Teller mentioned by Sir William Temple, chaunt

1

-

“ his tales in an uninterrupted even-tone; the monotony

7

-~

of his modulation was frequently broken by cadences,
¢

-~

introduced with taste, at the close of each stanza. In

¢ rehearsing any of Oisin’s poems (says Mr. Ousley) he
[4

-~

chaunts them pretty much in the manner of Cathedral
¢« Service.

¢ But it was in singing some of cur native airs {hat
¢¢ Cormae displayed the powers of his voice; on this oecca-

¢ sion his auditors were always enraptured. I have been
¢

-~

assured that no singer ever did Carolan’s airs, or Oisin’s
<

-

celebrated Hunting Song, more justice than Cormac,
¢ Cormac’s mausical powers were not confined to his

¢ yoice; he composed a few airs, one of which is extremely
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« gweet, It is fo be feared that those musical effusions
¢« will die with their author.

¢ But it was in poelry Cormac delighted to exercise
¢ his genius; he has composed several songs and clegies
« that have met with applause. As his muse was generally
« awakened by the call of gratitude, his paoetical produc-
¢ tjons arc mostly panegyrical, or elegiac;* they extol
« {he living, or lament the dead. Sometimes he indulged
« in satire, but not often, though richly endued with that
« dangerous gift.

« Cormac was {wice married, but is now a widower.
« By both his wives he had several children; he now re-
¢ gides at Sorrell-town, near Dunmore, in the county of
« Galway, with one of hLis daughters, who is happily
¢« married. Though his utierance is materially injured
¢ by dental losses, and though his voice is impaired by
¢« age, yet he continues to practise his profession: so sel-
¢ dom arc we sensible of our imperfect-ious. It is probable
« that where he was once admired, he is now only endured.
¢t One of his grandsons leads him about {o the houses of
¢ the neighbouring gentry, who give him money, diet,
¢ and sometimes clothes. His apparel is commonly de-
¢ cent, and comfortable, but he is not rich, nor does he
¢ secm solicitous about wealth: his person is large and

“ muscular, and his moral character is unstained.”

* I have never been so forfunate as to meet with any of
Cormac’s compositions, except the following elegy.



ELEGY

ON THE DEATH OF

JOHN BURKE CARRENTRYLE, ESQ.

YES, Erin, for her Burke, a wreath shall twine,
And Britain own the honors of his name!
O hence with tasteless joy!—with mirth and wine!

All thoughts, but those of woe, I now disclaim!

Ye sons of science!-—see your friend depart!
Ye sons of song!—your patron is no more!
Ye widow’d virtues! (cherish’d in his heart,

And wedded to his soul) your loss deplore!

Grief sheds its gloom on every noble breast,
And streaming tears his worth,—his death pro-

claim,
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Gen’rous and brave, with every virtue blest!

Flow’r of the tribes of honorable fame!

Alas! to the cold grave he now is borne!
No more to wake the huntsman to the chage;
No more, with early sports, to rouse the morn,

Or lead the sprightly courser to the race.

The learn’d, and eloquent in honor’s cause!
Of soul enlighten’d, and of fame unstain’d!
The friend of justice,—to expound our laws,
Or yield the palm, by song or science
gain’d!

O death!—since thou hast laid our glory low;
Since our loy’d Burke, alas! is now no more;
What bliss can now each rising morn bestow;

The race, the chase, and every joy is o'er!

O grave!—thy debt, thy cruel debt is paid!
No more on earth shall his fair virtues bloom!
Death! thou hast hewn the branch of grateful
shade,

And laid its fragrant honors in the tomb!
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Sublime his soul!—yet gentle was his heart;
His rural sports, his gay convivial hour
Avow'd each elegant, each social art;
Each manly grace, and each attractive

power.

Friend of the friendless, patron of distress;
Ah, none, like him, the poor man’s cause would
plead!
With sweet persuasion to ensure success,

Or soothe his sorrows, or supply his need!

O tomb that shroudest his belov’d remains!
O death, that did’st our dearest hope destroy!
Thy dreary confine all our bliss contains,

And thy cold gates are clos’d upon our joy!

Who, now, will to the race the courser train?
Who gain, for Connaught, the disputed prize?
From rival provinces the palm obtain?—

Alas! with him our fame, our triumph dies!

Our light is quench’d, our glory pass'd away,

Our Burke snatch’d from us, never to return,
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Whose name bright honor’s fairest gifts array,

And science hangs her wreath upon his urn.

Eternal pleasures fill’d his social hall,

And sweetest music charm’d, with magic sound ;
Secience and song obey’d his friendly call,

And varied joys still danc’d their endless

round!

But now, alas! nor sport, nor muse is there!
No echoes now the sprightly notes await;
But wailing sounds of sorrow and despair,

That mourn the stroke of unrelenting fate!

He is for ever gone!—weep, wretched eyes!
Flow! flow my tears!-—my heart with anguish
bleed!
In the cold grave the stately hunter lies,
Chief in the manage of the bounding steed!

O bitter woe!—O sorrow uncontroul’d!
O death remorseless that has seal’d his doom!
Thy plains, O Munster!—all our glory hold,

And fame lies buried with him, in the tomb!
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Thy rival, thou.( Sit Edward ) wilt not mourn:
His death, tothee, shiall now the plate resign;
His laurel, else, thou never should’st have worn,

Nor had the prize of manly sports been thine.

See Munster pout her horsemen from their plains,
To the lov’d ‘dead the fast sad rites to pay;
Nor Thomond oité inhabitant contains,

To guard her treasures on this fatal day!

Respectful sorrow guides their solemn pace,
(Their steeds in mourning, slow procession led:)

*Till in the tomb their much-lov’d Burke they place,
And o’er his earth their copious anguish shed.

The seventeen hundred six and fortieth year,
Of him who died a sinful world to save,
Death came, our Burke from our fond arms to tear,

And lay, with him, our pleasures in the grave!

How oft his loss pale memiory shall regret!
How oft our tears shall flow, our sighs ascend!
The social band, where mirth convivial met,

Now meet to mourn for their departed friend!
P
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No more the melody of hounds he leads!
No more morn echoes to their chearful cries!
A gloomy stillness through the land succeeds,

For low in earth the soul of pleasure lies!

To the dear spot my frequent steps I'll bend,
Which all my joy,—which all my woe contaifts

My tears shall, each returning month, descend,
To bathe the earth that holds his lov’d remains!



NOTES

TO THE ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF JOHN BURKEK
CARRENTRYLE, ESQ.

Note 1.

¢ This gentleman (says Mr, Walker) was pre.eminent in his
¢ day, as a sportsman, and in his private character there were
“ many amiable traits.”’—Hist. Mem. of the Irish Bards, App.
p. 58.

: Note II.
Thy rival, thou (sir Edward) will not mourn,—ver, 1, p. 273

Sir Edward O’Brien, father to the present Sir Lucius.

Note III.
Their steeds in mourning, slow processionied,—ver.10.p. 273,

In the original,—they came leading their steeds,—or more
iiterally, the horsemen came, but not mounted on their steeds.
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weetpii—

Elegy

ON THE DEATH OF CAROLAN.



ADVERTISEMENT.

THE following is the Elegy mentioned in Mr. Walker’s
Life of Carolan, composed on the death of that Bard, by
his friend M¢Cabe,*

M¢Cabe was rather of a humorous, than a sentimental
turn; he was a wit, bot not a poet. It was therefore his
grief, and not his muse, that inspired him, on the present
occasion. .

The circumstances which gave rise to this Elegy, are
striking, and extremely affecting, M¢Cabe had been an
unusual length of time without seeing his friend, and
went to pay him a visit. As he approached near the end
of his journey, in passing by a church-yard, he was met
by a peasant, of whom he inquired for Carolan. The
peasant pointed to his grave, and wept.

M<Cabe, shocked and astonished, was for some time
unable to speak ; his frame shook, his knees irembled, he
had just power to totter to the grave of his friend, and
then sunk to the ground. A flood of fears, at last, came
1o his relief; and, still further to disburden his mind, he
vented its anguish in the following lines. In the original,
they are simple and unadorned, but pathetic to a great

* Vide Hist. 3Mem. of the Irisk Bards, Append. p. 97.



280 ADVERTISEMENT.

degree; and this is a species of beauty, in composition,
extremely difficult to transfuse into any other language.
I do not pretend, in this, to have entirely succeeded, but
1 hope the effort will not be unacceptable;---much of the
simplicity is unavoidably lost ;---the pathos which remains,
may, perhaps, in some measure, atone for it,
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ON THE DEATH OF CAROLAN.

I CAME, with friendship’s face, to glad my heart,
But sad, and sorrowful my steps depart!

In my friend’s stead—a spot of earth was shown,
And on his grave my woe-struck eyes were thrown!
No more to their distracted sight remain’d,

But the cold clay that all they lov’d contain’d:
And there his last and narrow bed was made,

And the drear tomb-stone for its covering laid!

Alas!—for this my aged heart is wrung!
Grief choaks my voice, and trembles on my tongue.
Lonely and desolate, I mourn the dead,

The friend with whom my every comfort fled!
29
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There is 1o anguish can with this compare!

No pains, diseases, suffering, or despair,

Like that I feel, while such a loss I mourn,

My heart’s companion from its fondness forn!
Oh insupportable, distracting grief'!

Woe, that through life, can never hope relief!
Sweet-singing* harp!—thy melody is o’er!
Sweet friendship’s voice!—I hear thy sound no more!
My bliss,— my wealth of * poetry is fled.

And every joy, with him I lov’d, is dead!

Alas! what wonder, (while my heart drops blood
Upon the woes that drain its vital flood, )

If maddening grie.f no longer can be borne,

And frenzy fill the breast, with anguish torn.

* Both of these expressions are exactly literal—1h0 Ce0l-
énurc iy l—mo fardbpeay pam!
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THOUGHTS ON IRISH SONG,

IT is scarcely possible that any language can
e more adapted to Lyric poetry than the Irish,
The poetry of many of our Songs is indeed already
Music, without the aid of a tune; so great is the
smoothness and harmony of its cadences. Nor is
this to be wondered at, when we consider the ad-
vantage the Irish has, in this particular, beyond
every other language, of flowing off, in vowels,
upon the ear.

I will just instance the two following lines:

Ya ¢l 4Alusb oeay, na bdimib cceanc,
T b11edD 14D *pap glay vo fiile!
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Here, out of fifty-four letters, but twenty-two are
pronounced as consonants, ( the rest being rendered
quiescent by their aspirates) whereas, in English,
and I believe in most other languages, the Italian
excepted, at least two-thirds of poetry as well as
prose, is necessarily composed of consonants: the
Irish being singular in the happy art of cutting
off, by aspirates, every sound that could injure the
melody of its cadence; at the same time that it
preserves its radicals, and, of course, secures‘
etymology.

But it is not in sound alone that this language
is so peculiarly adapted to the species of composi-
tion now under consideration; it is also possessed
of a refined delicacy of descriptive power, and an
exquisitely tender simplicity of expression; two or
three little artless words, or perhaps only a single
epithet, will sometimes convey spch an image of
sentiment, or of suffering, to the mind, that one
lays down the book, to look at the picture. But
the beauty of many of these passages is considerably
impaired by translation; indeed, so sensible was I
of this, that it influenced me to give up, in despair,

many a sweet stanza to which I found myself quite
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unequal. 1 wished, among others, to have tran-
slated the following lines of a favourite song; but
it presented ideas, of which my pen could draw no

resemblance that pleased me:

24 éead oub ojljp ojliy oiliy!

Cuip 00 Cean oiljp Tofram anall!

U bejlin meala, 4 bruil balad na Thyme ap,
jr oune Fan cofoe nad TTabpad dusT SHLad!

I need not give any comment upon these lines;
the English reader would not understand it, and
the Irish reader could not want it, for it is impos-
sible to peruse them without being sensible of their
beaunty.

There are many Irish songs, now in common
use, that contain, in scattered passages, the most
exquisite thoughts, though on the whole too un-
equal for translation. This, I suppose, is chiefly
occasioned by the ignorance, or inattention of those
who learn them, and from whom alone they are to
be procured. They are remembered and sung by
-the village maid, perhaps merely for the sake of

the tunes that accompany them; of course, if recol-
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lection fails, it is made up with invention; any

words, in this case, will serve, if they answer to the

air of the Song; and thus, often, not words alone,

but entire lines, are substituted, so totally unlike

the rest of the composition, that it is easy to see

whence the difference proceeds. Sometimes too, if

a line or a stanza be wanting to a silly song, the

first of any other one that occurs, is pressed into

the service; and by this means, among a heap of
Iyric nonsense, one often finds a thought that would '
do honour to the finest composition.

In these incongruous poems, where a line seems
to plead for its rescue, it would be a pity to refuse
it. Among many others, the following is an image
rich in beauty: a forsaken maid compares her
heart to a burning coal, bruised black; thus retain-
ing the heat that eonsumed, while it loses the light
that had cheered it. In another Song, a Lover, ten-~
derly reproaching his Mistress, asks her, Why she
keeps the morning so long within doors? and bids
her come out, and bring him the day. The second
of the two following stanzas struck me, as being
so particularly beautiful, that I was tempted to

translate them both for its sake.
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'3 bLAT Teal na pméf 3

It bla na pubetaeh g

V1 planoa beheapit mein mass
le hathatic apiil.

V1 1o cusple v o pan 7
17 bLarg na huball clubpa
It patinad anpa brhuddc 7
€101t noolusy aguy CcaIrg.

Translation.

As the sweet blackberry’s modest bloom
Fair flowering, greets the sight;

Or strawberries, in their rich perfume,
Fragrance and bloom unite:

So this fair plant of tender youth,
In outward charms can vie,

And, from within, the soul of truth
Soft beaming, fills her eye.

Pulse of my heart!—dear source of care,
Stol’n sighs, and love-breath’d vows!

Sweeter than when, through scented air,
Gay bloom the apple boughs!

‘With thee no days can winter seem,
Nor frost, nor blast can chill;

Thou the soft breeze, the cheering beam
That keeps it summer still !

The air of these stanzas is exquisitely charming.

But the beauties of the music of this country are,
2r
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at present, almost as little known as those of its
poetry. And yet there is no other music in the
world so calculated to make its way directly to
the heart: it is the voice of Nature and Sentiment,
and every fibre of the feeling breast is in unison
with it.

But I beg pardon for this digression;—Music is
not the subject now under consideration. 7

I regret much that I have not been able to diver-
sify this collection with some pieces of a sprightlier
strain; but I have sought in vain for songs of wit
and humour, that were worthy of the public eye.

It has been often observed that a strain of tender
pensiveness is discernible throughout, in most of
the music of this nation: a circumstance which has
been variously accounted for; and the same re-
marks, and the same reasons hold good in regard
to its poetry.

““ We see (says Mr.WaLkER ) that music main-~
*¢ tained its ground in this country, even after the
“ invasion of the English, but its style suffered a
¢ change; for the sprightly Phrygian gave place
“ to the grave Doric, or soft Lydian measure.

‘* Such was the nice sensibility of the Bards, such
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‘¢ was their tender affection for their country, that
¢ the subjection to which the kingdom was re-
“ duced, affected them with the heaviest sadness.
¢« Sinking beneath this weight of sympathetic sor-
¢ row, they became a prey to melancholy: hence
“ the plaintiveness of their music; for the ideas
‘“ that arise in the mind are always congenial to,
“ and receive a tincture from, the influencing pas-
““ sion. Another cause might have. concurred with
‘ the one just mentioned, in promoting a change
“ in the style of our music: the Bards, often driven,
“ together with their patrons, by the sword of op-
“ pression, from the busy haunts of men, were
‘“ obliged to lie concealed in marshes, in gloomy
‘“ forests, amongst rugged mountains, and in glynns
“ and valleys resounding with the noise of falling
“ waters, or filled with portentous echoes. Such
‘“ scenes as these, by throwing a settled gloom
““ gver the fancy, must have considerably encreased
¢ their melancholy; so that when they attempted
““ to sing, it is not te be wondered at that their
““ voices, thus weakened by struggling against
‘“ heavy mental depression, should rise rather by

“ minor thirds, which consist but of four semi-
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““ tones, than by major thirds, which consist of
“ five. Now, almost all the airs of this period are
¢ found to be set in the minor third, and to be of
¢ the sage and solemn nature of the music which
* Milton requires in his IL PENsEROs0.¥”

To illustrate his position, Mr. WALKER intro-
duces the following anecdote:

¢ About the year 1730, one Maguire, a vintner,
*¢ resided near Charing-Cross, London. His house
“ was much frequented, and his uncommon skill
* in playing on the harp, was an additional incen-
¢ tive: even the Duke of Newcastle, and several
‘¢ of the ministry, sometimes condescended to visit
“it. He was one night called upon to play some
¢ Trish tunes; he did so; they were plaintive and
“ solemn. His guests demanded the reason, and he
‘¢ told them, that the native composers were too
¢ distressed at the situation of their country, and
* her gallant sons, to be able to compose other-
“ wise. But, added he, take off the restraints under
“ which they labour, and you will not have rea-

““ son to complain of the plaintiveness of their notes.

* 1list, Mem. of the Irish Bards, p. 12.
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<« Offence was taken at these warm effusions;
¢ his- house became gradually neglected, and he
¢t died, soon after, of a broken heart. An Irish
¢« harper, who was a cotemporary of Maguire,
« and, like him, felt for the sufferings of his coun-

¢ try, had this distich engraven on his harp:

“ Cur Lyra funestas edit percussa sonores?

