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MEMOIRS OF MISS BROOKE.

To descend to posterity with honour, and have a name inscribed in the annals
of fame, is the earnest desire of multitudes, but the lot comparatively of few. The
great mass is soon forgotten, and their memory perishes. An elegant sepulchral
monument, though loaded with the praises of the deceased, soon ceases to interest the
spectator, and being so common a thing is regarded rather as a proof of the wealth
than the virtues of the man.

A good and benevolent tenor of conduct will make a person remembered in his
circle during the continuance of that generation. Deeds of public virtue and prowess
will be objects of national applause for the same space. Extraordinary actions which,
affect the destinies of a kingdom will give a place in the page of history, and secure a
lasting remembrance. Such as have been benefactors, not to their own country alone,
but to mankind, by the alleviation of human misery, by putting a stop to a general and
long continued course of injustice and oppression, and by the introduction of
principles calculated to augment the sum of personal and social felicity, will justly
possess a wider extent of fame, be celebrated in every country as the friend of man,
and descend from age to age with undiminished praise. By those who have attained
the first rank in learning, or written books of superior excellence, a renown as
extensive and as durable will be acquired.

Biography has always been highly extolled. It has frequently been compared
with other kinds of composition, and pronounced peculiarly entertaining and
instructive. The utility of it has been even ranked above the advantages resulting from
general history; for the aim of all history should be to describe and exhibit persons
impartially as they are, that goodness may excite admiration, and vice abhorrence.
Upon this principle, individual representations are obviously superior to general and
aggregate. When the attention is attracted and confined to one particular object, the
view is more distinct, and the impression is more forcible. Expansion and division
weaken: multiplicity and variety distract. This may be judged of, says a masterly
writer, by the feelings and operations of the mind in the contemplation of other
things.— "When from the summit of some lofty mountain, we survey the wide
extended landscape, though highly delighted, we feel ourselves bewildered and
overwhelmed by the profusion and diversity of beauties which nature spreads around
us. But when we enter the detail of nature: when we attend the footsteps of a friend
through some favoured, beautiful spot, which the eye and the mind take in at once;
feeling ourselves at ease, with undivided, undistracted attention we contemplate the
whole, we examine and arrange the parts; the imagination is indeed less expanded, but
the heart is more gratified; and pleasure is less violent and tumultuous, but it is more
intense, more complete, and continues much longer; what is lost in respect of
sublimity, is gained in perspicuity, force, and duration."

It is remarked by our celebrated moralist, Dr. Johnson, "That there has
scarcely passed a life of which a judicious and faithful narrative would not have been
useful." If such a remark is generally applicable, much more is it appropriate to
persons of profound sagacity, brilliant imagination, amazing fortitude, quickness of
perception, and strength of intellect. And if the history of such persons be executed
with fidelity and skill, while it exercises the judgment less severely, it will fix down
the attention more closely, and make its way more directly and more forcibly to the
heart. But it has frequently been observed, that the lives of literary characters are
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enlivened by few incidents, and therefore seldom afford any great scope for
biographical remark; for variety of action is not to be expected in the closet, or in the
privacy of study: a simple narrative, therefore, of their writings and opinions is all that
we can hope to find in their history. The life of the late celebrated Miss Brooke
particularly exemplifies this observation; for in the retirement which she loved and
courted, and the tranquil labours of the closet, there is little room for the display of
individual character, however great the abilities of the agent, and however important
the effects of her literary exertions on the age in which she lived.

Miss Brooke was descended from one of those families which heralds
pronounce ancient and honourable. The family derive their name probably from
Brooke in the County of Wilts, of which they have been possessed from a very early
period. The pedigree is regularly deduced from William de la Brooke, who lived in
the reign of Henry IlI. anno 1249, and whose descendants were ennobled as Knights,
Baronets, and Barons. Sir Basil Brooke, of Madeley, in the County of Salop, Knight,
who married Etheldred, only daughter of Sir Edmund Brudenell, ancestor to the Earls
of Cardigan, (son of Sir Thomas Brudenell, Knt. by Elizabeth, eldest daughter of Sir
William Fitz-William, of Melton, in Northamptonshire, ancestor to the present Earl
Fitz-William) was Sheriff of Rutland in 1558, the last year of Queen Mary's reign, and
Sheriff of the County of Northampton, in the 6th and 20th of Elizabeth.<1> One of his
descendants, Sir Basil Brooke, Knt. settled at Maghrabegg, and Brooke Manor, in the
County of Donegal, and was an undertaker in the plantation of Ulster.<2> He married
Anne, daughter of Thomas Leicester, of Toft, in the County of Chester,<3> Esq. and
dying 15th July, 1633, was buried in St. Werburgh's Church, Dublin, having issue, Sir
Henry, of Brookesborough, in the County of Fermanagh, Knt. and two daughters.
Which Sir Henry personally served for many years in the wars of Ireland, as a Captain
of foot, and in other stations; and during the troubles of 1641 preserved the town and
county of Donegal. He was three times married, and had several children, from one of
whom descended the Rev. William Brooke, of Rantavan, Rector of the Union of
Mullough, in the diocese of Kilmore, who married Miss Digby, of an ancient and
honourable family long seated in Ireland.