4 Sjcut amissum sors Diadema gemit!

““ But perhaps the melanchely spirit which
* breathes through the Irish music and poetry
“ may be attributed to another cause; a cause
¢ which operated anterior and subsequent to the
“ invasion of the English: we mean the remark-
“ able susceptibility of the Irish of the passion of
‘“ love; a passion, which the munificent establish-
“ ments of the bards left them at liberty freely to
“ indulge. While the mind is enduring the tor-
““ ments of hope, fear, or despair, its effusions can-
“ not be gay. The greater number of the produc-
“¢ tions of these amorous poets, Tibullus, Catullus,
“¢ Petrarch, and Hammond, are elegiac. The ano-~

‘““ nymous traveller, whom we have already had
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¢ occasion to mention, after speaking of the amo-
* rous disposition of the Irish, pursues the subject,
“ in his account of their poetry.”’ < The suhject of
¢ these ( their songs) is always love, and they seem
¢ to understand poetry to be designed for no other
¢ purpose than to stir up that passion in the mind.*’

I have never read the Travels here cited, but itr
should seem that their author intended not to ex-
tend his remarks beyond that species of poetry .
which mgy be classed under the title of Songs. So
far his observations are perfectly just; but the he-
Toic poetry of our countrymen was designed for
the noblest purposes;—love indeed was still its ob~
ject,—but it was the sublime love of country that
those compositions inspired.

Besides the reasons and remarks I have quoted,
and which are, of themselves, amply sufficient to
account for the almost total absence of humorous
poetry in our language, there are still further rea-
sons, which appear to me to deserve attention, and
which I therefore beg leave to lay before the

reader.

* Ilist, Mem. of tke Irish Bards, p. 125.
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1 am not sufficiently conversant in the state of
the ancient music of this country, to say what that
might once have been, or what degree of change
it might have suffered; but it does not appear to
me that the anecient poetry of Ireland was ever
composed in a very lively strain. I by no means
would assert that this is certainly the casek; for, as
yet, I am but young inresearches: I only conceive
a probability of its being so, from my never hav-
ing met with an instance to the contrary.

Love and War were the two favourite objects
of passion and pursuit, with our ancient country-
men, and of course, became the constant inspirers
of their muse.—In love, they appear to have been
always too much in earnest to trifle with their
attachments;—and “ the strife of swords’”’—*¢ the
field of death”—presented no subject to sport with.
To them, also, both art and nature came arrayed
in simple dignity; and afforded not that variety of
circumstance, and appearance, so calculated to call
forth fancy, and diversify ideas.

This seems to me to be one cause, why scarcely
any thing but plaintive tenderness, or epic majesty,

is to be found in the compositions of our Bards;
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another reason still occurs, which I will give to the
reader’s indulgence.

The true poet is ever an enthusiast in his art,
and enthusiasm is scldom witty. The French abound
in works of wit and humour;—the English are
more in earnest, and therefore fall short of the vi~--
vacity of the Gallic muse, but infinitely excel her
in all that tends to constitute the wvital spirit of
poetry. In lreland, this fascinating art was still
more universally in practice, and still more enthu-
siastically admired. The muse was here the god-
dess of unbounded idolatry, and her worship was
the business of life. Our Irish Bards, ¢ in the fine
frenzy of exalted thought,” were lost to that play
of fancy, which only sports with freedom when it
is not interrupted by the heart, or awed to silence
by the sublime conceptions of the soul. -

Faney is, in general, the vehicle of wit; imagi-
nation that of genius. The happiest thoughts may
flow in the most harmonious, and highly adapted
measure, without one spark of poetic fire. At least
one half of those who bear the title of English
Poets, are merely men of wit and rhyme; and I

believe it will be acknowledged that those amongst



IRISH SONG. 297

them who possessed the sublimest genius, descended
but seldom to sport with it. Young, Rowe, Thom-
son, Gray, &c. are instances of this. It is by no
means supposed necessary for a poet to be always
pensive, philosophical or sublime; he may sport
with Fancy,—he may laugh with Humour, he may
be gay in every company,—except that of the
Mouse: in her awful presence, her true adorer is
too much possessed by his passion to be gay; he
may be approved,—happy,—eloquent,—but hardly
witty.

Perhaps there are few subjects that afford a more
copious field for observation than that of Irish song,
but the limits of my work confine me to a narrow -
compass, and will not allow these few remarks to
assume the title of Essay. The subject of song, in
general, has been already so well, and copiously
treated of by the pens of Aikin, and Ritson, that
it has nothing in store for me; but that of Irish
song seemed to demand some notice, and had never

hefore received it.
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THE two first of the following Songs are the compo-
sitions of Turlough O’Carolan, a man much and deser-
vedly celebrated for his poetical talents, as well as for
the incomparable sweetness of all his musical pieces,

As his life has been already given to the public by
Mr. Walker, in his Historical Memoirs of the Irish Bards,
I have nothing left to say upon the subject: however, for
the benefit of such of my readers as have not yet had the
pleasure of perusing that learned and elegant work, I will
insert a few extracts from it, to gratify immediate curio-
sity ; and the public will doubtless be better pleased to see
them in Mr. Walker’s words than in mine,

¢« Carolan was born in the year 1670, in the village of
¢ Nobber, in the county of Westmeath, on the lands of
¢¢ Carolanstown, which were wrested from his ancestors by
¢ the family of the Nugents, on their arrival in this king=
¢ dom, in the reign of Henry the Second., His father was
¢ a poor farmer, the humble proprietor of a few acres,
¢ which yielded him a scanty subsistence; of his mother
“ T have not been able to collect any particulars.

¢ He must have been deprived of sight at a very early
¢ period of his life, for he remembered no impression of

¢ colours. Thus was ¢ knowledge at one entrance quite
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¢¢ shut out,’ before he had taken even a cursory view of
¢ the creation. From this misfortune, however, he felt
¢ no uneasiness; he used merrily to say, ¢ my eyes are
¢¢ transplanted into my ears.’

“ His musical genius was soon discovered, and his
¢ friends determined to cullivaie it; about the age of
¢ twelve, a proper master was engaged fo instruct him
¢ in the practice of the Hatrp; but though fond of that
¢ jnstrameni, he never struck it with a master’s hand,
¢t Genius and diligence are seldom united ; and it is prac-
% tice alone that can perfect us in any art, Yet his harp
¢ was rarely unstrung : but, in general, he only used it to
¢ agsist him in composition; his fingers wandered among
¢¢ the strings, in quest of the sweets of melody.

¢ At what period of his life Carolan commenced itine-
¢ rant musician, is not known, nor is it confidently told
¢ whether, like Arnauld Daniel, ¢ Il n’eut abord d’autre

% Apollon que le besoin;’ or whether his fondness for
¢ music induced him to betake himself to that profession.
Dy, Campbell indeed seems to attribute his choice to
% an early disappointment in love;* but we will leave
“ those points unsettled, and follow our Bard in his pere-
“ grinatlions.
¢ Wherever he goes, the gates of the nobility and gen-
< try are thrown open to him. Like the Demodocus of
¢ Momer, he is received with respect, and a distinguished
¢ place assigned him at the table. Near him is seated his
¢ harper, ready to accompany his voice, and sapply his
* Phil. Survey of South of Ireland.
+ Hist, Essay on National Song,
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¢ want of skill in practical music. ¢ Carolan (says Mr.
¢ Ritsont+) seems, from the description we have of him,
“ to be a genuine representative of the ancient Bards.’

¢ It was during his peregrinations, that Carolan com-
¢ posed all those airs that are still the delight of his
¢ countrymen. He thought the tribute of a Song due to
¢ every house where he was entertained, and he never
<« failed to pay it; choosing for his subject, either the
¢ head of the family, or one of the loveliest of its
¢ branches,”

The Biographer of our Bard, after informing us of
many curious and interesting particulars, for which (fear-
ing to exceed the limits of my work) I must refer my
readers to the book from which these extracts are taken,
proceeds to acquaint us, that in the year 1783 he lost a
beloved, and tenderly lamented wife; and he subjoins a
beautiful monody, composed by the mouriing Bard on
the occasion: he also adds, that Carolan did not leng
survive her.—¢ He died in the month of March, 1788, in
% {he sixty-eighth year of his age, and was interred in
¢ the parish church of Kilronan, in the diocese of Ardagh;
 but ¢ not a stone tells where he lies!” His grave indeed
# is still known to his few surviving friends, and the
¢ neighbouring hinds; and his skull is distinguished from
% the other skulls, which are promiscuously scaitered
“ ahout the church-yard, by a perforation in the fore-
¢ head, through which a small piece of ribband is drawn.

* Though Carolan died universally Jamented, he would
¢ have died unsung, had not the humble muse of M<Cabe

« poured a few elegiac strains over his cold remains.
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¢ This faithful friend composed a short Elegy on his.
¢¢ death, which is evidently the effusion of unfeigned
¢< grief: unadorned with meretricious ornaments, it is the
¢ picture of a mind forn with anguish.”’*

Mr. Walker here subjoins a character of our Bard, from
the elegant pen of Mr. O’Conor.

“ Very few have I ever known who had a more vigo-
¢ rous mind, but a mind undisciplined, through the de- .
¢ fect, or rather the absence of cultivation. Absolately
¢¢ the child of nature, he was governcd by the indulgen-
¢ cies, and at times, by the caprices of that mother. His
¢ imagination, ever on the wing, was eccentric in its poe-
¢ tic flight; yet, as far as that faculty can be employed
% in the harmonic art, it was steady and collected. In
¢ the variety of his musical numbers, he knew how to
¢ make a selection, and was seldom content with medio-
¢ crity. So-happy, so elevated was lie, in some of his
¢ compositions, that he excited the wonder, and obtained
¢ the approbation, of a great master, who never saw him;
¢ | mean Geminiani. ,

¢ He outstripped his predecessors in the three species
“ of composition used among the Irish; but he never
¢ omitted giving due praise to several of his countrymen,
¢ who excelled before him in his art. The Italian com-
¢ positions he preferred to all others: Vivaldi charmed
¢ him; and with Corelli he was enrapiured. He spoke
¢ elegantly in his maternal language, but had advanced
¢ in years before he learned English; he delivered him-

* For this Elegy, see page 277.
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¢ self but indifferently in that language, and yet he did
“ not like 1o be corrected in his solecisms. It need not
 be concealed, that ke indulged in the use of spirituous
¢ liquors: this habit, he thought, or affected to think,
¢ added strength to the flights of his genius; but, in jus-
¢ tice, it must be observed that he seldom was surprised
¢ by intoxication.

¢ Constitutionally pious, he never omitted daily prayer,
¢ and fondly imagined himself inspired, when he com-
¢ posed some pieces of church music. This idea contri-
¢ buted to his devotion, and thanksgiving; and, in this
¢ respect, his enthusiasm was harmless, and perhaps use-
¢ ful. Gay by nature, and cheerful from habit, he was
¢ a pleasing member of society; and bis talents, and his
& morality, procured him esteem and friends every where.”

Besides the two following Songs, there are more of the
compositions of Carolan possessed of considerable merit;
but as it was not in my power to give them all 2 place in
my collection, I have selected, for translation, two that
appeared to be the best amongst them; which, together
with some other songs of modern date, I give, to show of
what the native genius and language of this country, even
now, are capable; labouring, as they do, under every
disadvantage.



SONG.

FOR GRACEY NUGENT.

BY CAROLAN.

OF Gmcéy’s charms enraptur’d will I sing!
Fragrant and fair, as blossoms of the spring;
To her sweet manners, and accomplish’d mind,

Each rival Fair the palm of Love resign’d.

How blest her sweet society to share!
To mark the ringlets of her flowing hair;
Her gentle accents,—her complacent mien!

Supreme in charms, she looks,—~she reigns a Queen!
2R
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That alabaster form—that graceful neck,
How do the Cygnet’s down and whiteness deck!—
How does that aspect shame the cheer of day,

‘When summer suns their brightest beams display.

Blest is the youth whom fav’ring fates ordain
The treasure of her love, and charms to gain!
The fragrant branch, with curling tendrils bound,

With breathing odours—blooming beauty crown’d.

Sweet is the cheer her sprightly wit supplies!
Bright is the sparkling azure of her eyes!
Soft o’er her neck her lovely tresses flow!

‘Warm in her praise the tongues of rapture glow!

Her’s is the voice—tun’d by harmonious Love,
Soft as the Songs that warble through the grove!
Oh! sweeter joys her converse can impart!

Sweet to the sense, and grateful to the heart/

Gay pleasures dance where’er her foot-steps bend;
And smiles and rapture round the fair attend :
Wit forms her speech, and Wisdom fills her mind,
And sight and soul in her their object find.
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Her pearly teeth, in beauteous order plac’d;
Her neck with bright, and curling tresses grac’d:—
But ah, so fair!—in wit and charms supreme,

Unequal song must quit its darling theme,

Here break I off;—Ilet sparkling goblets flow,
And my full heart its cordial wishes show:

To her dear health this friendly draught I pour,
Long be her life, and blest its every hour!—



NOTES
TO THE SONG FOR GRACEY NUGENT.

¢ The fair subject of this Song was sister to the late John
¢ Nugent, Esq. of Castle.Nugent, Culambre. She lived with
¢ her sister, Mrs. Conmee, near Balenagar, in the county of
« Roscommon, at the time she inspired our Bard,” Hist, Mem.
of Irish Bards. Append. p, 78.

Note I.
How blest her sweet society to share!
To mark the ringlets of her flowing hair.—ver. 5. p. 305.

Hair is a favourite object with all the Irish Poets, and end-
less is the variety of their description :—¢¢ Soft misty curls,”’—
¢ Thick branching tresses of bright redundance.”—¢ Locks of
« fair waving beauty.”’—* Tresses flowing on the wind like the
¢ bright waving flame of an inverted torch.’> They even affect
to iuspire it with expression :—as ¢ Locks of gentle lustre.”’—
¢ Tresses of fender beauty.”—< The Maid with the mildly
¢ flowing hair,” &ec, &c.

A friend to whom I shewed this Song, cbserved, that I had
omiited a very lively thought in the conclusion, which they had
seen in Mr. WaLggr's Memoirs, As that version has been
much read and admired, it may perhaps be necessary, to vin.
dicate my fidelity, as a translator, that I should here give a
liferal translation of the Song, to shew that the thoughts have
suffered very little, cither of increase or diminution from the
poetry.

“T will sing with rapture of the Blossom of Whiteness'
“ Gracey, the young and beautiful woman, who bore away the
“ palm of excellence in sweet manners and accomplishments,
¢ from 2ll the Fair.ones of the pravinces.”
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¢ Whoever enjoys her constant society, no apprehension of
“ any ill can assail him. The Queen of soft and winning
¢ mind and manners, with her fair branching tresses flowing in
¢ ringlets,”

¢ Her side like alabaster, and her neck like the swan, and
¢ her countenance like the Sun in summer, How blest is it for
“ him who is promised, as riches, to be united to her, the
¢¢ branch of fair carling tendrils.”

¢ Sweet and pleasant is your lovely conversation!—bright
¢ and sparkling your blue eyes!—and every day do I hear all -
¢ tongues declare your praises, and how gracefully your bright
¢ tresses wave down your neck !”

¢ I say to the Maid of youthful mildness, that her voice and
 her converse are sweeter than the songs of the birds! There
s no delight or charm that imagination can conceive but
¢ what is found ever attendant on Gracey.”

¢ Her teeth arranged in beautiful order, and her locks flow.
¢ ing in soft waving curls! But though it delights me to sing of
¢ thy charms, I must quit my theme!—With a sincere heart I
% fill to thy health!”

The reader will easily perceive, that in this literal translation
I have not sought for elegance of expression, my only object
being to put it in his power to judge how closely my version
has adhered to my original.
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SONG.

FOR MABLE KELLY.

BY CAROLAN,

THE youth whom fav’ring Heaven’s decree
To join his fate, my Fair! with thee;
And see that lovely head of thine

With fondness on his arm recline:

No thought but joy can £ill his mind,
Nor any care can entrance find,
Nor sickness hurt, nor terror shake,—

And Death will spare him, for thy sake
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For the bright flowing of thy hair,
That decks a face so heavenly fair;
And a fair form, to match that face,

The rival of the Cygnet’s grace.

When with calm dignity she moves,
Where the clear stream her hue improves;
Where she her snowy bosom laves;

And floats, majestic, on the waves.

Grace gave thy form, in beauty gay,
And rang’d thy teeth in bright array;
All tongues with joy thy praises tell,
And love delights with thee to dwell.

To thee harmonious powers belong,
That add to verse the charms of song;
Soft melody to numbers join,

And make the Poet half divine.

As when the softly blushing rose

Close by some neighbouring lily grows;
Such is the glow thy cheeks diffuse,
And such their bright and blended hues!



SONGS.

" The timid lustre of thine eye
With Nature’s purest tints can vie;
With the sweet blue-bell’s azure gem,

That droops upon its modest stem!

The Poets of Terne’s plains
To thee devote their choicest strains;
And oft their harps for thee are strung,

And oft thy matchless charms are sung:

Thy voice, that binds the list’ning soul,—

That can the wildest rage controul ;
Bid the fierce Crane its powers obey,

And charm him froﬁ his finny prey.

Nor doubt I of its wond’rous art;
Nor hear with unimpassion’d heart;
Thy health, thy beauties,—ever dear!

Oft crown my glass with sweetest cheer!

Since the fam’d Fair of ancient days,

. Whom Bards and Worlds conspir’d to praise,

Not one like thee has since appear’d,

Like thee, to every heart endear’d.
2

313
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How blest the Bard, O lovely Maid!
To find thee in thy charms array’d!—
Thy pearly teeth,—thy flowing hair,—
Thy neck, beyond the Cygnet, fair!