This gentleman was a person of considerable talents and amiable worth, and
elected a member of the Convocation, proposed to be held about the beginning of the
last century. His conduct in life was upright, conscientious, and steady in private,
friendly and affectionate; in both, pleasant, amiable, and conciliatory. He had issue
two sons, by Miss Digby. Robert, the eldest, was a man of excellent understanding
and affectionate disposition. He married his cousin, Miss Honor Brooke,<4> daughter
of the Rev. Mr. Brooke, a younger brother of the Rev. William Brooke, of Rantavan,
by whom he had four sons and one daughter, viz.

1. Henry Brooke, born November, 1738. He was originally intended for the
church, and had received an education suited to that profession. But from an extreme
delicacy of constitution, he was obliged to relinquish the design, and direct his
attention to other pursuits. He was the intimate friend of the celebrated John Wesley,
Rev. John Fletcher, the well-known vicar of Madeley, in Shropshire, and several
characters in the religious world, with whom he frequently corresponded. He married
in April, 1767, Miss Anne Kirchhoffer, daughter of Mr. Kirchhoffer, who kept an
eminent furniture warehouse in Dublin; and by this lady, who died in February, 1805,
he had eleven children, only three of whom survived him—a son, called William
Henry, and two daughters, Maria Jane, married in July, 1794, to Isaac D'Olier, L.L.D.
by whom she has issue a numerous family; and Theodosia, married in 1810 to F. H.
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Holcroft, Esq. by whom she had one surviving son. This lady died in March, 1813.
Mr. Brooke departed this life, October 6th, 1806.<5>

2. Robert Brooke, who early in life embraced the military profession, and went
to India, where he quickly rose to the rank of captain. No man ever made a fortune
abroad with more deserved renown or greater purity, than Captain Brooke did in
India, where his military talents and conduct, and. his inflexible integrity had been
frequently ancl beneficially called into action. On his return from India, in 1775, he
built the town of Prosperous, in the county of Kildare, and was the means of
introducing and establishing the cotton manufacture in Ireland. But his patriotic
exertions to promote the interest of his native country, in the genuine feeling of that
public-spiritedness which he eminently possessed, proved the ruin of that fortune
which he had so hardly earned, by well-fought battles in his country's service. In the
year 1788, he was appointed governor of the Island of St. Helena, and was shortly
after raised to the rank of colonel. This situation Colonel Brooke filled for several
years with considerable advantage to the settlement at St. Helena, and to the East
India Company, till declining years and growing infirmities obliged him to resign, and
retire on a pension for life. He returned to England, where he lived respected and
beloved, and died at Bath in the year 1810.

3. Digby Brooke, who followed his brother Colonel Brooke to the East Indies.
He was a young man of very promising talents, amiable disposition, and a remarkably
expert engineer. He had hitherto succeeded in his prospects beyond his most sanguine
expectations; but having been directed to blow up a fortification, he was rapidly
executing his orders, when one of the mines which he had laid for the purpose, did not
explode as soon as expected. After waiting a few minutes longer, and impatient for
the result, he imprudently entered the fort without adverting, to the necessary
precaution of cutting off the communication between the mine and the train of powder
by which it was to be set off; almost as soon as he had advanced within the lines, the
explosion took place, and he was blown up amidst the undistinguished heap of ruins.

4. Thomas Digby Brooke, a young man, whose mind was vigorous and ardent;
sanguine in all its pursuits, and wholly intent in carrying them through with success.
He possessed some abilities, and translated with elegance, while he retained the spirit
of the celebrated Madame Guion's works, particularly her Short and Easy Method of
Prayer, which he published in 1775, and the memoirs of her life, in a large volume
octavo, which appeared some time after. He married Miss Agnes Kirchhoffer, sister to
his brother Henry's wife, by whom he had issue a numerous family. He died of a
putrid fever, in January 1786, universally lamented.

5. Miss Sarah Brooke, a young lady of the most amiable manners and
disposition, who married Francis Kirchhoffer, brother to Mrs. Henry and Mrs.
Thomas Brooke, by whom she had issue.<6>

The second son of the Rev. William Brooke of Rantavan, was the late Henry
Brooke, Esq., the celebrated novelist and dramatic writer. He was born in the year
1706. After receiving the usual preparatory education at Dr. Sheridan's school, he was
entered at an early age a student of Trinity College, Dublin; and from thence removed
to the Temple in his seventeenth year. There the engaging sweetness of his temper,
and peculiar vivacity of his genius, caught the notice and esteem of almost all those in
London, who were themselves remarkable for talents and for learning. Swift
prophesied wonders of him—Pope affectionately loved him. Thus flattered and
encouraged, he returned to Ireland, to settle his affairs and be called to the bar.
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The illness of an aunt whom he tenderly loved, cut short the paternal caresses
and welcome, and hastened him to Westmeath to receive her last adieus. This lady,
who had always been passionately fond of her amiable nephew, evinced in her dying
moments the most implicit and firm reliance on his honour and worth. She committed
to his guardianship her daughter, a fine lively and beautiful girl, of between eleven
and twelve, but slightly portioned, and therefore in still the greater need of a
protector,—and then died in peace.

He escorted his mourning ward to Dublin, where his father and mother then
were, and placed her at a respectable boarding-school. Here she improved in beauty
and accomplishments: the visits of her guardian were frequent, and love stole on their
young hearts, unperceived by themselves, but plainly apparent to the school-fellows
of Miss Meares, whose observations and raillery frequently drew tears of
embarrassment and vexation from her eyes. She complained to her cousin but he was
too much enamoured to discontinue his attentions and she loved him too much, to
sacrifice his company to prudential considerations. A clandestine marriage was at last
the consequence; upon discovery of which, they were again married in presence of his
father and mother.

By this lady Mr. Brooke had a numerous family. But of all its honours, only
two branches remained of this venerable trunk—a son, Arthur, who died a captain in
the service of the East India Company, and a daughter, Charlotte, the subject of this
memoir, who inherited a large portion of her father's talents, and was one of the
brightest literary ornaments of this country. She was the well-beloved and flattering
child of his old age; and spent the latter years of his life

"To rock the cradle of declining age."

At a very early age Miss Brooke gave indications of an uncommon capacity,
and discovered that love of reading, and that close application to whatever she
engaged in, which marked her character through life. Mr. Brooke observing in his
amiable and ingenious daughter an excellent capacity for learning, gave her all the
advantages of a liberal education. From his society she undoubtedly reaped many
benefits. He was a man of genius; and his tragedy of Gustavus Vasa, is deservedly
estimated "one of the foremost productions of human powers." To impress us with an
idea of his virtues, we need only read his works; for he was what he there appears to
be. The leading features of his mind were benevolence, meekness, and faith; for his
country, patriotism to excess; and for human kind, that ever wakeful regard to the
interests of religion and morality, which delighted to employ itself in seizing or
creating opportunities of advancing their cause.

These sentiments were early instilled into the tender and susceptible mind of
Miss Brooke by her excellent parent. He had formed a plan for her education, with an
unalterable determination to pursue it. In this plan he proposed to reject the severity of
discipline; and to lead her mind insensibly to knowledge and exertion, by exciting her
curiosity, and directing it to useful objects. By this method, Miss Brooke's desire to
learn became as eager as her parent's wish to teach; and such were his talents of
instruction, and her facility of retaining it, that in her fifth year she was able to read,
distinctly and rapidly, any English book. He particularly attended at the same time, to
the cultivation of her memory, by making her learn and repeat select passages from
the English poets.

During this period Miss Brooke's attention was almost equally divided
between her books and a little garden; the cultivation and embellishment of which
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occupied all her leisure hours. Her faculties necessarily gained strength by exercise;
and the sedulity of a fond parent was without intermission exerted to add to her stock
of scientific attainments. He also taught her the rudiments of drawing, in which she
afterwards excelled. The quick and early improvement which she made, was an ample
recompense for all the pains that had been taken with her. The accomplishments
generally attained with labour, expense, and waste of time, seemed with her the mere
amusement of a few spare hours, and acquired with little expense, or professional
assistance.