~ As when the simple birds, at night,
Fly round the torch’s fatal light,—
Wild, and with extacy elate,

Unconscious of approaching fate.

So the soft splendours of thy face,
And thy fair form’s enchanting grace,
Allure to death unwary Love,

And thousands the bright ruin prove!

Ev’n he whose hapless eyes no ray
Admit from Beauty’s cheering day;
Yet, though he cannot see the light,

He feels it warm, and knows it bright.

In beauty, talents, taste refin’d,
And all the graces of the mind,
In @ll unmateh’d thy charms remain,

Nor meet a rival on the plain.
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Thy slender foot,—thine azure eye,—
Thy smiling lip, of scarlet dye,—

Thy tapering hand, so soft and fair,—
The bright redundance of thy hair!—

O blest be the auspicious day
That gave them to thy Poet’s lay!

O’er rival Bards to lift his name,

Inspire his verse, and swell his fame!

”~
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TO THE SONG FOR MAEBLE KELLY.

Note I.
The timid lusire of thine eye
With Nature’s purest tints can vie.—ver. 1. p. 313.

It is geperally believed that Carolan, (as his Biographer tells
us) ‘“ remembered no impression of colours.”’—But I cannet
acquiesce in this opinion: [ think it must have been formed
without sufficient grounds, for how was it possible that his de.
scription could be thus glowing, without he retained the clearest
recollection, and the most animated ideas, of every beauty that
sight can convey to the mind?

Note 1I.
E'n he whose hapless eyes no ray
Admit from Beauty’s cheering day ;
Yet, though he cannot see the light,
He feels it warm, and knows i€ bright.-——ver. 13. p. 314.

Every Reader of taste or feeling must surely be struck with
the beauty of this passage.—Can any thing be more elegant, or
more pathetic, than the manner in which Carolan alludes to his
want of sight!—but, indeed, his little pieces abound in all the
riches of natural genius,

Note HI,
Oer rival Bards to lift his name,
Inspire his verse, and swell his fame!—ver. 7. p. 315.

How modestly the Poet here introduces a prophesy of his
future reputation for genius!
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SONG.

BY PATRICK LINDEN.

0 FAIRER than the mountain snow,
When o’er it north’s pure breezes blow!
in all its dazzling lustre drest,

But purer, softer is thy breast!

Colla* the Great, whose ample sway
Beheld two kingdoms homage pay,
Now gives the happy bard to see
Thy branch adorn the royal tree!

* He was monarch of Ireland in the beginning of the fourth

century, By the second kingdom, we must suppose the poet
means the Dal-Riadas of Scotland.
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No foreign graft’s inferior shoot
Has dar’d insult the mighty root!
Pure from its stem thy bloom ascends,

And from its height in fragrance bends!

Hadst thou been present, on the day
‘When beauty bore the prize away,
Thy charms had won the royal swain,

And Venus “self had su’d in vain!

With soften’d fire, imperial blood
Pours through thy frame its generous flood;
Rich in thy azure veins it flows,

Bright in thy blushing cheek it glows!

That blood whence noble Savae sprung,
And he whose deeds the bards have sung,
Great ConALL-CEARNACH, conquering name}

The champion of heroic fame!

Fair offspring of the royal race!
Mild fragrance! fascinating grace!
Whose touch with magic can inspire

The tender harp’s melodious wire!
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See how the swan presumptuous strives,
VWhere glowing Majesty revives,

With proud contention, to bespeak

The soft dominion of that cheek!

Beneath it, sure, with subtle heed,
Some rose by stealth its leaf convey’d;
To shed its bright and beauteous dye,
And still the varying bloom supply.

The tresses of thy silken hair
As curling mists are soft and fair,
Bright waving o’er thy graceful neck,

Its pure and tender snow to deck!

But O! to speak the rapture found
In thy dear voice’s magic sound!
Its powers could death itself controul,

And call back the expiring soul!

The tide that fill’d the veins of Kings,
From whom thy noble lineage springs;
The royal blood of Colla, see

Renew’d, O charming maid! in thee.

2T

3.

1
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Nor in thy bosom slacks its pace,

Nor fades it in thy lovely face;

But there with soft enchantment glows,
And like the blossom’s tint it shows.

How does thy needle’s art pourtray
Each pictur’d form, in bright array!
With Nature’s self maintaining strife,

It gives its own creation life!

O perfect, all-accomplish’d maid!
In beauty’s every charm array’d:
Thee ever shall my numbers hail,

Fair lily of the royal vale!
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SONG,

THE MAID OF THE VALLEY,

HAYE you not seen the charmer of the vale?
Nor heard her praise, in Love’s fond accents
drest?
Nor how that Love has turn’d my youth so pale!—

Nor how those graces rob my soul of rest!--

That softest cheek, where dimp’ling cherubs play!

That bashful eye, whose beams dissolve the
heart!—

Ah, gaze no more, fond wretch!—no longer stay !—

*Tis death!—but ah, ’tis worse than death to part!
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My blessings round the happy mansion wait,
That guards that form, in tender beauty drest!
Those lips, of truth and smiles the rosy seat!

Those matchless charms, by every bard confest!

That slender brow!—that hand so dazzling fair,
No silk its hue or softness can express!
No feather’d songsters can their down compare

“With half the beauty those dear hands possess!

Love in thy every feature couch’d a dart!

O’er thy fair face, and bosom’s white he play’d;
Love in thy golden tresses chain’d my heart,

And heaven’s own smile thy ’'witching face

array’d!

Not Deirdre’s charms that on each bosom stole,
And led the champions of our isle away;

Nor she whose eyes threw fetters o’er the soul,
The fam’d Blanaide like thee the heart could

sway!

Of beauty’s garden, oh thou fairest flower!

Accept my vows, and truth for treasure take!
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Oh deign to share with me Love’s blissful power,

Nor constant faith, for fleeting wealth, forsake!

My muse her harp shall at thy bidding bring,
And roll th’ heroic tide of verse along;

And Finian Chiefs, and arms shall wake the string,
And Love and War divide the lofty song!
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NOTES

TO THE SONG OF THE MAID OF THE VALLEY.

Note T.
Not Deirdre’s charms that on euch bosom stole,
And led the champions of our isle away,~ver, 13, p. 324.

See notes to the peem of Conlock.

Note II.
Nor she whose eyes threw fetters o’er the soul,
The fam'd Blanaide like thee the heart could swayl-—
ver. 15. p. 324.

As the story to which this passage alludes is striking to a
great degree, and related in a few words, I will quote it at large

. for the reader,

¢ Feircheirtne was OrLamu Firea to Conrigh, a celebrated
¢ chieftain, who lived in splendour on the banks of the Fionn.
% glaise, in the county of Kerry. "This warrior was married to
¢ Blanaide, a lady of transcendant beauty, who had been the
“ meed of his prowess in single combat with Congculionne, a
¢ knight of the red branch. But the lady was secretly attached
€ to the knight; and in an accidental interview which she had
“ with him, offered to follow his fortunes, if he would, at a
% certain time, and on receiving a certain signal (both of which
% she mentioned) storm the castle, and put her husband, and
¢ his attendants, to the sword, Congculionne promised to follow
 her directions, and did so, inundating the castle with the
¢ blood of its inhabitants. Feircheirtne, however, escaped the
% slanghter, and pursued, at a distance, Blanaide and her para.
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“ mour, to the court of Concovar Mac-Nessa, delermined ¢o
“ gacrifice his perfidious mistress to the maues of his patron.

“ When the Bard arrived at Emania, he found Concovar,
“ and his court, together with the amorous fugitives, walking
“ on the top of a rock, called Rinchin Beura, enjoying the ex-
% tensive prospect which it commanded, Blanaide, happening
¢ o detach herself from the rest of the compaay, stood, wrapped
“ in deep meditation, on that part of the cliff which overhung a
% deep precipice. The Bard, stepping up to her, began an adu.
“ latory conversation; then suddenly springing forward, he
‘¢ seized her in his arms, and throwing himself, with her, head.
‘ long down the precipice, both were dashed to pieces.”” Hist,
Mem. of the Irish Bards, p. 32. See also KeaTixa.
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ADVERTISEMENT.

THE story of the following Tale is to be found in the
ancient history of Ireland, and is related by Kzating,
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INTRODUCTION.

ACCOMPLISH'D Pair! these simple lays,
‘With favour’s eye peruse;
And take from me, in artless phrase,

The message of the Muse.

A Muse, who né’er, on Pindus’ mount,
Tred inspiration’s ground ;
Nor drank sweet frenzy from the fount,

‘Where raptures breathe around.

But a bright Power, whom Nature forms,
And Nature’s scenes inspire:
‘Who mounts the winds, and rides the storms,

And glows with heaven’s own fire!
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‘Who train’d, of old, our sires to fame,
And led them to the field;
Taught them to glow with Freedom’s flame,

And Freedom’s arms to wield.

With the wild War-Song fir'd the soul,
And sped the daring blow!—

Or, bow’d to Pity’s soft controul,
Wept o’er a dying foe.

Or search’d all Nature’s treasures round,
To deck a favourite fair;
Or tun’d to love a tender sound,

And sang a faithful pair.

This power, while late my couch I press’d,
To mental sight appear’d;
To my charm’d soul sweet words address’d,

By waking Fancy heard.

Shrin’d in the form of reverend age,
The friendly vision came;
Rob’d as of old, a Bardic Sage,

And took Craftiné’s name.
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¢ O thou, (he cry’d) whose timid mind
¢¢ Its purpose ‘would delay!
¢« Half shrinking from it,—yet inclin’d,—

“ Half daring, to essay.

“ Let not the frown of critic wrath,
< Or smile of critic scorn,
« Affright thee from the splendid path,

“ KFame and the Muse adorn.

“ The critic storm, that proudly rends
* The oaks of Learning’s Hill,

““ Will pass thy shrub, that lowly bends,
“ Nor deign its growth to kill.

*¢ Shine, while thou ecan’st, pale trembling beam,
¢« Ere suns eclipse thy ray;

* Thy little star awhile may gleam,
““ *Till Pheebus brings the day.

“* For oft the Muse, a gentle guest,

¢ Dwells in a female form;

-

3

And patriot fire, a female breast,

“ May sure unquestion’d warm.
2x
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¢ No more thy glorious task refuse,
¢ Nor shrink from fancy’d harms, -
‘* But, to the eye of Britain’s Muse,

“ Present a sister’s charms.

“ Thee hath the sweet enchantress taught
“ The accents of her tongue;
¢ Pour’d on thine ear her lofty thought,

“ Celestial as she sung.

¢ Now let her see thy grateful heart
‘« ' With fond ambition burn,
¢ Proud if thou can’st, at least in part,

¢ Her benefits return.

* Long, her neglected harp unstrung,
* With glooms encircl’d round;
‘¢ Long o’er its silent form she hung,

¢ Nor gave her soul to sound.

“ Rous’d from her trance, again to reign,
¢ And re-assert her fame,

¢ She comes, and deigns thy humble strain
“ The herald of her claim.
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¢ Swells not thy soul with noble pride,
* This honor to embrace,

¢ Which paftial fates for thee decide,
* With such distinguish’d grace?—

* Coward!—from the bright path assign’d,
“ Thy feet had turn’d away,

“* From the bright prize thine eye declin’d,
¢ Too weak for Glory’s ray:

¢ Did not a steadier soul exhort,
‘¢ A steadier counsel guide,
““ With zeal thy timid mind support.

¢ And its vain terrors chide.

“ I know the Pair by Genius lov’d,
“ By every Muse inspir’d,

“ Who thy unpractis’d strains approv'd,
¢ And thy ambition fir'd!

¢ To them the Muse of ancient days
¢ Avows the tribute due;
“ To them her grateful thanks she pays,

** And—coward!—not to you.
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“* ' What should she do her love to shew ¢—
‘“ From all her ample store,
“ What favours can her hand bestow

‘ That were not thetrs before?

“ Yes, she can add those generous joys,
“ That sympathy of hearts,
“ Which kindred sentiment employs,

“ And worth to worth imparts.

“ Go then to thy accomplish’d friends;
*“ The Muse commands thee go;
* Bear them the grateful gift she sends,

*¢ *Tis all .she can bestow.

** Bear them the pride of ancient days;
“ Truth, science, virtue, fame;
*¢ The lover’s faith, the poet’s praise,

““ The patriotic flame!

¢ All in the royal Pair confess’d,
““ Whose TaLE the Bard pursues;

“ Like them, united, grac’d and bless’d
“ By Virtue, and the Muse.”



THE TALE,

BOW'’D to dark Cobthach’s fierce command,
“When struggling Krin groan’d;
And, crush’d beneath his bloody hand,

Her slaughter’d sons bemoan’d ;

Of all whose honest pity dar’d
One tear humane to shed;

My life alone the savage spar’d,
Nor touch’d the sacred head.

Protected by the Muse’s pow’r,
And the Bard’s hallow’d name,

I ’scap’d the death-devoted hour,
The hour of blood and shame!
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‘When Nature pleaded, Pity wept,
And Conscience cry’d in vain;
‘When all the powers of vengeance slept

Upon 2 monarch slain.

Shock’d History, from the dreadful day,
Recoil’d with horror pale,

And, shrinking from the dire display.
Left half untold the tale!

But I, sad witness of the scene!
Can well its woes attest;

When the dark blade, with murder keen,
Spar’d not a brother’s breast.

When Nature, prescient as my soul,
With earthquakes rock’d the ground;
Air bade its deepest thunders roll,
And lightnings flash’d around!

‘While, on each blasting beam, their forms,
(The sons of death) were rear’d;
And, louder than the mingling storms,

The shrieks of ghosts were heard! -
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Till, oh! dark, chearless, slow and late,
The burden’d morn arose;
When forth, to meet impending fate,

Alone the monarch goes.

In vain some guard do I conjure;
No heed will he bestow :

I follow to the fatal door,~—
I hear the deadly blow!—

Hold, villain, hold!—but short’ning breath
Avrrests my feeble cries:
And seals awhile, in transient death,

My light-detesting eyes.

Yet soon, to further horrors doom’d,
I rais’d my sickening head;
And Life her languid pow’rs resum’d,—

To see Life’s comfort fled.

The groans of Death around me rise,
Scarce yet distinctly heard!

While Fate, to my unclosing eyes,
In bloody pomp appear’d!
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As when the Spirit of the Deep,
His dreadful course maintains;
‘While his loos’d winds o’er Ocean sweep,

And gloomy horror reigns!

Satiate with groans, and fierce with blood,
'The dark malignant power
Rides, in grim triumph, o’er the flood,

And rules the deathful hour!

So the dire Cobthach, drunk with gore,
And glorying to destroy,
Aloft victorious horrors bore,

And smil’d with hideous joy.

Close by the murder’d Monarch’s side,
The earth brave Ollioll press’d;
A dagger, bath’d in life’s warm tide,

Yet quivering in his breast.

Clasp’d round the dying Prince’s neck,
His little Mion lay;
‘While the third dagger rose to strike

1ts unresisting prey.
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Rous’d at that sight; to madness stung, -
I rush’d amid the foe;

Anﬂ, o’er the trembling victim flung,
I met the destin’d blow.

O happy wound! close to my breast,
(Tho’ streaming from the knife)

My precious charge, thus sav’d, I press’d,
And guarded him with life.

Shock’d at the sacrilegious stroke,
The arm of death recoil’d;

‘While from the erowd the passions broke
That in their bosoms boil’d.

The royal blood, that round them stream’d,
They could with calmness view ;

But, for the Bard, their frenzy deem’d,
The fiercest Yengeance due!

A thousand swords to guard me rose,
- Amid the conflict’s roar;
‘While safe, from his surrounding foes,
My trembling charge I bore.

2y
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Long while he seem’d, with life alone,
To ’scape that fatal day;
For Reason, from his little throne,

In terror fled away.

While thus bereft of sense he grew,
No fears the court invade,
And safe in the Usurper’s view,

The beauteous maniac play’d.

Reason, at length, a second dawn,
With cheering lustre, shed;

And, from the Tyrant’s pow’r withdrawn,
To Munster’s King we fled.

There, long conceal’d from every foe,
Beneath the royal care,
I saw my lovely scion grow,

And shoot its branch in air.

Oh, while I view’d his blooming face,
And watch’d his opening mind;
‘While, in a form of matchless grace,

¥ saw each virtue shrin’d:
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With more than a parental pride,
My throbbing heart o’erflow’d;

And each fond thought, to hope ally’d,
With sweet prediction glow’d!

One daughter, bright in beauty’s dawn,
The royal cares beguil’d;
All sportive as the gladsome fawn,

And as the moon-beam mild.

Like the first infants of the spring,
Sweet opening to the view;
Fann’d by the breezes tender wing,

And fresh with morning dew.

Such were fair Moriat’s growing charms,
So bright her dawning sky;

And beauty, young, with earl_y harms,
‘Was cradled in her eye.

By ties of sweet attraction drawn,
And pair’d by infant love,
Oft, lightly sporting o’er the lawn.

The royal children rove:

347
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Together chase the gilded fly,
Or pluck the blooming flower;
Or boughs, with busy hands, supply,

To weave the little bower.

But now, as years and stature grow,
Maturer sports arise;

Now Maion bends the strongest bow,
And Moriat gives the prize.

Light dance the happy hours along,
'To love’s enchanting lay;
And pleasure tunes the sweetest song !

And every scene is gay.

But soon each beautecus vision flies
That blissful fancy forms;
As the soft smile of azure skies

Is chas’d by chiding storms.