It has often been observed, that where nature has bestowed great powers, the
love of fame burns with a proportionate ardour, and that the exertions of men of
genius are both called forth and rewarded by the admiration which they naturally
excite. The observation has been made and received with greater confidence, because
the characters which confirm it are by nature prominent, and press themselves on our
regard, while those which contradict it delight to retire from public view, and do not
enter with their proper weight into our considerations. But an attentive survey of life
will discover many who, though distinguished by their powers and attainments, do not
seek for happiness in the applause of mankind, but preferring a calm repose to
turbulent enjoyments, decline the honours which are placed within their reach. To the
number of these is to be added the subject of this memoir. She was modest and
unobtrusive, and is described by her intimate friends as a person of a studious and
retired character, whose life was a life of incessant reading and thought. Her industry
was great; and her love of literature was the result of disposition, and not of
submission to control. Books she had always at command; for her father, who
contemplated with delight the progress of his daughter, with a wise liberality allowed
her unlimited credit on his purse. But of this indulgence, as she knew that his finances
were restricted; she availed herself no further than to purchase such books as were
essential to her improvement.

Her ardour for knowledge was unlimited; and she was much distinguished at
this period of life by the elegance both of her prose and poetical compositions. The
early productions of persons of eminence have an interest which is independent of
their merit; but the loss of some pieces which Miss Brooke wrote, when very young,
is lamented by her friends, with a warmth of regret which only uncommon excellence
could have excited.

If Miss Brooke's literary acquisitions be compared with her years, few
instances will be found in the annals of biography, of a more successful application of
time and talents, than she exhibits; and it is worthy of observation, that she was not
less indebted for her attainments, to her uncommon industry and method, than to her
superior capacity. The faculties of her mind, by nature vigorous, were improved by
constant exercise; and her memory, by habitual practice, had acquired a power of
retaining whatever had once been impressed upon it. She seems to have entered upon
her career of study with this maxim strongly impressed upon her mind, that whatever
had been attained, was attainable by her; and it has been remarked, that she never
overlooked, nor neglected, any opportunity of improving her intellectual faculties, or
of acquiring esteemed accomplishments.

To an unextinguished ardour for universal knowledge, she joined a
perseverance in the pursuit of it, which subdued all obstacles. Reflection and
meditation strengthened and confirmed what industry and investigation had
accumulated. It was also a fixed principle with her, from which she never voluntarily
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deviated, not to be deterred by any difficulties that were surmountable, from
prosecuting to a successful termination, what she had once deliberately undertaken.
By a regular allotment of her time to particular occupations, and a scrupulous
adherence to the distribution which she had fixed, all her studies were pursued
without interruption or confusion.

Some years prior to the birth of Miss Brooke, her father removed to London,
where he renewed his intimacy with the belles lettres and their professors; and wrote
his poem of Universal Beauty under the eye and criticism of Mr. Pope, who
prophesied the expansion of his genius and fame, from a beginning so wonderful in so
very young a man. Soon, however, he was obliged to return—family affairs demanded
his presence. In the course of a little time he went a third time to London, where his
company was sought with avidity by the first characters of the age. The amiable Lord
Lyttleton soon distinguished and cherished a mind and genius so similar to his own—
Pope received him with open arms—Mr. Pitt (the late Lord Chatham) was particularly
fond of him, and introduced him to the Prince of Wales, who caressed him with
uncommon familiarity, and presented him with many elegant and valuable tokens of
his friendship. Here, flushed with ambition, glowing with emulation, and elevated
with praise, his genius soared to its zenith, and snatched all its fire from the altar of
Apollo, to animate the foremost production of human powers his tragedy of Gustavus
Vasa.

"Though in this play," says his elegant and accomplished daughter, "a candid
enemy could have discovered nothing exceptionable, yet government took offence at
the spirit of liberty which it breathed. They closed the theatre against it, but could not
prevent its publication; the press was still open; and his friends, enraged at the
treatment he received, took the management of his tragedy into their own hands, and.
subscriptions poured in upon it in such a golden tide as exceeded his most sanguine
ideas and hopes."<7>

It was about this time that the act was passed for licensing plays, of which the
first operation was the prohibition of Gustavus Vasa, which, having undergone some
alterations, was afterwards acted at Dublin, under the title of The Patriot; the next was
the refusal of Edward and Eleonora, offered by Thomson, the poet.<8> The
opposition of government, the exertion of Mr. Brooke's friends, and the publication of
his play, noised abroad his reputation a thousand-fold, and confirmed his confidence
of success. He took a house at Twickenham, in the neighbourhood of Mr. Pope's, for
the advantage of his intimacy and friendship, furnished it genteely, hired servants, and
sent for Mrs. Brooke, who followed him immediately to London.

Thus every wish was gratified, and every prospect smiled; in love and in
friendship, in fortune and in fame—all was flattering, and all was gay. But this bright
sky was soon and. suddenly overcast. Mr. Brooke was seized with a violent and
unconquerable ague; his medical attendants gave him over, and. he was ordered, as a
last, but forlorn hope, to return to his native air. He did so, and recovered, promising
immediately to go back to London, and resume the society and advantages he had left
behind. But unfortunately this design was never put into execution; nor could his
friends ever draw from him the true reason of a conduct so very unaccountable. To
some particular intimates, however, he acknowledged his motive; it was this:— party,
while he was in London, ran extremely high. The heart of his beloved patron, the
Prince of Wales, went with the people, of whom he was the darling, and detested the
venal measures of the ministry. Mr. Brooke was thought to have an eye to this in his
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play of Gustavus Vasa; and that was the chief cause of its being persecuted by
government. But his loyal soul, conscious of its own integrity, was irritated at the
undeserved treatment he had received; and openly avowed his resentment. Soon after,
the King broke publicly with his son, and the Prince withdrew himself from court, and
publicly professed himself averse to a ministry which he looked upon to be enemies
both to Country and to King. The breach grew every day wider, and it was feared by
many that a civil war might ensue.<9>

Mr. Brooke, who was passionately attached to his Prince, had his ears filled
with exaggerated stories of the injurious treatment he met with, and was supposed too
tamely to endure. He was enraged: he openly espoused his patron's quarrel, and
determined to exert all his powers to thunder forth his virtues and his wrongs to, the
world.

Mrs. Brooke, aware of the imprudent zeal of her husband, and trembling for
his safety, was terrified at his resolution, and dreaded nothing so much as the thought
of his returning to London; the very mention of it threw her into tears and all the
agonies of despair. In short, she at last conquered, and prevailed with him to lay aside
the lifted pen, to dispose of his house at Twickenham, dismiss his servants, and
determine to remain in his native country, safe from the rage of party and all the
dangers of ambition. In vain did his friends, on both sides of the water, remonstrate
with him on the madness of relinquishing all the bright prospects that smiled so fair
and so flattering before him. They could say no more to him than he was conscious of
himself; yet in spite of all that his friends, interest, or glory could urge, he still
remained in Ireland,

Against his better knowledge not deceived,
But fondly overcome of female charms.<10>

During this period of his life, Mr. Brooke kept up a constant literary
correspondence with most of the geniuses of the age; but unfortunately all these letters
were consumed, with many other valuable papers and effects, by an accidental fire.
Two of them from Mr. Pope are particularly to be lamented. In one of them he
professed himself in heart a Protestant, but apologized for not publicly conforming, by
alleging that it would render the eve of his mother's life unhappy. In another very long
one, he endeavoured to persuade Mr. Brooke to take orders, as being a profession
better suited to his principles, his disposition, and his genius, than that of the law, and
also less injurious to his health.<11>

Wearied at length with fruitless efforts to rouse the slumbering genius of his
country, disgusted with her ingratitude, and sick with her venality, he withdrew to his
paternal seat, at Killebeggs, near Naas, in the county of Kildare; and thus, in the
society of the muses, and the peaceful bosom of domestic love, consoled himself for
lost advantages and disappointed hopes. An only brother whom he tenderly loved
accompanied his retirement, with a family almost as numerous as his own; and there,
for many years, they lived together with uninterupted harmony and affection. Here he
devoted himself wholly to the muses, and to the cultivation of his daughter's mind. At
that period Miss Brooke astonished every beholder by the facility with which she
acquired information on every subject. She excelled in every thing that she attempted.
It was in the retired scenes of rural life that she first showed an early taste for poetry,
of which some specimens remain; but I believe she destroyed most of the effusions of
her youthful muse, when an acquaintance with the works of Shakespeare, Milton, and
some other English poets, gave a different turn to her thoughts. Her greatest pleasure
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seemed to be reading, which she would pursue with unwearied attention, during so
many hours, that her parents have often endeavoured to draw her away from her
books, as they feared that such close application might injure her health. The sciences
and modern languages were not neglected. She likewise studied geography and
astronomy with great assiduity. But her attention was chiefly directed to English and
French. From the latter language she found great pleasure in translating, which she did
with great accuracy. It was that practice, which, by giving her choice of words, and
facility of expression, led the way to her becoming an author.