Again fate lours, and dangers frown—
The bloody Cobthach hears—

Once more the dagger threats to drown
In Midon’s blood his fears.
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And must we fly?—must Mion’s heart
1ts Moriat then forego %—
Moust he with every comfort part,

To shun his cruel foe?—

He must; there are no other means
Of life or safety nigh;

Our only hope on Gallia leans,
And thither must he fly.

‘What tears!—what anguish!—what despair!-—
At length he bade adieu:
Ah when again his faithful fair,

His native land to view ?—

“ Yes, soon again! (he proudly cries;)
 In vengeance too array’d!

¢¢ On this right arm my hope relies,
«« And Gallia’s friendly aid.”

But Mion knew not yet, how near,
How tenderly ally’d,

To his own blood ;—how very dear
The victims that had dy’d.
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First, his weak health, and tender years,
Bade the dire truth conceal,

Which after, (though from different fears,)
We did not dare reveal.

For when, as strength and knowledge grew,
He heard the tale unfold;
But half its horrors giv’n to view,

And half his wrongs untold :

When, but as kindred to his sire,
The Monarch’s death he heard;
Then, in his soul’s quick mounting fire,

His royal race appear’d.

Indignant passions fill'd his eye,
And from his accents hroke;

While the pale lip, and bursting sigh,
His burden’d soul bespoke.

In vain, his fury to assuage,
I every art bestow’d ;
Still, with the rash resolves of rage,!

His restless bosem glow’d.
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In such a cause, his arm alone
Of ample force he deems;
And, to pluck murder from its throne,

A slight adventure seems,

His youth, his rashness I bewail’d,—
I trembled to behold; _
And fear, and pitying love prevail’d

To leave dire truths untold.

To Gallia now fate call’d—still, still
His birth we dar’d not shew;

We dreaded lest some fatal ill
Should from his knowledge flow.

Youth’s headlong passions mov’d our fears
The secret to secure,
Till practis’d thought, and manlier years,

His mind and arm mature.

Yhen, from his weeping Moriat torn,
He bade the last adieu;
‘When from her sight—her palace borne,

He ceas’d its walls to view:
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Then fresh distractions fill’d his breast,
The fears of anxious love;

Ah!—-by some happier youth addrest,—
Should Moriat faithless prove!

He stopp’d—his frame with anguish shook;
‘With groans his bosom rose ;
The wildness of his air and look

My soul with terror froze.

“ Dear guardian of my orphan state!
( At length he faultering cry’d,)
¢« Thee too—thee too his cruel fate

“ From Miaon must divide!

“ To tend thy lovelier pupil’s youth,
¢ Do thou behind remain;
¢ Remind her of her Miaon’s truth,

‘¢ His constancy, his pain.

¢ Thou who hast form’d my Moriat’s heart,
““ With sweet and happy skill ;

‘ Obedient to thy gentle art,
“ And fashion’d to thy will:
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“ O still that heart, those wishes guide
¢ Beneath soft Love’s controul ;
“ Whate’er in absence may betide,

“ To shake me from her soul.

¢ Should ever, from that beauteous breast,
¢ Its fond impression stray;

‘¢ Should aught e’er chase the tender guest,
 With thoughtless mirth away;

 Then let thy sweet and melting hand
‘¢ On the soft harp complain,
¢ More skilful than the magic wand,

“* Awake the powerful strain.

 To call, like spirits from their sphere,
¢ Each trembling passion round,

¢ Its spellful potency to hear,
“ And sigh to ev’ry sound!

# The mournful sweetness soon will bring:
““ To mind her Mzon’s woe;
* And mem’ry, o’er the tender string,

¢ In faithful tears will flow.

2z
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¢ Alas, thine eye rejects my prayer!
“ O yet, let pity sway!
¢ Or see vain life no more my care,

“ Or now consent to stay!”

Distracted,—shock’d at his command ;
In vain all arts I try’d,

His cruel purpose to withstand,
And with him still abide:

In vain all arguments addrest,
In vain did I implore;

He wept—he strain’d me to his breast,—
But left me on the shore.

Sad, devious, careless of their course,
My lonely steps return’d,
‘While sorrow drain’d its weeping source,

And age’s anguish mourn’d.

Bereft of him for whom alone
Life deign’d to keep a care,
For him I heav’d the ceaseless groan,

And breath’d the ceaseless pray’r.
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I only liv’d at his request,
His bidding to obey;

And chear his Moriat’s faithful breast,
To wasting grief a prey.

From her fair eye to wipe the tear,
Her guardian and her guide:

Dear to my heart! but doubly dear,
As Mion’s destin’d bride.

O, absence! tedious thy delay,
And sad thy hours appear;
While numbering sighs recount each day

That fills the long, long year.

Yet not devoid of hope we griev’d,
For oft glad tidings came;
Oft our reviving souls receiv’d

The news of Maon’s fame.

The prince of Gallia’s fertile land,
To Erin’s throne ally’d,
Grac’d his young kinsman with command,

And plac’d him near his side.
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Together o’er the martial field
They chase the routed foe;
Fogether war’s fierce terrors wield,

And strike the glorious blow!

At length, to him the sole command
Of Gallia’s armies fell,
For now, his train’d and valiant hand

‘Well knew her foes to quell.

The terror of the Gallic arms
To east—to west he spread,
And, safe return’d from fierce alarms,

His conquering powers he led.

All tongues his prowess now attest;
Exulting Moriat hears;
The sounds bring rapture to her breast,

And music to her ears.

‘¢ Now, now, (she cry’d) what hinders now
‘ The work his virtue plann’d 2
** 'What hinders to perform his vow,

““ And free his captive land ?”
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¢ Ah Moriat! bright in every charm
¢ That Nature’s power could give!
¢ Ah, haste thy tender breast to arm,

<« Hear the dire news—and live!

‘¢ Prepare thy Maon to disown;
“ Thy thoughts from love divide;
““ The daughter of the Gallic throne
¢¢ Is destin’d for his bride.”

Ah sounds of death!——she faints, she falls!
Down sinks the beauteous head.,—
At length our care to life recals,

But peace, alas! is fled.

¢ Where now is Virtue?Z—where is Love?
“ O Faith! O Pity!—where?
¢ Can Mion cruel,—perjur’d prove, °

* And false as fondly swear?

“ Ah no, ah no!—it cannot bel-—
““ Too well that heart I know!—
¢ Alas!—now, now the cause I see

* Whence all my sorrows flow!
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“ Fly, fly Craftiné!—to thy Lord

¢ My soul’s entreaty bear!

« And O! may Heaven calm seas afford,

¢ And swiftest winds prepare!

¢ Tell him, it is my true request,

It is my firm command,

“ That Love, a fond imprudent guest,

(14
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*¢ No more restrain his hand.

Tell him, he freely may espouse
“ My happy rival’s eharms;
Tell him, I give him back his vows,

T yield him to her arms.

So may the strength of Gallia’s throne
¢ Attend a filial prayer,

¢e And force our tyrant to atone

¢

¢ For all the wrongs we bear.

Alas! I fear it will not be!—

““ Too faithful is his heart!

“ From vows so dear,—~—from Love and me

** He never will depart.
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¢ Tell him his country claims him now.—
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Even now, perhaps, his softening soul
¢ The fond ideas move,

And yield it to the sweet controul

“ Of—ah, too mighty Love!

Friends, kindred, country, honor, fame,
“ And vengeance are forgot;
And, with a fond, ill-omen’d flame,

‘“ His sighing soul is fraught,

O haste thee then, ere yet too late,
“ To shield thy pupil’s fame;
To snatch it from impending fate,

¢ And from impending shame!

“ To her his heart he owes;
And shall a love-breath’d wish, or vow,

‘¢ That glorious claim oppose ¢—

Tell him to act the patriot part
¢ That Erin’s woes demand ;
Tell him, would he secure my heart,

“ He must resign my hand.—
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¢ Haste, haste thee hence!~—tell him—yet stay!—
“ O Heaven! my heart inspire!
‘¢ O what—what further shall I say,

« His soul with fame to fire 2—

¢ Soft—soft—'tis mine!-—O happy hour!
“ It cannot fail to move!

¢ O blest be Erin’s guardian pow'r!
¢ And blest be patriot love!”

While thus the sweet Enthusiast speaks,
She seems o’er earth to rise;
Sublime emotions flush her cheeks,

And fill her radiant eyes!

In her soft hand the style she takes,
And the beech tablet holds;

And there the soul of glory wakes,
And all her heart unfolds.

““ *Tis donel—now haste thee hence, (she cry’d)
“ With this to Gallia fly;— )
** And O! let all thy power be try’'d,

“ To gain him to comply!
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‘¢ O fire his soul with glory’s flame!
¢ O send me from his heart!
‘¢ Before his country, and his fame,

¢ Let blushing love depart!—

** For me,—on duty I rely,
“ My firm support to prove;

¢ And Erin shall the room supply
* Of Mion and of love.”

¢ Blest be thy soul! O peerless maid!
“ Bright sun of virtue’s heaven!
“ For O! to thee, her light, her aid,

¢ And all her powers are given!”’

I went:—I bounded o’er the wave,
To Gallia’s verdant shore;
The winds a swift conveyance gave,

And soon to harbour bare.

And soon, at Gallia’s splendid court,

I lowly bent the knee,

While fondest hopes my heart transport,

Again my Prince to see.
3 A
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My hopes were just.—Sublime he came,
Array’d in glory’s charms!
1 panted to unfold my name,—

To rush into his arms!—

It must not be;—a close disguise
My face and form conceals;

No token, to my Mion’s eyes,
As yet, his Bard reveals.

Patient, as Moriat bade, I wait,
Collecting all my power,
*Till, to the busy forms of state,

Succeeds the festive hour,

The feast is o’er :—the light’ned board
With sparkling shells is crown’d ;
And numbers next their aid afford,

And give new soul to sound.

Then, then my harp I trembling take,
And touch its lofty string,
‘While Moriat’s lines its powers awake,

And, as she bade I sing.
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Mion! bright and deathless name!
Heir of Glory!—son of fame!

Hear, O hear the I\Iuse’s strain!
Hear the mourning Bard complain!—
Hear him, while his anguish flows
O’er thy bleeding country’s woes.
Hear, by him, her Genius speak!
Hear her, aid and pity seek!

“ Mton, (she cries) behold my ruin’d land!
* The prostrate wall,—the blood-stain’d field: —
< Behold my slaughter’d sons, and captive sires,
** Thy vengeance imprecate, thy aid demand!
** (From reeking swords and raging fires,
¢ No arm but thine to shield. )
“ Come see what yet remains to tell
¢ Of horrors that befel!
** Come see where death, in bloody pomp array’d,
“ Triumph’d o’er,thy slaughter’d race!
¢ Where murder shew’d his daring face,
‘¢ And shook his deadly blade.
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¢« Hark!—hark!—that deep-drawn sigh!—

** Hark!—from the tomb my slaughter’d Princes

cry!
« Still Attention! hold thy breath!—
¢ Listen to the words of death!—
“ Start not Maon!—arm thy breast!
* Hear thy royal birth confest.
‘“ Hear the shade of Laoghaire tell
<« All the woes his house befel.”

“Son of my son! (he cries,) O Maion!

hear!—

“ Yes, yes,—our child thou art!

“ Well may the unexpected tale

¢ Thus turn thy beauty pale!

“ Yet chear, my son, thy fainting heart,

* And silent, give thine ear.

¢ Son of Ollioll’s love art thou,
“ Offspring of his early vow.

¢ One dreadful morn our fall beheld,

*“ One dagger drank our kindred blood;

“ One mingling tide the slaughter swell’d,
“ And murder bath’d amid the royal flood.
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““ Again,—again they rise to sight!—
‘ The horrors of that fatal day!—

“ Encircling peril! wild affright!
“ Groans of death, and deep dismay!

¢ See Erin’s dying Princes press the ground!
‘“ See gasping patriots bleed around!
‘ See thy grandsire’s closing eye!
‘¢ Hear his last expiring sigh!
¢ Hear thy murder’d sire, in death,

«* Bless thee with his latest breath!-—

“ Tears!-—shall tears for blood be paid 2—
“ Yengeance hopes for manly aid!
‘¢ There—to yon tomb direct thine eyes!—
‘¢ See the shade of Ollioll rise!
‘¢ Hark!—he groans!—his airy side
¢ Still shews the wound of death!
« Still, from his bosem, flows the crimson
tide,
‘¢ As when he first resign’d his guiltless breath!

* Mzon! (he cries,) O hear thy sire!

-

*¢ See, from the tomb, his mangled form arise!
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“ Vengeance—vengeance to inspire,

“ It meets thine aching eyes!

¢ Speak I to an infant’s ears,
“ With shuddering blood and flowing tears?
“ Rouse thee!—rouse thy daring soul!

“ Start at once for glory’s goal!

“ Rush on Murder’s blood-stain’d throne!
¢ Tear from his brow my crown!
‘“ Pluck, pluck the fierce barbarian down!

““ And be triumphant vengeance all thy own!”

Ha!— I behold thy sparkling eyes!
Erin!—’tis done!—thy Tyrant dies!

Thy Mion comes to free his groaning land!

To do the work his early virtue plann’d.

He comes, the heir of Laoghaire’s splendid

crown!

He comes, the heir of Ollioll’s bright renown!
He comes, the arm of Gallia’s host;
Valour’s fierce and lovely boast!

Gallia’s grateful debt is paid;

See, she gives her generous aid!
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Her warriors round their hero press;

They rush, his wrongs, his country to redress.

But, ah! what star of beauty’s sky
Beams wonder on my dazzled eye?
‘What form of light is here?
And wherefore falls that softly trembling
tear !—
Fair vision! do thy sorrows flow,

To balm a stranger’s woe!—

Those dear drops that Pity brings,
How bright, how beauteous they appear!
The radiance of each tender tear

Might gem the diadems of kings!

Ah, "tis Gallia’s royal fair!—
Her sole and lovely heir!—
O Nature! see thy power confest!
See that dear, that beauteous breast
Beat with thy mystic throb!
Hear the big sob
Heave the soft heart, and shake the tender

frame!
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O bright abode of Pity’s power!

Sweet altar of her trembling flame!

‘Well (fairest!) in this fateful hour,
Well may thy tears thy kindred race proclaim!
Well may’st thou weep for Erin’s woes,

Since, in thy veins, the blood of Laoghaire flows!

Monarch of the Gallic throne,
List to my voicel—
An union that might make the world thy own,

Now courts thy choice,

See the bright daughter of thy love!
Yet unmated is thy dove.
Can that soft hand a sceptre wield 2—

Can that fair breast a nation shield 2—

No,—but with our prince ally’d,

Erin’s lov’d and lovely bride,
Then, our joint empire, how might it extend!
And wide our glittering standards be unfurl’d!
To our united poWer the earth might bend,

And our high sceptre, then, should sway a world!
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Thus, delegated, while I spoke,
My mandate to obey;
Swift on my words the Princess broke,

And rapt my powers away.

“ Never will I consent (she ¢ry’d)
““ To wear thy country’s crown;
¢ Nor ever be thy Mion’s bride,

““Tho’ splendid his renown!

“ Yet think not, Bard, my senseless breast
“ Quite dead to Glory’s flame ;
¢ Think not I slight a Prince, confest

¢ The favourite son of fame.

* Once, Bard,—I do not blush to own,
 The’ Gallia’s royal heir,

“ I would have given the world’s high throne,
“ A Cot with him to share.

“ But, when I heard the tender tales
“* His gentle accents told ;
““ How sweet a rose the royal vales

““ Of Fearmorka hold ;
38
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“ I shrunk from the ungenerous thought
¢ That might their loves destroy;
 And, in his dearer peace, I sought
““ To find reflected joy.

¢ Nor now could worlds my heart persuade
‘“ To be thy Mion's bride,
“ QOr, from his blest Momonian maid,

¢ His faithful vows divide.

“ But who art thou, whose wishes tower
** Wide empire, thus, to wield ;
“ Who, to Ambition’s haughty power,

“ Would Love a victim yield ?"’—

¢ O maid of Heaven!”’-—1I could no more,
For tears my words arrest ;
And joy the garb of sorrow wore,

Big heaving in my breast.

With rapture mute, the close disguise
Quick from my limbs I threw;
And straight, to Mion’s wondering eyes,

Craftiné stood to view.



THE TALE.

Forward, with lightning’s speed, he sprung,
And caught me to his heart;
‘While eager round my neck he clung,

As if no more to part.

Then sudden, starting from my breast,
His eye my form survey’d;
Its searching beams his doubts exprest,

And struggling soul display’d.

¢ And is it then Craftiné speaks?
( At length he fault’ring cry’d,)
¢ Is it that honour’d sage who seeks

“ His pupil to misguide?

¢ Can then Craftiné bid me fly
¢ From Virtue’s firm controu:
- ¢ And bid the breath of fame supply

“ Her empire in my soul!

“ Does the sage guide of Maon’s youth
¢ Now teach the traitor’s art;—
¢ Teach, with the smiles of seeming truth,

“ To veil a venal heart?
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¢ One lovely maid of heavenly charms,
“ Betroth’d, and won, to leave;
“ And, wedded to another’s arms,

““ Her generous soul deceive!

““ A double traitor shall I prove,
¢ And stain with guilt my name!—-
¢ Lost both to honour, and to love,

““ To virtue, and to shame!—

*“ No, royal Aidé, form’d to bless!
“ Thou would’st disdain the art;
¢ And charms like thine should sure possess

“ An undivided heart.

* Sweet maid! with each endowment blest
* That favouring Heaven could give,

¢ O! ever in my grateful breast,
¢ Shall thy dear image live!