During Mr. Brooke's residence at Killebeggs he wrote several of his finest
tragedies, and formed golden hopes of their success upon the English stage, from his
interest with Mr. Garrick, who professed for him (whilst he lived in London) the
highest esteem: but here he was greatly deceived; for Garrick was no longer, as
formerly, his friend. In 1774 he had pressed him earnestly to write for the stage, and
offered to enter into articles with him for a shilling a line for all he should write
during life, provided that he wrote for him alone. This Garrick looked upon as an
extraordinary compliment to Mr. Brooke's abilities: but he could not, however, bring
him over to his opinion, nor prevail with him to accept his offer; on the contrary he
rejected it with some degree of haughtiness, for which Garrick never forgave him. He
was then in the full and. flattering career to fortune and to fame; and would have
thought it a disgrace to let out his talents for hire, and tie himself down to
necessity.<12>

The Irish stage was still open; Mr. Brooke tried it, and was tolerably
successful. The Earl of Essex, a tragedy, acted at Dublin, and at the Theatre Royal,
Drury-lane, with considerable applause, gained him great reputation. The
representative of the Earl, during the run of the piece, being in conversation with Dr.
Johnson, was loud in the praise of Mr. Brooke's sentiments and poetry. The Doctor,
who had neither seen nor read the work recommended, desired to be furnished with
some specimen of its excellence. On this Mr. Sheridan repeated the tag at the end of
the first act, concluding wits the line,

Who rule o'er freemen, should themselves be free.

This mode of reasoning, observed the Doctor, is conclusive in such a degree,
that it will lose nothing of its force, even though we should apply it to a more familiar
subject, as follows:

Who drives fat oxen, should himself be fat.<13>

"So happy a parody," says a late writer, "ought always to attend the crambe
repetita<14> of the Earl of Essex." Mr. Brooke, indeed, when he re-published his
play, took care to change the line at which the ridicule had been pointed.<15>

This was an important period in Miss Brooke's life, on many accounts. She
now frequently enjoyed the society of several eminent literary characters, by whom
she was favoured with particular notice; many of whom regarded her intellectual
powers and acquisitions with unfeigned admiration. From her local situation, she
enjoyed many advantages in acquiring useful knowledge. These opportunities appear
to have been duly appreciated and improved by her. Music, drawing, and painting in
watercolours, engaged her attention. She spent much time in reading; at once
gratifying her thirst after knowledge, and acquiring important and useful information.
By this means she extended her knowledge of the world, and acquired that variety and
depth of erudition, which justly rendered her an object of admiration to all who knew
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her. Moving in a distinguished sphere of life, her family connections, and extensive
acquaintance with persons of exalted rank and eminence in the literary world, added
great lustre to her merit, and set it off with every advantage. She was admired for her
personal charms; and she possessed all the graces of the most polished manners, and
the most engaging address.

The British theatre was, perhaps, in the fullest blaze of its lustre and glory
about this period. Garrick, its grand luminary, and surrounded by some of the
brightest stars that ever shone upon the stage, was then in the zenith of his reputation,
and of the talents which produced it; and Miss Brooke was just at the point of age
when the magic of such a constellation, with the unrivalled sun in the centre, beamed
most powerfully upon her fancy. Borne away on the wing of enthusiasm, she
prevailed on her father to introduce her to the private acquaintance of those whose
public display of a singular and happy genius, had excited her plaudits and won her
heart. Of a glowing fancy, amiable manners, and gentle address, such a character did
not find it difficult to gain the notice of the lovers of the drama, who, like herself, had
paid nightly homage at the shrine of the British Roscius and his satellites.