** But further, by a form so bright,
¢ Had my fond soul been won;

“ Won by thy charms, thou lovely light

¢ Of Virtue’s sacred sun!
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“ To thee had changing passion stray’d
“ From vows of earlier youth;
¢ Thy bright example, glorious maid!

¢« Had sham’d me into truth.

<t Yet think me not, tho” true to love,
¢ So dead to virtuous fame,

“ To prize a selfish joy above
¢ The patriot’s hallow’d flame.

¢« O Erin! that I hold thee dear,
¢ This arm shall scon attest;
““ For now revenge—revenge draws near,

¢ In death and terrors drest!

¢ And, O rever’d and royal shades!
“ Ye dwellers of my soul!
‘“ Whose memory this sad heart pervades,

# With limitless controul!

‘* Bend from your clouds each radiant face,
““ While, firm as fate’s decrees,
I swear, the manes of my race,

“ With vengeanece to appease!
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‘* But Moriat!—never from my breast
¢¢ Shall thy mild virtues part!
 There ever shalt thou reign, confest

** The sov'reign of my heart!

¢ Say Bard, who thus thy soul has sway’d?
“ Who could thy sense misguide,
“ To bid me leave my lovely maid,

¢ And seek another bride?”’

“ No art, O Maon, sway’d my breast,
““ But Power the mandate gave;
** Deny’d my age its needful rest,

“ And sped me o’er the wave.”

‘ What haughty power could thus assume
“ An empire o’er my goul?—
“ O’er Love and Virtue thus presume

* To arrogate controul ?——

““ A power, to whom thy humble vow
¢ Ere long shall be addrest;
A power to whom thy soul shall bow,

“ And stoop its lofty crest.””
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«s Ha! tell me then,—who, who shall dare
““ To dictate to my heart?
“ To bid it from its wish forbear,

““ And from its love depart?—

¢ Earnest, O Prince! was my command,
“ And urgent was my speed;
¢¢ A mandate from thy Moriat’s hand

“ This fruitless voyage decreed.”

¢« Moriat!—away—it cannot be!
« Shame on thy cruel art!—
 Hence, hence away, while yet thou'rt free,

< And with thy tale depart.”——

*« Unjustly, Prince, am I disgrac’d,
« And guiltless do I stand ;

* Behold the characters she trac’d;
¢ Behold her well known hand.”

‘¢ Ha!—blindness to my tortur’d sight!
O hope! behold thy grave!—
* O death to every fond delight

* That Love to promise gave!
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“« Say, Bard, while sense yet lives to hear,
¢ Whence came this cruel change ?
< () what, from vows so fond, so dear,

¢ Could such a soul estrange?

‘¢ What happy rival, in her heart,
“ Now holds her Mion’s place,
‘¢ Who thus, with such successful art,

¢ His image could efface?”

< Mistaken Prince! no second flame
“ Thy Moriat’s heart can prove;
“ And it is only Mion’s fame

¢ Can rival Maon’s love.

“ O haste, (she ery’d) haste to thy Lord,
¢ My soul’s entreaty bear!
¢ And O may Heaven calm seas afford,

“ And swiftest winds prepare!

<< Tell him his country claims him now,
¢ 'To her his heart he owes;
¢ And shall a love-breath’d wish or vow

 That glorious claim oppose.
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¢ Tell him to act the patriot part
¢ That Erin’s woes demand;
* Tell him, would he secure my heart,

* He must resign my hand.

“ For me, on duty I rely
“ My firm support to prove,

¢ And Erin shall the room supply
“ Of Miaon and of Love.

¢ Tell him he freely may espouse
“ My happy rival’s charms;
¢ Tell him I give him back his vows,

“¢I yield him to her arms.

‘“ So may the strength of Gallia’s throne,
“ Attend a filial prayer,
* And force one tyrant to atone

“ For all the wrongs we bear.”

¢« Now Prince,—now judge thy Moriat’s heart;
“ Now blame her dear command;
“ Now, if thou wilt, condemn the parf

‘* Her patriot virtue plann’d!”
3e
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‘With rapturous wonder’s sweet alarm,—
With speechless joy opprest,
The trembling Maon reach’d his arm,—

And sunk upon my breast.——

Digsolv’d in the applauding tear
That heart to virtue pays,
The wondering melting crowd appear,

While on the scene they gaze.

Low at the feet of Gallia’s throne
The lovely Aidé bow’d;
Sweet in persuasive charms she shone,

And thus her suit avow’d;

1¢* Now, now a boon, my royal sire!
“ If ever I was dear,
“ O grant me now one sole desire,

‘¢ One fond petition hear.

¢ Let now the flower of Gallia’s host
“ Our Mion’s arm attend,
* And speed him hence to Erin’s coast,

“ His country to defend.
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¢ To tear the murderer of his race
. From his insulted throne,
¢ His wrongs, with vengeance, to efface,

“* And blood with blood atone.”

Propitious to the warm request
Of his enchanting child,
Her suit the royal Father blest,

And with acceptance smil’d.

Then rising, on the Prince she turn’d
Her more than angel face;
Her eye with heav’nly radiance burn’d

And beam’d benignant grace.

* Now go;—to Erin’s happy shore
¢« Direct thy course, (she ery’d)
¢ Peace to thy native land restore,

“ And o’er its realms preside;

“ And tell that sister of my soul,
“ Thy lov’d Momonian Maid,
¢ Like her, I strain to Virtue’s goal,

# On Glory’s wings convey’d.
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Tell her, though oceans roll between
“ Our shores, at distance plac'd,
Yet is she by my spirit seen,

““ And by my heart embrac’d.

And say,—when death dissolves our frames;—
“ When free to Alther’s wing,
And borne aloft on purest flames,

¢ Qur souls exulting spring:;

Rivals no more, we then shall meet;
““In air’s bright chariot’s move;
And joyful join in union sweet,

“ And everlasting love.”'——

'Thus while she spoke, tears dimm’d her sight:

Her cheek its rose withdrew:

And quick as lightning’s radiant flight,

She vanish’d from our view:

Mion, pale, mute, o’erwhelm’d, distress’d,

Had sunk before the Maid,

And, to the spot her feet had press’d

His grateful lips he laid.
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A while the pitying Monarch gaz’d,
And dropt a tender tear;
Then from the earth the youth he rais’d,

His drooping soul to chear.—

Now, snatch’d from every trophied wall,
Bright standards float in air,

And, to their Champion’s glorious call,
The Gallic Chiefs repair.

Fate wing’d, along the rolling wave,
Their ships exulting flew;
And Erin soon her harbours gave

To our enraptur’d view.

Then Retribution’s dreadful hour
Appall’d the guilty breast!
Stern frown’d the terror-giving power,

In blood and vengeance drest.

As when fierce NE1TH mounts his car,
With dreadful splendours bright ;

And, thundering in the front of war,
Sweeps o’er the fields of fight!
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Dismay’d before the withering God,
The routed armies fly;
Death in his arm, fate in his nod,

And battles in his eye!

So his bright car our Mion grac’d,
In martial charms array’d:

So his young arm, by vengeance brac’d,
Shook high its deadly blade!

Eut the soft muse, of war no more
Will undelighted tell:
She loves the calm, the peaceful shore,

Where gentler virtues dwell.

Haste we from the avenging powers
Of Justice and of fate;
Haste we to Fearmorka’s bowers,

With Love’s fond hopes elate.

Ah Moriat! how will thy soft breast
The mighty joy sustain?

Ah gently, rapture!—see, opprest
She sinks upon the plain.
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She sinks—but Love’s extended arms
From earth her beauties raise;
And Love’s soft voice awakes her charms

And cordial chéer conveys.

Speechless awhile, she looks,~—she sighs
Unutterable joy;

Nor memory yet a thought supplies
The transport to destroy.

At length, her recollected breast
Recals the Gallie Bride,
‘When shuddering, back she shrinks distress'd,

Nor seeks her soul to hide.

¢ Ah Midon! go! (she trembling cries, )
¢ Another claims thee now:
“ Go, go where fame with love allies

“ To plight thy nobler vow.”

* No, my soul’s treasure! never more
* From thy dear arms to part;

* Here will T kneel, and here adore
“ With a devoted heart.
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“ Ah, could’st thou think with empty fame
¢ Thine image to efface ?—
* Or bid me, with another flame,

“* This bosom to disgrace!

¢

~

Bright Aidé would with scorn have view’d
“ The wretch, to honour dead ;
‘¢ And shame and hatred had pursu’d

¢ This base and guilty head.

« Come, dearer than the world’s renown!
“ (And now, at length, my own!”’ )—

Come, with thy virtues gem my crown,

¢ And consecrate my throne!——

How shall the Muse the tale pursue 2—
‘What words her strain shall swell 2

Or paint to sympathy’s fond view
‘What language fails to tell?

Think all that Glory can bestow’
That Virtue’s soul imparts!
Conceive the nameless joys that flow

From Love’s selected hearts.
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Conceive the Patriot’s glowing breast
‘Whom grateful nations crown!
With virtue, love, and empire blest,

And honor’s clear renown.—

Here let me end.—And now, O Maid!
Receive the Bard’s adieu;—
Invoke the favouring Muse’s aid,

And still thy task pursue,

"Twill give new objects to thy ken;
Of care thy breast beguile;

And, on the labours of thy pen
Thy country’s eye will smile.

I came thy ardour to excite.—
Once more, O Maid! adien.—
He spoke, and, lost in gplendid light,

He vanijsh’d from my view.
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NOTES

TO MAON, AN IRISH TALE:

Note 1.
Shrin'd in the form of reverend age,
The friendly vision came;
Rob’d as of old, & Bardic Sage,
And took Craftin&’s name.—ver, 17, &c. p. 336.

CHaIRTING, a celebrated Irish Bard who flourished in
A. M, 3648. Vide Kearixg.

Note 1L
¢ To them the Muse of ancient days
¢ Avows the tribute due—ver. 17. p. 330.

The mention of the Muse, in this place, may appear rather
too classical, but the ancient Irish had their Muse, as well as
the Greeks and Romans, and her name was be~5ub4.

Note ITI.
When the dark blade, with murder keen,
Spar’d not a brother’s breast,—ver, 11. p. 342.

Cobthach, a prince of au envious and aspiring temper, repi-
ning at the greatness of his brother, Laoghaire Lork, then mo.
narch of Ireland, determined to wade through murder to the
throne. To eflect this purpose, he pretended illness, and was
constantly and affectionately visited by his unsuspecting brother;
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but finding that he still came attended, and, therefore, gave no
opportunity for the meditated blow, he requested a private inter.
view with him; it was granted, and the following day appointed
for the purpose; Laoghaire came, but found his brother appa
rently dead; and bending over him, in the bitternéss of his sor.
row, was stabbed, by the perfidious and ungrateful Cobthach,
to the heart. Yee Kraring, WARNER, &c.

Note 1IV.
Close by the murder’d Monarch’s side,
The earth brave Ollioll press'd,—ver, 13. p, 344.

Ollioll Aine, san to Laoghaire Lorc, who was thus murdered
by his brother Cobthach.

Note V,
Clasp*d round the dying Prince’s neck
His little Maon lay.— ver. 17, p. 344,

Maon, son to Qlljoll Aine,

Note VI.
In her soft hand the siyle she takes.—ver. 13. p. 360.

¢ Before the use of paper or parchment, the matter on whick
% the Irish wrote their letters was on tables cut out of a beech
¢ tree, and smoothed by a plane, which they iuscribed with an
¢ iron pencil, called a style; the letters themselves were ans
¢ ciently termed Feadha (woods) from the matter on which
¢ they were written, as well as because they were the names of
% trees; and this was the practice of other nations before paper
“ and parchment were discovereds”? Wamnenr's Hist. Irel
Int. p. 65.

Note VII.
¢ How sweet a rose the royal vales

“ Of Fearmorka hold,—ver, 19, p. 369,

In the west of Munster.



NOTES TO MAON, AN IRISH TALE,

Note VIIL
As when fierce N1t mounts his car,
With dreadful splendours bright.~—ver. 16, p. 381,

The God of Battles of the Pagan Irish.
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111 bedtia bpran tagh Tap cumn

O’pill Feapuy mo bpaain rein

T a rathall e €M o Snud
Jiri§ear na r3éala <all

U lasap Fhynn nap Sugll guc
Uno§ Loclann 1o ra Trard
Cav & an £aT viynn a éeylo
1 Zeabagd Fan baalao lann
o vo bean yoo ¢ na byers
M1 Subpad mipe o bean
O’rhedtt 30 {1alad the 4gcpé
¥t Sjubnad mipe bitan o’y
o noeaca an by um beat
Vo f1ajd thac Cutitasl e Folt

Ohapt mdf an Floh ol berS Tooy

Tan cotimrac ofbremngead teann

ThabaipT oo IQhainuy atith noy

Oaift an Lagthym opc a4 Fhinn
6 o chift map TA0IM anof
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Ri% Tonnbatic na ccotilann tead
Y zanrao 4 ceann fie na Copp.
Do 1ajo O_rcum 0 f10 Hug
CorrgIooya 1% 101e Tofic

Y clann an 04 Sothaipileqad Heds.
160 mo thuinoip rein oa ccliol
Do 1145 mac lusgdeach an a5§
Ri§ Fronn-toélann vl gan §0
COIVTLIO0 tpe & vom’ laptit

o va bpéavainn n1 buy md
Eatilam na husse ge teann

00 1149 D1apithud vonn Fan on
Coygread miye & von teid

o Tuscread ¢ein aift 4 o0
WIrhing oo Conmape 4 peip

AU Eaolan ra &1t a ceapic

R3% Tipe na breapa ngopm

Suf r3attar ‘1a ceal oln
berus beanna¥, beiyy budro
Do 1ijo thac Cutrall Tpuiodeany
Fdagnuy mac Wheror§ na.yluif
Coysreaora ge mofp a4 theany
T13I0 Da ety 1in an Ehan
Teannaro opca anafih a1
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Vieag an Shalainn ac pipe Woje
Yoo udoa pompa o Thdl§
2n ojoche yin ouinn 5o 14

161 Tnat tinne besd gan déot
Fleao, aZay E1dn cpdch 1y cénp
Ve bj aganm pein ¢i’n St

Khatt 10 DUIHH TON Dapa 16

To bracam na v107§ f1e popc
Ldejpge 13 Lodlann an 415

04 Tdgbail "pan Tprds§ pe’n nuy
Jomda coTdn jomda THIAT

Jomda 1314T, 11 lupead deapny
1omdd TAOjYead 1y mac 1905

111 ftarbe Ldoid Vb gan apm
Jotda clofdjot nooinclad no
Jomoa 1ol Da éupt fie cfiann

U ccat pujlteach Fhnm na brlead
VoL jomda yleday oy aft cconm.
Vol 101104 ann cloF4d CHudro
Tob 1014 TUAT aZut Ta

24nn pa dotinftac oft 1 ann

TOY o4 15 agut larc
Hotran Tal-gpene ne cpann
Diratal thinn pa 1€op a topeay
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141 0o {tocah Tipte "noip

Vap mo 0015 £a mop ameay
Horan dlnn pulang Topao
Biratac o1l hoip thesc omine
Lamic rudip an Typdl Spoyad
Tay 1 Detiead plopthatyead
AT cpomad a émn ‘pan ccad

00 tnn 5aé £larc thap 00 Teall
F1ah Eipeann Ha ccomlann cenliagod
brio ai yhudg innpe Fall.
Thatila mac Curitall na ccuach
le (9% loclann na pudg naig

Re ¢éjle aip Tougeym vludd

Och! 4 é}ém;@, Tpaal an odl.
Do Unneadatt Jndfieay ceann
To mad vedlia p1e 04 6110
Cothtac fugicead an oa (11§

Fa sonTad a mbpig va ccoly
Ceangla 1% Locland yan TTpeay
Re hac Cutitall na ccleay mboph
C1110n 4T et hop an TNIoH

00 Ceangall ¥ionn fie na coly
AUn 110 pajoear Conan maogl

Trolla 00 B qydth ne hole
36
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Cughgh1o vatit TOAZNUP na lann
V'3afirao a ceann fre o cotp

11 Brrunl parpic Datipa, na Faol
R10T a conajn haogl gan dejtl

0 Tipla mé po Fatanh Ehmn
J¥ redpft Iom ann, ha ga’o thein
O Tanla 1 ram Spayrud gém
V'nach peapna e paf ap rhlaic
Fudygéolao clyra dn bpém

U Lamh Tnéan na mop ccach

Tab oo oFa a FKATnwiy inH
PQaft facalp ylan 10° Tip Lén
Cumann, cadimeay aguy Jpad
o oo 114n abess pan brém.
Enercme 1 sugc 3o bpac

Un gen thajpipear-odil am’ Coptp
Tan buglle Tabainc av’ afard
Ustneach llom anbeapnuy OfT
Un cablach Tamy a TThard

Ho pliraf le ccuicy sach sléo
Chufaih a¥ gep Mo a yTarn
ba 114 D4 mainb, 1o o4 mbed

UT v duscyl cupur Thiny

3 Clet§ Cadim na mbeann mblasc
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la sai na gcéolan ya cell
Och! ba bimne liom an 14.

U% 111 DUIT pIEala T0 brdn

U Sleyug caonh; ap mboph TTHEA?
0o thac 13§ Loclann na 1163

Jp ©0 yan hamimnead an Thear.
Oatt va lagipe a Cleyrs a1o

Va4 berted ajpt TTHATE 0 Deay
UF eay Laoiaipe rieab-1Err
Uit an Brésm ba mép oo heay

T e Taojmye meata Fan Tlado

UZ 110 Dao1h 30 beay Mo pgéal
Ath ‘rurse san Cnadrl gan Colg
U3 efyrpedf e vono bap ccleatt.
U é-1-8-91~pt-1-3-h
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(118
taorgh na Tealga.

2% Phiopusg an ccliala TW an Tyealy?
% tiye Chalppumn na pralm pamh
Vo pomead an aonaq le ¥1onn

T 5an én neach ann o'1lanab ¢asl.
11 Sualay aherc an w§

U O $he na nznioth hgang
Joomr oumn v a can 30

Clonmay apomead 1€o an crealy?
11 Canamiaory an ¥hiah 5o

bpeag led mop pamlaifead niatih
te pipe “yle neapc afe Lam

Do Trgmaory vlan ay sach ghad
o fusg uaih clemeaé a ceilt
Te s binn 0o canajo prallm
Oob’ rhigunm§ na an Finin

it napr loca angliad $apg
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1hop 1w Aon ougne acenid

U Phaopugy Caommm 1 binne 1o
Ooly i na F1onn an aj§
Feap ap dajtis 00 brionnad o
Va mapedad mhac FNopNa medaft
1o Toll épdoa nat Capr yedo
o mac I dubne na mban

La0é 00 upead cark aip éedo
V4 majtiead mac Tanao Ha lad
Fear nap Tann ax cup an A
Oycap no mac Ronayn mn

Vo éndnan "pan Gl nidp fajr
Va tmajpead Feapiuy ile gmn
Feap 00 InJO pag ap an behein
1o Daijpre vhimnead gan o¥
Anzud oo Sty 1y Campes yeén
OVa hajjtead a0d bed mac £inn
Mo dolan Tinn hapt Eapt nead
Ho Conan maiol by an Fpuasg
Wopa e £ao) puann le peal
Abac beag oo b1 arg rronn
Chujpead Taé cionmn na a1 pudn
bmne Lom rofap a bejl

Ta Brugl oo Ciéape 11 oo Suarg
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P. lefg reaca a berc oa 1110th
U 1inc an 133 oob’ ghednp cline
$ell oon Té vo INIO Fal peac
Cnom oo Ceann i1 reac 0o Slan.
buail o’uy aguy vl oo depn
Cie1o 00N TE TA ot 0o ¢jonn
T 10 sun 16nINad leac a ao
T € pug buajo amp an bren

0. Uéon oé O mo y3eal Tntaf
191 binn Lomya guanm oo Floig
Tusle1oo grara ynj 4o’ ola
AT Fan an Ehan oo bes< béo
PO an ceannad 3o ajp V14
berc meayy 0o Clian thatt aTim
Tan B1a0 Tan eavad gan ypopc
San Bironnad o ap f«wop vajth
Tan gappa 4001 DA ¥TOC
San corhedoa popT na cuan
AU Bruap o’octray 11 00 OFF
OAiTIN DoD” 1115 1e 4 luach

P lejgean ojomanbaro 1y o
O1pih 1Moift ha TTHE Ay TTHEAND
Fronn na Blait "va ftagh va Tpeom
H1 condp fie 3 na neull. '
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€ o14 D0 éuth neam 1 Talarh
AUré 00 beip neapt na taod
Upe nutarg ao thaf ban

Upe 00 e HLAT na CCaoft.
AUre bein sealad 11 Fpjan

Uye bemr 1ary ait a nn

Wpe "1t TONTa 1 BLAT

Hion Bionann Tna< 11 euta ¥inn
Wi Deanath TOTA Ha HLIAT

T Tug mo vam-m5 a yusl

Y alp COPTae cofrpa lajch

2 cornath ¢1dC 'ra cup clto
U fainde aipt frant” a vels
Uit NOTaD meIng 4ol 11013
Wity 1T LITEI0UL asfr pHath

A comedo ¢dic a Topat $ledo
U Phadritg ca 1rab 00 V1a
THat Tamg an olay Taqr leap
Re mnaor 115 1oclann na tong
lept TUIT 10NN 10MaD 1a TTHEAT
Ho'n L4 Tammg Taglc mac THem
Eeapr e an brein oo Supp At
M1 led 135 0o TUIT an peatt

UT e hOrcat atheaty ¢aic
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Ho’n 14 Tammic Pagnay e
Feat borih 3lo114é 11 Daqt Sin
11 0815 D4 Malftead DO V14
$o éeujoeobaod le Fiana Finn
Uillean mac andomgrp thom
Re nodiiive Teainant ha TTHEAN
11 Lath atft Lajh 0o Sab O34
Ohol 04 filapady gIonn véin
Ay 1004 cleay sjom 11 led
Wrhaorols} fte v10% ¥rana pas
1 éuatay 50 nNoéanao ay
R13 Da néull-gun deany « Lath
P Ysupam o’ 10mapbaro-gac tionh
Apeancypt thaofl Ta Fan éeyll
AUTA D14 AL Death Na DA
1Ta an Ehra) uile paoipén
0. U Phavpusg Tnltad naft 10C via
Lu¥ na bpdan oo dap aig Fhion
I1 014 £Lé1m Da MHad anapc
To TTHotoread an ¢vlass va 108
Hh minge oprulang 1§ na brtab
én nead fiath anarc na nJulAry
San ouasyy apgio no i
o ‘TTuy 11615 50 mbenead buaso



0.
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U Phaopiurg oa mbeny’ Fan Céqlt
Y catiearn led’ Eleipr 0o accinn

113 Berc balall leabap bin

1la clog ha TTHAT ah Do Giit

Uy Binn leam a Besd Tead ait an brém
Ather1c an Trear ay ajlne* veald
Hac cupinn leat map Seatlugy dtuny
Clonnay TIONPIHNa0 1led an tyeals.
B Phaopurz $10 A0bap cads

bejTa tiorh anéuya napd
Wiceoprad Fe Tiopm 1a Hion.
Clonnay tnneao leo an trealy
la va fratbe Fraba ¥inn

Un Wltn 1M na plea ngéup
U35 mpT LIRS, "pag ol
Closrolon ceol 1° 4 bpohad peuo
O’ émpge 100 an rla amaé

Wip an braie nalash G
Chonaipic curge ann ta oo

e1lo &3 aip alemm luich

Thorpt curse yéeolan 11 bran

D0 1eJg reao offia aftadn

* 4jlne, properly pronounced ajlle.
9 H
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Tan £hior 00 Each 10 an dl
lean ra 1100 4n egljo thaol.

5 p1atb lery af mac an lugm
204 choih aguy € gem

Wi long na hejloe Fo 014N

Lo T'l1ab Tuslyn nHa 111an (€15
st Hool Vo1 eglfo’ 1a THljab
Fronh na D14 11 a4 04 chomn
Thop Bpreayad 06 vorft, 10 viafe
Caft $ab an pladh an ra ccnoc.
Vo Fa1b gronn yoip 1a tyizab
Jy a B4 chom v1ap ain lach

U Phaopurg nap bolc le via
Oatt TUZPAD an THIaft 4 cclit
Chualard Fionn 1 njope chian udsg
Tul anp buad an tocha vhésh
24nHn Do By an thacaoth mna
brhedfifia cijl va bpacaro vé
0o by a THuar map an Rop

T abedl aift D4t na ccaén

00 b1 a cneay map an mblach
14 leaca ban tmatt an ael.

Uit 04T an Okt by apolc

Wap peulcam reaca aflory oo by
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2 Phaopuyy oa braicgead avfread
00 Béanta 00 feapc 0on 1Hnaol
Opugoear Fionn af 1afiftad yzet
2 timaot Teitmh na ccliada ndip
Of1ovitaf e von oty §lom
20 bpacad Tu Mo choin 14 TOi ?
Unn 00 ety n brhugl mo ypeiy
11 vhacad mé 0o 0d chogn

% 11 na Feme gan Tlay

Jr meara Yom £a< mo Ful

AUn & 0o ¢éfle ruamn biy

D’ mean dlagh, 1o Do titac
Cead an AT 14 bpul oo édot
Wnoip ¢aoxh 1v djlne opieach
1o cpiead ar abrujl vo B1dn

B amni 6F na hoy mn

AUn péroim opuncact (ap ¥ronn)
Dubach liom oo berd map chim
a4t oin o By aip mo Flaie

Vo 11419 amoift Na Brolc yénh
Thuscith vom Lajm *pan Tyieab
T 1 M’ aobaq 0o HeT 1 bpéin
Teara napt ghulaing Eiop laoch
CuImm ons a 1 ha brhan

419
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Oehainne oo Tabaic Tap Ay
Thuyt fie Fanad na ppeab noran
Thop vhulamyg Eionn cuft va ngeay
Hoctay a cneay bo geal gle
Chuard 5o bppuad an loca Fnim
O’ phupdileath mna na mbay pnégd
0o éuancary an loch pa ¢y
1o £hals ye ann cliyo ha ceand
$o TTUF A LaINE TAP AJP

ThujT 0 alah na nJUAD noeany
Tat guai an gajnne Ta ay
I naime lery ceacc 50 byuad
Tat nnead peanop ciijon At
00 1§ na brian geap fetm énpuaf
0o Hidomaine Frana ¥inn

AUn Wiy 7hm na pluaf reits
A5 T LIcdioll 'rag ot

2% clo ceoyl pa Bpronad ye4d
Eigear Caojice 4 meary ¢ajé
O'grarnarl o apto 00 Tad peaf
Un braca mac Chuthall vheil

B burdean 11 na vleal rean?
eingear Conan mac Wyonna

1 éuala amh cedl ook’ aogbine
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P04 a Ta ¥ionn am 1inprao

Lo frarh a mbliadna a Chiolice
Iac Chuthalt ma Tearoard uasc
24 Chaojlte épuarl na ccop ccaol
Tabaympe oftam v0 tajmh

Ot ¢151n Caich ©o ber< va ey
Do bimate an ¥han ga Hndn

Ta é1onn ap 11015 BesC vap noic
Tur 1haord opuinn Fean Jape
Iy otyn) badhap oo ber acdol.
Ttuarrceott inn uile amach
bugdean éaliha na ccat cepuaf
Wit lop 4 chon agur Fiynn
Trslige Tnn oo bestiead buad
bhi ra 1 Caojlce aiy Tolip
rang1an 50 ol ant nodst

$0 Yhab Fuilinne o Tuajs

To Tougamar buaro an cich
Uthafica D4 TTUTAMAt WAD
Vet na fuag 1o & an 71'5111&?') !
A1 bpuach an locha 14 b1dn
T reancift mof 'pé 1jac

0o éuaomaft ujle na Dajt

I Cugppead grain A Taé reapd
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Charha loma 0o by cdn

U ccefleada $naor ya Fean
hearamuipne gup eapbaso bo
Thug At an Laoich Ber san épud
Tup an 1aygaine by peé

00 Tamyg accém le ppud
O'frapparmunne oon rheat) o
Un bracad ye laoich 50 nzost

I porre amach ap féol

€1lio 0F aguy D4 chomn

~ Hiofv 1taid Fionn D'ifieagiiad ate y5eal

Sutiab e gem wg na berad

Sun lejg le Caofite «a pan

U1 rean 1aca 00 b1 Dlan

U ccloy ouh) veanbaoh an vzl
Tuab e Eonn Fem by ann
lejgeamadso o Japca FHoo
00 Cugperd bioic ay saé gleann.
Oegpnige Conan thaol 5o boptb

Iy novay adoly 5o o1dn

00 thallajl ye ¥1onn 50 beay
00 thallas§ 1o pead an hidn
Oatipa mpeay sup cu Fionn
0o bamen an cjonn 110 010c
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Feu napt Haod anow no i

200 Fo1l mo §had "na mo Fnjoin

Iy & m’aontoct aip oo Sput

Tan o' Ehian ule BelT map Tiip

To noeanTa1n o fleas 1o lann

o cclarorm 0o leadc am Lap

O mapbad Cuthasl na ccliap

Re tmac Iopna na $Elat ndt

1 rhustmaorone a¥ att noOIC

Y4 brhust bed Binn 1y ©’a noedn
Ca0. Waft mber an cpuc 4 brusl Fion

Yxup pudan pid & map Td

24 Chonam thaotl Ta Fan deill

bremnye oo Béal 3o chajth
Opz.Crgior Opgan pear £a Teann

Yzuip oov’ éalgadc 1 ya thd

U Chondim thaol Targan ¢éiil

Haé pus béym anagaroh sleoro
Coty. Uy beax Mo rPe an oo ot

Uthic 01y ba hdp baory

T'nac pagh 00 harc abpeionn £émn

UF coxnNad a4 hép TO rMaory

Timne #ém 0o $njo an FHIOH

1 hrao clanna Daojyghe bo3
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be1d 0o 1hac’ O1yin 4D Vel
Troméatt leabai ban 11 clog
2 Or3alp ycult 00 00 §lon
145 cainT 00 deapbar 4 FHjo
Feudmaojone ay cothaipr C4ich
HeaniT ap Lamb aguy ap mbug
Togbay Opcafr a Feap lann
100 e Conan ameary Casch
Fuagpar cumapic agp an bhesn
It runca¥ pém ay pém by
Ro eiftse an ¥hiat) 30 Tafy
Ucors Orgain na napith nagg
Rogth o thac 13 Chonan thaol
Suft ceanglad vioh aguy pAT
O'prarfary Caogice an cieay geay
0o thac Cutiragl nap Cleat Tan

C40.C1a haca 0o Thudta 08
0o 1ill 00 §NE Mmapt atid?

¥in. Tngean Thujlinn (oo 11410 ¥1onn)
Seara am’ ceann 0o cuin 19
Oul ¢a bluad an locha fnamh
O’raiart an ¢hasl oo <ure oy
Han hiltmaocione plan on cenoc
0o 11415 Chondn nap Bolc méri
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To nberaro Juileann Tan mhosll
Wratt ccurd Fronn Nacpuc £ém
Chinmifeamar ano 14 mat
Chutteamatt 1514< £a0] 50 deay
Thlyab Tuinne 0 accudsgh
Tugad ¥yonn aim sudslyh reap
Wi 1ead oF naogoce 'rocc 14
Ohuwii) gan ppir todaylc na htam
To Tranic éugaimn amach
Tujleann 50 plap af an tah
Cuaé ceapnad aguy & Lan

Do By aldnh Fuilinn SO

0o thac Cuthasl napt 1halC ghe
Sup Coibifr 13 an copn oife

2t nOl DIF B0 4t aty cconn

Te na lusg aft £hoo 50 1ann
Taic a éput geim ra niath

U1 1 Da beran vna nead yeans
Léjgeatmaoto off ana oo
Yoo Sungerd biosc ay 4 gleann
2% Phaonurs nach pral £on mbrad
241 ccuala TU f11ath an Trealls.

U P-h-a-o-p-u-1-%
-1
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IV,
140190 an Fhd1§e bhoinb.

'Ta 1Eéal beag axum aipt Thonn
I $3EL nach ccuniesd a4 puin
Wi thac Cathagl ba has< 5o
Da cuthain vm pem’ vaofal
Vo bamarmne beagin v167%

U eappitad thic bobagp ol
Trg cuSamn ra 1€0l Taft leats
Un cuttad beas 11 bean ann
Ca0%ad 1aod dinn ythun 1

ba masC af ngnIom I apt HEAHT
it oapt DOEW at MaInx a0 chi
Thabamadn ap Jach cpjoch neatic
einteamioio ujle 5o vlan

AT Fronn na bElan agup Foll
O’rarcyin an cunayf b afro cém
Ta pén a3 pEoicad na TTonh
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Thott ghan an cuptach Tan Teay.
Tuqt Fab calad pan bponc ngnac
rihatt Do Tajtg At at) eayp

O’ enfe ay macaoth mna

Oob’ 1o0nann ofreac o1 *yoon $Hém
Oob’ rhéanft a mém na 4 veall
Un mEean TAINIC 1 CCéIN

Do baman vén normpe anh

00 tamic 11 pobal Thinn

*o0 beannar§ 11 50 Ftunn od
O’phtteagalt mac Cuthal nap Tith
$o hutial binn 1 a0 TOF

Yuigeay a berainupe Tholl
Uity Lajh Sery Ehinn thic Cutitagl
Taé aon 9j0b vo’'n 1HnNiol deanc
221t adedle niop Sustimead
Frapnaifear E100 ta veany opiead
Ca hajpto DO’ 1imaor Alayn uin
Ca Tpieab a TTangay a bean
Intyy 0o yEél 3o thajch dunn?
AUy mé mFean 13§ 1o Tuinn
Jnnéorad Fo cnugnn mo Dl
1ot £hdg Tip a Nadah Fpian
Hatt Jappar 1é1n 0o ghlach gal
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i 0o Tiubail ann gad pdo
24 mEean 8% ay thaich oealb
U 14 ra TTANEaIr 1 CCEM
Tabaip dariy e oy 50 veapb
0o Cuthagpc ofiT Oy Tu EI0nn
Vo 1aph {unn an macao mni
U pheabay haiplié voo H0ad
Tab o cutmac 5o ad Tpac
‘0o 11410 mo pi§ ba marc oy
I Cla TA0] aft 00 TH
Tabagin 0o cumaipc a bean
Wit gach geaft Da breugt 1 ccly
ATa f1oth e ioch oo timap
Laoé ay masc 501l ap mo lopg
PBac 113§ Voqcha 11 $ép apim
O3 ba hainm TQorspe bopb
Seara 0o cupieay ha ¢onn
To mbegpimn apt Ehiot 0o fal
Haé mbémnyy arge 0o 1hndos
Setr thard a njoth *pa 4gh
Vo 11410 Opgart 0o §1op thyp
Fean dorpgle ¥inne 3ad 1401
1o g0 bdjjieanh Eionn oo ferp
H1 fracea Tu qup 0o timdor,
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eipgior Orsat aguy Foll

bofib a4 ccoygatt lonn na ccas
Ha pearath 4 n3aft 0N THIOF
Eoi11 an breap mdf 'van bean
Ao &Maoro cufainh aift yoéuo
140¢ pa heud oy Fach a reat
U3 CEin ha LAIfFe FO Dlan