There is, perhaps, nothing so full of charms for a warm juvenile heart, nothing
that so kindles imagination into its richest glow, as the representations of the theatre.
We transfer the generous actions and great achievements of the hero and heroine from
the supposed real and original actors, to a person who only studies them by rote, as so
many lessons to be performed. We are disposed to believe, that those who can
attractively pronounce sentiments so elevated, and deliver themselves in language so
eloquent, must be the very models of perfection. We can, in early life, scarcely
persuade ourselves that such gifted beings are of mortal mould: their very robes, their
looks, their attitudes, become consecrated; and when we are first admitted to the
delights and distinctions of conversation with these high and privileged orders, we
feel ourselves alternately enlarged and diminished in their presence: we experience,
perhaps, a sensation somewhat similar to his, who for the first time, is unexpectedly
granted the indulgence of a private audience with the mighty potentates of the earth,
after having seen them adorned with all the insignia of royalty, and seated on their
thrones in a magnificent apartment.

Under such dangerous influences, Miss Brooke courted the acquaintance of
those mock monarchs of the stage, who had assumed the regal honours for an
evening, and whose wonderful exploits reigned completely paramount in her vivid
imagination. Her rage for the amusements of the theatre soon carried all before it, and
would doubtless have proved her ruin, had not Mr. Brooke hurried her from a scene so
destructive to the happiness, and so pernicious to the morals of the youthful mind. In
after life her sentiments respecting theatrical representations were completely
changed; and I believe she never entered a play-house for many years before her
death.

Miss Brooke's life affords little scope for narrative: it passed on in a tolerably
smooth equable tenor. This was a blessing of which her pious mind was deeply
sensible: she was always "thankful for days not marked by calamity, nor blackened by
the horrors of guilt." But Miss Brooke lived to experience a severe affliction, which
was extremely distressing upon many accounts both to her and her parents. Ever too
sanguine in expectations and projects, generous to profusion, and thoughtless of the
morrow, Mr. Brooke's hand was as open as his heart was feeling: no friend passed
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him by uncherished—no distress unrelieved. In short, he was compelled to mortgage,
and at last to sell,

—the fields
Of known endeared idea.

He left the country, and rented a house and domain in Kildare, where he
resided for a few years. But his heart still hovered round the scenes of his happiest
hours; he left Kildare, and took and improved a farm in the vicinity of his once loved
habitation. This, however, he intended for a summer residence only; but was
afterwards obliged to settle entirely there, on account of Mrs. Brooke's declining
health, which did not permit her to return to Dublin. Shortly after, the spirit of this
amiable woman took its everlasting flight to the mansions of felicity and eternal
repose; and with her all Mr. Brooke's happiness, and the better part of his existence,
fled; for his intellects never after recovered the shock of this separation, after a union
of near fifty years, enjoyed with a harmony of affection, which misfortune strove in
vain to embitter, which no length of time could satiate, nor anything interrupt but
death. Mrs. Brooke was a woman of the most elegant manners and refined sentiments.
She was favoured with a strong, comprehensive and active mind; and having had a
good education, her genius led her to the paths of literature; but this did not prevent
her from paying a diligent and exemplary attention to the duties of domestic life, and
she was much respected in the characters of a wife, a mother, a friend, and a mistress,
by many persons who were strangers to her literary attainments. She was well
qualified to educate her children; an important employment, to which she devoted
much of her time and care.

From the letters of Miss Brooke to her intimate friend and correspondent, Miss
T——, I learn that Mrs. Brooke was a woman of extraordinary piety, and a patroness
of the Methodists. She was also herself a Methodist, though against the judgment of
Mr. Brooke. A disease, at first painful and lingering, but at last acute and mortal,
infested a considerable part of the valuable life which she had spent on earth. By the
comforts which the Gospel of Christ is calculated to afford, the pangs of disease were
alleviated, and its protracted pressure was softened by Christian resignation. In this
mighty struggle she exercised a remarkably striking patience; and mildness endeared
those features which disease had invaded. Cheered by the animating prospect which
faith discloses, and resting her salvation on the merit and sacrifice of her Saviour, she
found herself equal to the last conflict, and fearlessly beheld the yawnings of the
grave! Under an accumulation of bodily sufferings, but with the most wonderful
tranquillity of mind, her spirit left this world to join that innumerable multitude before
the throne above, who have washed their robes, and made them white in the blood of
the Lamb.