U pian a4 ‘nap Fab an bean
Clogao Tithlead ot 4 éeann
*Tan brean nape Sim yoo B Tnén
V' 514< jomlan By arg 4 Oerp
Opoim Lan a ccleay aipr an cclé
‘Oh4 thandon $aryrse 50 mhtado
"Ma peapath 1 ngablann apgérc
A neafic aft Farge, at $oil
11 aca geap thap v av &
Closdroth Tomceatiugl nagt $ab
bhy all aip Taob an ghige hdip
‘1415 T Cleay oy 4 ceann
UF Teal 00 1 ccionn an Tyl
Heull plaa, 1 1oys 10504
o an breap fah £a caomh cpud
41T 4 700aD, 1a Fedl a Deuo
LaarCe a4 yTéud no Faé ypud
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2Qafr TAMF an roéud 1 T
"t geap natt mind lejy an brém
1 pacay yatiagl an hin

Teaf 30 nusge 110 a ccé

on Tuinn map TANF 3 TTR
O'glappars mo 1135 ba mai cliu
1 airgeann Ttu a bean

Un & plo an reapt 4 dedp?
AIHIm a thesc Cutagl SHnn
U1 pudatt pot & von £hémn
Tapsero miyre 0o bitesd 1y

Cla tdpt 00 Tiere thm rhét
Ti3 an 1aod 10 ta marc Tlay
Re ¥10¢ "tte neanc o aft cceant
Jv ophlaoar§ nagm an bean

0o 11 'ngan 0o Faaluynn vhn
Thug mac OStina upndafr vlan
Lo c1d04 ha B1aATE D4 Flefs
o1 han an cundap By ojan
Va 1FERC 30 nNoeapina B4 Hlad
D0 Carg Opgart ba mdp peany
Y caotpeac Ddeany oa ldgh ¢lé
Re an thapb pe V'céuo an ghip
Q01 an béud o fore 1E
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2044t DO TUIT AD YTED 1a ey
Jompdideary fie eI, rre 1od
Iy o’ ¢d5aip gen bonb an Tdor
Cothjtac apt an ccdogao Lioch
RE mujch djotmpa pén ap oo
C40Fa0 Laod nat Tim ha Ol
Cép’ Teann 4 NFAITTe '1a TTHOTO
00 Feall a ccors e na L

0’ Ceangail Tri naonbarm 50 mbllad
Van jopgul pitard yul oo Uit
Cép’ volan ceangal cclyg ccdol
W3p Taé don ojob 1yn oo uipe
Flann mac Fdna cpltard an ciyp
Fuapa bdy e mop an céuf

1 11436 140¢ D4 TTAMIE ap

Tan a énear Best Lin oo énéuy
20an 'be1s an caoxao 1doé ganh
Ug Fabarl apm 0d 50 1801t
bhesgmion: 3an cabaip 6 neaé
Va bpdgad udin an ceapc e
0o bepead 04 bémn 50 meap

To olan am gad ean 0106 vin

0o besimaon uile yan udrs

Va behdfas uamn cotiac it
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Vo cuard Fotl an asno tinp

0o Ceaph an rhip ba sap ohd

Ci4 be &pedd 140 ann ym

0o ba Tapb a Fo1l va ngléo
bhavap a4 cclojorithe gan Topo
UT 1N4070€4D COpP AU $51aT

A CormalT cotialc ag ofy

11 pharceroo apy pem’ pae

O cofiépad e Foll ha hapun nass
e 13 Yoncha gep’ éay cpuard
Qg Tip J TTAINIC An bean

Reén’ Turc an reat I 1a ccaan
AdlajcTeaft nn 41§ an Cay

AN 1a0é paft’ Teann Tpeay 11+ FHioth
Cupicap ra bi1.dgao a théop

Eal Sip an ondip mo RI%

Véw curcioma an ghypt hdim

A Bopo an éuam, Thltaf an Céun
0o by mn§ean RyF 1o Tumn
bhadam 415 ¥1onn v an brém
1< blyadam oo FTholl agpm narg
Vo’n 1aoé vonth nafi TLAIT 1 ccach
11a e po deageor (nn

Va lergear a5 Frovn na belead
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I aTaift LEM L4 veapy 4 dneach
ot Bupiyre nead oitag 10 TpéN
UNOY & O’annarg mo épuch
Uy miche Dath yIup 0oth’ PEEL

'-5-é-a-1 b-e-4a-3.



THE

Prish ODriginals

OF THE

ODES.

I.
Ropyy Orgult tic O fie hu¥ data Fabpa.

einde Orzusp ehéil, a thip an éoyguip Spuard

le 0o bpatarl 415, bern neanc aguy buard

2% therc O1rin ha mbeymion, Sabajo trerre saca
comlonn

Ha peud oo théuo o'hoptlugnn, aip ¢achno 50
TTOMINI _

Tab biopoad 6n beld, 30 hOprgur thac Faptard

Ta Ryice ava a0’ afard, THaoid1d aguy Tanars

Johpars att thac Chopmuic, Jab ceanrata o
ccompac |

110 50 brailapt emc, le vo lead dubnurc

blato bpariieom 50 ouasbread, o <eanoasl 0o
épraorpach
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¥reagaift 140 50 Tarbread, 0’4 leadnsd, fos
 noipleach '
U 1h1c 111§ San Tarpe, BoFnId niothe aguy rofle
bud veapbda 0o rgeala, 3O meanmnach an-
Tabpa
U A01nflaT 5o nFalfise.claongoluat amerpge
'Y Coga0 11t AIIDE, TEa1 4 1karTh fie caipbpie
1o map Tushn 4 Teugle, F1on sup THOM 1) Tefie
Tabaip rdordead §o0ld, ¢ gach Ry 50 pojle
Tda 3abh opad uala, copsuin a tiste
U Ovzum e1ul £aa, Tappa aguy THjoTa
U Enagp 1v cdostie cpoTd, 8imE a oTtlip a ccata
lean le geIpy tho $0<a, atmets 1 Deang Daca
Déana mapbta opoma, b0 aip conrao zoile -
Cinn aip 0o T rala, *#3an Eronn «o” Jome
Ceannuy pon4 £iabalb, 0o leanay o’d5p5eala
Coraim af aguy aipeath, tabaip Fapnca «
~ Treatipar
To.arbiiydead anoipear, tudbaadadoo Cupap
00 datha ©’a namuy, cugp glatha da ccutmay
U Opguip épudach alumn, 615 50 yubal i~
/5] ' -
U Capa Dath Epeann, Lath ap Do Fntsy rifn-
dumn
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U Opzuin nad otug ercead, O COPTU hach
obTach

Cusft Topunan vo bratach, va nNangain o vo-
Strach

Enaod e 0o Lamne, o Tnéme oo bujlle

Oolat oy gadoune, oo’ laadrira'ncepruie

Tabaip giara opéang, Tab cewea nFabpna

ATAP Flana Danba, ofiT ag Japnyd cabpa

ASntuy 11 Aipoe molad, a thip Caltha na ccuttars

2% o1 Erpteannuyle, Tabam 18n aip phém Ulad

U £hlai na ylag podame, mad 0o luad i

€adjtaroe -

begpy leat 0o p5iat Copcpraroe, 4 thip na Tpesy
aThfiurde

0o yleata To nodinamg, le hafburd vo 6é1-
monn

0o élordtie 0 nojosunm, 0o claoidead breatt
népean

‘0o feplanna ©’a nibhalad, véan Tana da
Brlanasb
Vo §aty5e na plapadh, griearoarl 4o sy &4i18.
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1L
Royy Shoill mac Honna.

Ao argneach Joll, rearr coxad ¥hinn
1ao¢ leabay lonn, poghail nac Tym
Toll crucaé caoth, Yaop-emeach paad
Yaoninaoac 4 €aob, mapasge na ylaag
Aac POénna mean, ra cndda a Fal.
U i pa yean, reafr yemeamuil yin.
Laoé pémnoe tal, 1w Tile glop.

1 140b a dall, Llaoé 40boa thof.

s Tar 0o 0O, thapt TéJO a ccac
Rém glata 1401, ce mn a éneay.

U hén m mon, ‘ra ¥3ENH Tan Fpon
It vé 1 slome ophiop, orpe na Yol
Lhop lag a4 1amh, peap oéjogedl caonri-
Hacé Tonérgean D, a4 CCogad piath.
Op bappail beann, taqiftapy Oofic porm.
Fa heagal hinn, a Tagpa 10T Lhinn.
Te cnom a éhu, *pmac Toll um nio.
T1o mop 1 TpEE, 1A rluarg oo il
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Cajofieathh Na Nodsh, leadfiad ha 1653
Tonn rannge Snén, Foll meanmnad mon.
bud heagail duT a £hinn, laoc cinnte ceafic.
Eraoé tinllce a neapc

2% veyumre 130T, a rhinn an hwlc cawy
Wi Foll na by, athepse 1 Tary

Ty maing Tagtiay Iy, 4 cca n T
Flais gan gheall, gham céao aip ol
Lin hméao apt Teann.

oerym $110T a rhnn, cothasl 1 Feall.
T1E buan oo $oll, an rhiac, san rheall
Naignead o Tpom, Uoenym 10T 4 thinn
Ha oy noonn, 1O ar eagla Fusll
&e buan fie masc, 4 cca< ny 0o1s.
Jonnraritead 4135, ceanyalad 11013,
Uapral a fean, a4 emnead ny tion
Fajlceal an yeatt.

DOuapra na y3ol, opdetficead e yluirg
CToipbeancaé Tneén, copy cata 11 buan.
For rla €, ay pral lomldn da feic
Vomne 1na rhole, a4 bpuymme map Sajle
Jomlan a Copp.

Eine ta Eidy, bud coi ©’a Slyp.

Iy meanmnaé b1op, I pealbadé a FThiuy
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U1 sarygIoead unn, n1 brusl nid oy ol
M Ceqlym oniT ¢, 1 Terye e ha Tonn
Flagearigl 4 £héy. ODarieathusl a éneay,
L Toll na cliy, 11 vlm a TTHEAP.
LWileaca mdp, bponntad 4 dajl.

Congav4ac 4 Tredm. U rheany go bpuc 4%
Agur £10¢ a4 buanaiéo amp édch.

1imacad 1a40d, 11084 na 11505,

leothan af 4%, c1é0a na Enjoih, leabaitt 4 Lath
Clearc donuy baan, ronar na briah
BAoBAlac caom, jonfalad olan

€axnac 4 poa, buan plin an ghi.

buad cotitlann ajp, lejormeac a Sail

Yonay ta 1100, 1olay 4 deao

Culyod e lean, aip Fach Ttnéan va 1iEav.
Vo §nAT na $af, Opgan nNa ¢con

Ro §11.49 na mban, bjon vash hap 11

Flarg leaygac caonh, rlatélead Gyt

Feaft clyroe paojt, teat biiryce mig.

11a cepraotread coopt, leacan 4 lann.
Catap Foll, picaoiread Teann.

Tésg $rioc a Fuill, o 116Toa ftinn

R e 0o 1870 Tan thems, THian 1100410 & £hon,
i plap mo héD, Tnésgimye wgloch,
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Ohib a Theaptsury £hénl, 0o yIust tho $ntaim
U Cana 3an Cerly, 4 b&al Tana veany
U emead amp 16T, 00 ¢lu oy Ao,

I11.

DOy Wrac DAb1D Burb Wac Teattatlc ce
CINT, alft na repiobad aip lung 45 ool oon
Caypam.

beanar§ an longro, 4 ¢njorc a1,
LN THION an TONYO 1at Tift.

010D TamFI0l *naf cclett vap e,
Rofhainn mats pFEI BaIFIn Bin.
YiS1§ sambrion sarm va 1611
IME TaC husp amtiin ghuar.
Eiraod an eattar§ cuift aip cci,
Ohuinn 50 oul Tatt ceanalb cuan
Ooy§ me ¢am’ éat vo éup,
Re muf Te 11 ooy dam,
Krap $1ahbotad na yealy rean,
Theab na preab 1)"5ﬁ14nf‘11064é nglan.

3L
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Cuyfl me 30 yredarcant éum yeosl,

U Ohé, gan eapbard amp njugl.

& 1 THjon Tapb ghuarpuip hofs,
Re coip §loin o ceotrrugn ccign.
ROarC mo éopral arobread ayp,
Tayobpead a4 Tofad pa Taoh,

Long §eagac Hondg«d baan,

Ytuad Teavad Eondgaé ¢aoti.

Long Fan tliy a4 tTalatft apm,

Tan PCAT 4 peatath D4 yooph.
Teolcdi tpe Claft na ¢cean nxapb
POap Buoh 1Al hapb Taé glean Jofum.
The $manbat Facé Tuine opag,

Uimt graplaty e Tame an $aoc
Unieaoh Ta Cablad na ceniod,
Unmad a ¥10¢ 1v 4 1aod

Thopr ravup rojtennead Tnean
Romnhnead map ohitagdn ohiy,
bpieaclong na peolbnacad paoft,
Taob cneaclom opflatad G

L1} ohealbaé natpaé ngpiobad
Lhang beanbaclaé ffoctaé na cooly,
T'lioy ynapéaoth 1y Laodpad peans,
Ha tepaylaop noeany mbaoilach mbopb.
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Tiodlage v1m 4 1435 Da ftad

Taft U 11 548 170 buy leam
Tan baotal Tap bolgarb na Toon.
U not) yead bofroasb na mbean.

Un cabiran ceangall.

Deanmarg an longyro anonn Taf ydijle arg oul
bhacalaé Trumpad anngad lan chyoe,

An cfeacalad pglinyad pancaé lan cyoyrmac
POhapTad bponmtad cubantad dicearad.

TEh At 014 C{I0YT 00 D Pulding an pasy,

Hap bjuyiean oon bugom na (oon) lumg na
Brastim 5o bpdc.

bujllead maic $401<e 11 Tadroe 11 Tujlead *na
DeaTA10

O Siumparh Blyn baol $O TA0IH Da cruinne oon
Team.
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I.

Ua Tlapdm cecnie.

Yéach oftath 4 mEean €ofam, the 1 éag aft
na1thbeovard _

C1 170 1 DOIOEanTa ousbhys, 4 noméalca yaon
fugtbn

Ha baor map EAC 4’ 1 Eurne, péaé oamphifie
oy,

T suttab mmeheddca an nonead, a4 be ceméal-
T4 Cratbitead.

A1 £4D4 AN THEIMPE ATAIN 1ON, Tan Aifie 415
40Ntimaog opam,

2 tinah 11515 baytana bpead, o theaybasoys
I Wérgean.

R anabedinceannen opeld dun, aé anbuam
o4 beugl oruwin,
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Dul ta ¢1ad 1 E(ioé vom’ ceap, NIt £LHIOT o
111§ mo lejsear.

Coftatoe O le1101 ho TusT, 0o Tnéjgear Faé
0% opoersc,

Onc gép bropéaothap fre cad, 4 ghole thor-
38agal rhonblat.

Chaotbp, 131 a4 bpgatap thif, 00 fravay Tosl
ay TrOmMEnAao,

Cojthead mo {nosde e « Co1y, TUF me ducHs
te oinor

Rinvap nocoamatt 0o neqd, 4 cal pholciarat
rhamiead

24 1oy a noeapna dusc, pdncon yyb (Tfac)
Mo Tpeabluo

Ut ua an eIgeancaiy 10, 4 yeuad gnéfeal-
TA1r $Hranglan.

Cup afiy, pre THOMEMAD Te, Do Da lamm 4
ccugne a ¢éjle

U Spaoh phionpa arp 4 $narc geqn, naLronya
THAT &’ 1 Tindeall,

Re pors 1w mitye na mil, vin éugam an ac
uassorg,

2 é1ab phonehoload eangénuin, « béal byoh-
rhoclach balpum
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Tabapr apiy lead basy Bam, parcad voco
Alf 1o Bearlisth

A3 a0 00 flamntieot am Flajc, oon agtideom
a thal opdaific.

Da porc coympérd pe slomne, Tdg 1ad Tan ehoy
aonoune,

U Eul 1810 Tugclaodad Tpom, ap péad 3o
T10énamac opom.

Vo berk map poin bud bavdad, 11 ber vorlbyp
trognadad,

Fonn copimerrce ap noors, robmrie ¢niac
Aaf 1ao5oL

O by oo Feabam 5o Fftav, 10 atfitdin 4 mapram
oftaD

Ta pejn a3 an €43 bud Ead, na Léacd vo ycéyh
a0’ pCaTan.

Tul meallard perm am 4on, ha géaé aipe an
rrholT prjonclaon.

tuga yceal dune no oip, « Flome map néym
nuasoEHIr.

Qap 1o1n 10T Cran 1o cloy, ycéal neaminas
apt Haterrruy,

AN peap bud polativa poémh, riotade na
rrhead prhojlcnén
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Uit HE5abisl ©0 (014 00 bajl,) la E1SM fie Taob
Tobaipt

00 Deafic pan ynuc naft yeapb ppeab, «
éput a oealb *ya olanatil.

Tug 140 piocihan olasd, o baotinordeac
banathajl.

Va Iniyyr Lhmtinoloa £ém, sun sty Bimbpiota
DOIPEIN

2 pCaT 1Eé1m o 1ill an Kac, 0o B40) oY D4
jomflao.

Lo TTUF bay 0o Map dveITeat, Ta o Ciy 0’4
ceugthmtea,

Ha mealtap by ma vIn, ofT £, To Y-
$he ro1ly§

U rhoneholtad 11 yésh poéc, 0o 1cérti 1onNg
nTal eatoodt

Do D4 ¢ comban fie 1aof, 1oilsf 140, « bay
baftéaol

Tan oeanc n meanbpoycaé mall, *pan cit
Tatb-leapcad gedgiath

tolrg 1oy an Béal man fub, *pah od Fhuad
map IHem pamhpad

bafipt ha genaoh behice preacdta, pa Taob
170€ 1oINIonTA.
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Cho1ocde apiy N L€ ofica, Slaca mine méan~
cofifia,

T1ord feal thalla THAT 4y bub; pala reans-
tiralla yéangulb.

Puna Ty o0’ Ailneact LEm; o buajdpead
4 it nhiynérs

Vo &4 1y pobuana fiuth, 00 1Eanad Fac aic
onab:

Va meallta fte vilead na yal, i €100
Sab cladi,

Y0 nuap 1 ronnedllta 1%, 4 yTuad 1ol
neanta Yusthip.

TWrasnread 0a01b a dHedd nif, o o époroe
0 4 Cedpclit.

O’ n oo Fep SeapntaoSlac e, neambaofal
puIc an olifpérod.

T4 anTUAT T lem pugh, 1y vd mbe1d aonousne
40’ agaro;

h BT nac companad ciil, 4 Spu Slompanad
Tépobin.

Tugard ualh arpedd mo cnorde, a Eniy fro-
fiagpeqd amztioe,

U né phiopndn Fopm map §lom, 1w opm ne
tionindd réalard.

3™
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II.

Yileach aoneheatt Ju il Do £é1n e, "nua,
lag$in oom’ 1iot, _

Y teo 4 DaTTHiAh 1101 DIOH, NUAIL 4 PHTINIM
A1t 00 Cotirad Tom.

Y'neachca p1oparde, ‘suy & da profi-cuft, £401
Tlab g ehlomm

¥ 5o ¢rull mo $nddya, man BLAKK nan ajpinide,
At an oflofone.an dot.

'Yl me £heén nac 4 ceapact Fpné op, fad-
1£40 FHad tho chpojoe

T'had pagread 1€ na 9813 e, map Feall am
1haoim;—

taftatop Fép naé rrujlim LEm, ya reap 4
érar§ mo énogoe,

U nzleancan yletbe, *pme £1radv 0 aen-nead,
I 4 opacT berd na lusde.

Tatéinle mocead feafic, an tho pdca 1101,—

Y reatralb Exuonn téreroiy mobnon ganaoi;

"HMuain a rmumimye aipt a4 cupiparoe, "pa «
chal bpie.ad oon,

bim a FEnol am’ aonatt, 1t aF oynagl o THOM,
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B0 £1ad e perun, La an aonasg 5m’ buadar
o0,
Ty cotirad pertinde no Bersym, & Pplin na
rreaft;—
L A0 TEM DAl LLUIUMLEIN, ATUT AN PATAIT
A wagail,
Hogonoublamaoyy aft cclinya1oe, yul £a oTtéro
te anon.
Ce gup bolc letp &, molrad miye Tnido Mo
CH1010¢ 5 '
Ce guq bole ley €, yurore mé le na Taorh;—
Ce gup bolc lery &, wile a Tpayh oy lip a
étoroe,
Va f1ealc an cprolajy, 4 mbéal a4 pobajl, 1+ Tu
breord mo éoroe.
Va4 914 O)l1y cfredd Do DIONLAD, M4 IthfeanTu
uaym?
it eolay cut vo Trge aguth, ¢uth o TINIO ha
o Clajo:
T4 to DAo1 1£a0] leatiom, aguy mo thiym
1401 B10n ;—
T4 mo $aolca 50 Mof 4 LLeIpg Jom, aguy mo
THad brao vamm.
TarmiyT air mo 1ille "prrop cooal me néall,
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& a pmitneath oTra, Céad $1AD; ma iadg
‘ an ofode 4 peift;
Fa01 o Sappardeye, b0 vjulcs me an dotiarn
ujle §o letpr;—
Ya épaectim ctlianta, cap ay 4 c‘cuban#ara,
00 leabatt a mbpesg ?

Il

U mbpreatanh 'y an émnd rhaolparg na Ttipo-
rhlar cla

bachuy gan épeacht, 1+ Féan thu a Tpicho
aip ccal

U chanard na ccliap 0o piapaoh Dasr 30 hin

Thon bamtreabach an ¢éile Fup eas Tu 4
Theam e bupe

Ay oubach o Braire Tradatinaro 1an vo cuth

Wplan ha oTnéao budh Faolthap casl 1y cla;

bud agac pam an vaporlart Yedan ve
bunc \

T30 Oin-mdn & Trizall pe T4 an 140 ya Rap
v el
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Un plalgeatt rasm 1 Léapt 00 Tusgeavhgach
clyy

Utan Tac DAH bud TNAT ley emead 1y cli

F141% épice vail, ‘yna Rajy ad mimgo aip cchl

OTiall anbay ampt hedan thac Choipnerl biape

U leac aTa av Fea-chlyo amp 813 uip chu-
mayars Bpéaoh

2AUnn ald B périmeativgl, 1pdinc, chlub g1ag
axuy Raw

J¢ leat abess pléfoeamuil cemmeaminl mafy ap
tollay 0o chich

'Ysups aift 0o Talpgioh 5o Lieteathall Ta plés-
truft chonhat aft 14

C14 00 Cusprieear clusttinoe na RAay ast yiubal?

C1a bEaprgay buagoh.an chupnars, 30 connache
19 bamyt Fach clia

C1a beatipay chuiamn le cuthay an plica on
Lutham

0 péag udrn comneat ha cugoeichtan Yhedan
ve bunc .

poLlarc mon beir ceannay a ¢l 'pa pponc

I ann 00 Lin halla budh gnach aceay 11 nu-
aroheachc-céol

Hilah droacaalgamyspeavar§rmacy budm



454 1RISH ORIGINALS OF

Te mo chipaoh beactach an yoidfomhaticach «
Besth na lurghe a nounmdp

POo Féap chatha an T8 0o Cuip an bay ant ccil

O 1813 mip 50 c&m clad go clip na Wuman

QU ach sup &ag vamn an geat péimearht
Yeaan ve bunc

11 beanpach Vi €uvbapo copi-nérg @o an
placa ap yiubal

T ceap 415 Sach maticachd ¢l na Watiran

Theade le na neachftasoh $an Seapan ramn

Ta am5100 $an allay le gagal a TTUAIMH

Tht gean abacadh nuai nach tmapean azan
Teaan ve blinc

Yeachc ccéav péag Tan b1érg 11 va rhichioo
Al TSy

To ceant a T'é, 00 fleif an Dica nuadh

0 teache thyc D& vafi pdefad o cham an ubasll

Loteatanlae pltarg éag < aVhedamovedipe

Uy oubach an Green club a3 caomedovh o ba-
ra15eaoh <u

Uzur reach na Tipe choohche an phipach
chiain

Ta an plagaoh wippihc 10 105« mo chitad
tan oan
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Uzuy v cunimpogaoch 1indra oo nimyé a
Y héaan ve banc.

1V.
Eamonn an énuic.

24 chisl dlugnn peay, ha behammib cceanc,

Ir bﬂeabﬁ 140, ‘pay Tlay 00 fajle!

Y50 brhuil mo chproohe ylac da 1lap, map &
toigerohye,

te blaoham Mo £ada 4 il leat.

Oa vEwEiny1 o chéanc ber yince leax,

Iy eaopiom ‘ray veay 0o Tiubalrumn!

Y50 nérgram gaé rgajwc 4% Ealod lem’ featic

Wi chosllti§a’ yFarpe an opyuchta!

Y30 oentinn e a bean, ce mof & vo thear,

It nasp liom Tu pom’ ohiulcaoh!

Ce oprdg TU e Fan ylamce afam!

Y3an 4T na coir 4y mo fiubalca.

T oana mo ta, *pno ghdceach mo $adh,

Lnavholl! ma Bionn cu piubal leam,
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€amonn an chnuic ata aZao anm,

Y ar vaett anosy ann a ohachajoh

Yaim’xbh ta chumann! *ra $pad ach noume!

AUn Toallea yeal bon Futain leam?

4t a brafmaosy 30 vertinn ceol aFut 1mpc,

Jr varle na bpeap artipaoh. ‘

Caopra cujlinn, patia afuy bolatr,

blaca aguy dlay na nablagh.

Planoa oon vuglleabap £lynn aguy Sofamn,

Uzuy pdprach 3o mulla slayme. |

YVa Bab chneayoa chaostitt Do PaIfc ledam na
r3aoil,

¥ 50 vhatineainn an TA01o) 4D SEIEPT

¥y mbréatips leam o tean, indoh gedl na
bpean! ' ‘

Ha an dpup na ndoth "nudp-€agrumn!

Ochl 1y TLAT lag Do Bim, “pmo Tlamce
04 yhfoheth,

te spdoh ceant Don 1iNi01 o THéYE me.

*¥'50 bob’ djllomda thaofoheam: achylanleat
athaom!-

O oprazbary me ap OIS na céflle.

Y00 Beah) 4 leabap $an brierg ousc le £6n

To noéanyuinn vo <ofaoh aip chéao bean.
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V50 trachramn leac anonn Tafr THéNHUIL ha
TTon, ' |

Y50 TTressruIn an oomat 50 1814t opnc.

Whatt anoaft Tu an am o nélooh Tu lear

I onérch mipe rann Fan éreeache,

raneperncangleann, Tanémym, gantheabas

401 $eaa na ccftanh ath’ acnafi.

Yamys lag, 1y 1’ chporohe Ta an chhead

"V ay veptinn nach Tap ohath pdeyomn!

1e homancajoh peanc vo Plip na mban,

T a piob thap eala ajpr aenloch.

2% oldosle vae CONTa cayoq,

Tlhomach yhayroa cridebach!

Vmap a bzafe me o cheatic besd vinte leat,

It ©éyrinn Fup Fap antéug ohari.

V.

Thug me an chudic 'roob’ artneach leam,
M aprcean ‘e ajp e o 1abargl,
A uaArs Mo Caftad 100 hedaftals 1in fad4afic

1ho 7l
3N
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111 bruaite the afam ‘pihe ralcadh na noeof
3o hi,

Ach cpuadh leac dhangean aipp leabajoh na
cpé froéutiang,

T Tpéan o labaipc, pe mearaim nach clyy
nape,

&1 bodT rEarce me a cojlleay o ¢al baspe,

it pran, il peanago, il salpa coTpom-érdice,

le heuy ta ccafran, N0 yFaftad na ccompanacd.

0o leun! mo deacarft! mo 1illead! mo buon,
1’ tho ¢prad!

200 Seol-épiare tinlip! 1o Binneap! mo .a1o-
bryoy odin!

Cia Torgread i duine berc aip buslead, no a
bpern thap Tagm!

o véofta 1ola 00 flead 4o’ ves§ Fac 14,



THE

Prish Otiginals
SONGS.
L

U ad leam Tpat arm blac na pmne
Snders an amoip 11 1agaIfead

Ysupab 1 pug bappt 4 ccal '1a TTUIZYY
Ui thnalh bpe dod glice na cciyzead

C1a be 5140 na haice 0’a010ce *v00 16

T3 baoFal 0o alturppe Caoroce no Hjdn
W1e an pIoFuIn TréNh Iy a0ibne mén

T3 cGl na cepael yna bpamms

U Ta01b matt ael pa piob map Fé1y

T a TNaot map THem an cratiiao

- 1aé Tapard von Te vapt Feallad mats yppie
bherd acire Feuy na ccamdlaos

WU ruac ‘ray vanm oo pijoTe Teanatigl
Ay aluinn veay oo pulilay

Te éumm Taé 14 415 cach va 4y

Tup pamneac cay oo éhlcay
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Tiuo matt 4 desum ley an S15timao) fénn
"bhrust 4 5101 11 v binne ma ceol nanén
it prany no Fpreann vap yiuaimg cean
Hac bpurgcean Fo cmmnve 4 Jpaery,
UlTb na yelto apy oluitdeay dead -

3 cul na cepaeb *pna bpdmmg

810 1ontiugn Liom pem <u

Yoapastn oon pxéal ac odleamry

San bpérg oo flamzce.

—————

IL.

Ce be 1ha bEugl 1'e anodn oo

2 1arh 0o besd a0y ha ceanty

Rdearuim prem nach eagal biy vo

To bitd< no ann « HEo bert T

U cal oear na tbacall gdmnead g1onm

U Coms thapt edla a3 Pham asft an TTunn

L1140 aguy vrésr von Taprnaro; Iiasble ferni
1 Cheallard

Deuo ay verre aft leagad an apup cmmn

Yol céol pap binhe 4 peolad an ousne

Haé ap b80l Db Tusgye 4 pad an Faé cém

Ta gpuaro mape Ropy an ofycle
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Ut buan na Sothanpa an lte

2% 1015 ar Mine flajre BLAT na an éprdeb

T'e pejpt Fac ollath molao éhif il néjll

To ccuipfea na cofifta 4 collad le paniuc besl
6L atipuy yom ann. U Payi-labpach binn
AéT Slcap Unn F0 SHIND 0o flamce Lém
Ovéagavaft na Mnha manta

Ui a TTRACTAIOIY aty DOtHA O 17
LWearum naé rut na naJT ann

UcT POable le cliu ann Tac cém

AUnpace g4é oume a ccaifeact 'pa ccéjil
AUy agthan oon rhile apifal On oéyp

Ciil na ceraeb 11 pinne, 1abna TTéad ay binne
V'nuad na gerre sile 4 bpdsge "pa tdeb.

Thl aen va brere, nad wonfancad a gléar!
11ad néimndioiy séilce ambagifia ha copded
Va4 ©8& naé 181 vo an Sopmeal

Lan oo yperr a leymb

V'1ay peanp e 1y cargyy ©0 Nasrun Jaeoeal
T'1 ay dejre cora bopa Llath aguy béat

Pérte nor3a 11 £OIC 4 £ay le To péqt

Ta an bame 1o liny

W papugad tucc gunn

Fapdogobrua me antall. ap dthap ljomé.
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Inean Tagy ha mbancdch 1y dilne na ladsge
bruacc

0o priotiusl Solla D4 épjoé ab iy THIO «
thyieatha nuay

Vot T{A01 Da TTAFMAD Hodn bo ber nodsl na
mbaih-noéTe 4t cuimc

00 hadorcrean leatia an Talleagan gaqr iy
TUIh 4 Eudoa tap’

Ta caolfr aip layad daporhuil na ¥Vibusyead
Déanta 1o Faaro '

Aguy on Liod meat Conall Cedpnac cup ap
daa 10 efunt udp

*Vgan bpdon poo’ §aol niy Tame a blagd Cdonh
Na méuft lag wac

0o pogpuil Cholla Mognard lonna & Faedeal
$lay oo Fludiy

Ta 04t ha heala cclooidn fre b&o iy na ccaon
Aypann

U leaca §lom na horg-mime w pndy onta
bpdon 4 pay

Taé planpatteal oq connoliote Lotiygaolice
raontan Tla



THE SONGS. 463

T'5ac frabpad Teay oa béol cadih oLoireas
1M pdojne Oon thbay

Ta veafisiuil Ceant {101 RO1E asut théncholly
an 195 cug banp

TanyeanFavaifipad Fac ndplargoon pdrindnta
thaorcHl HLas

Ay vealbach obp1ofad améop WinH aip ol
1101 le praonad i

Y sadthind) usle ayp i nalite 6 Briordcsb go lan.

e —

A
bean oub an gleana.

Abracad T NO 4 cclrala TU an pTualfie OOV’
alle naoy?

1 ngleanca ouba “yme 1n waIgnioy, Fan yuajti-
n1oy ©0 14 na ©’610ch’,

Peilin caorn an Truantoiry 0o buaift the ‘oo
Breovars o chiogoe,

2o beanacht ghen o buanle) Ta vl anccuan
{10 be 4rc 1 mbyo

UTa e yIobita abponta 0o chom yeany
100 thala chael
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Yoo berlin TAnupd £401 110 Na 14011 D0 Dean-
rach b1z,

Do chiob at gite rar mbe, 1004 4N 1ioda 'pnd
cluth na néan,

Uy buafica cpardte bitnpe "nualft ymacmm
411 PIanun 184

U nuaip deapicay 100 TEFE me, le Fép peapte
D4 FNAQ) 104 ¥Na.

W mona chocha glefeal, a4 Défo deat, 14
olaol-gholT oifs,

b4 Tile 4 dfieach nabem‘ope chuip liechia
a FOoe ajp péooh,

Yna blanao Min ha cclienpiops le ap Tfio-
chaoh na mijlce Ttnéon).

AUplup na mban, na TREIZ Mme aip biedlach le

~, v4InT 04 yodit,

T an chliu gan théay, ganbéapra acho blaevhea-
ﬂdCh’C 1w bfm;bhean 1 sleo,

] rcmm toToR ' 1577 1) 011 eachta bieaga gaoohelse
ohusc ojohce an ghothain,

Yoo ysiusoruin yoqi na ¥ erne 5o lecheanc
¥ha thileaoh .

e
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