Previous to the death of Mrs. Brooke, the loss of a favourite child (the
seventeenth deceased) gave a severe blow to Mr. Brooke's constitution, already
weakened by long study, and beginning to bend beneath the pressure of years. The
agitation of his mind brought on with extreme violence a megrim, to which he had at
times been a little subject from his youth; and the death of his wife completing what
that had begun, reduced him for a length of time to a state of almost total imbecility.
The care of the physicians, indeed, in some measure restored him; but still the powers
of his mind were decayed, and his genius flashed only by fits.<17>

This indeed is too evidently perceivable in those of his works which were
written after the powers of his mind began to relax. In the latter volumes of the Fool
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of Quality, and the subsequent novel of Juliet Grenville, we trace with a mixture of
regret and awe, the magnificent ruins of genius. Both these books were written with a
view to moral and religious improvement. "A mere novel," says his accomplished
daughter, "could never have been planned by a head and heart like his; he therefore
chose his story purely as a conduit for the system he had adopted. And most
successfully he chose it; at once he charms, elevates, and melts the soul! If [ may use
the expression, he steals us into goodness, and cheats us into improvement; and while
we think he only means to amuse the imagination, he informs the understanding,
corrects the judgment, and mends the heart. The fascinating powers of his genius lay
the irritation of the mental nerve asleep, while, with a kind and skilful hand, he probes
the mental wound; or, as he makes his Tasso thus elegantly speak in English:

His bitter so the friendly leech conceals,

And with the fraud of latent medicine heals;

To the sick taste he promises delight,

And obvious sweets the infant lip invite:
Health, ambushed in the potion, is imbibed,

For man must even to happiness be bribed.<18>

"He died," says Miss Brooke, "as he lived—a Christian. With the meekness of
a lamb, and the fortitude of a hero, he supported the tedious infirmities of age, the
languors of sickness, and the pains of dissolution; and his death, like his life, was
instructive."<19> This truly excellent man left the troublesome scenes of this
wilderness for the never-ending happiness of heaven, on the 10th of October, 1783.
"My father," says Miss Brooke, in a letter to the female correspondent already
referred to, "was the best of men. Yet he did not die rejoicing. He died resigned,
meek, humble. It is the Lord, let him do what seemeth him good."

Mr. Brooke, with many great and still more amiable qualities, was not without
his faults; perfection is not the lot of mortals compassed with infirmities. His feelings
never waited the decision of his judgment; he knew not how to mortify, to restrain, or
suspend them for a moment—Iike petted children, they were spoiled by indulgence.
"This unhappy softness," observes Miss Brooke, "was the source of a thousand
misfortunes to him. In consequence of it, he was perpetually duped in friendship, as
well as in charity. His abilities were as warmly exerted in the service or vindication of
apparent worth, as his purse was open to apparent distress; and the first proving as
fictitious as the last, reduced him sometimes to the mortifying situation of appearing
the advocate and friend of characters diametrically opposite to his own. His feelings
were even beyond those of female nature, soft, and exquisitely tender. His wife used
often to conceal from him the death of a cottager, lest the grief of the survivors should
affect him too much. His temper was meek, almost to a fault: it was nearly impossible
to provoke him to resentment—or if provoked, like the Brutus of Shakespeare,

He carried anger as the flint bears fire;
Which, much enforced, yields a hasty spark,
And straight is cold again.

From principle as well as temper, "he resisted evil only with good." He was
too much a Christian to revenge, and too much a philosopher to resent. Once, when
asked what he thought of a humorous, but false and malicious libel, in which he, with
several others, were included: his answer was—"Why, sir, I laughed at the wit, and
smiled at the malice of it."<20>
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Mr. Brooke's poetical works were collected in 1778, in four volumes, octavo,
printed very incorrectly, and with the addition of some pieces which were not his.
Perhaps few men have produced writings of the same variety, the tendency of all
which is so uniformly in favour of religious and moral principle. Yet even in this there
are inconsistencies, which I know not how to explain, unless I attribute them to an
extraordinary defect in judgment. During a great part of his life, his religious opinions
approached to what are now termed methodistical, and one difficulty, in
contemplating his character, is to reconcile this with his support of the stage, and his
writing those trifling farces we find among his works. Perhaps it may be said that the
necessities of his family made him listen to the importunity of those friends who
considered the stage as a profitable resource; but by taking such advice he was
certainly no great gainer. Except in the case of his Gustavus Vasa,<21> and Earl of
Essex, there is no reason to think that he was successful, and the greater part of his
dramas were never performed at all, or printed until 1778, when he could derive very
little advantage from them. Nor can I impute it to any cause, except a total want of
judgment and an ignorance of the public taste, that he intermixed the most awful
doctrines of religion, and the lighter incidents of vulgar or fashionable life, in his
novels. He lived, however, we are told, more consistently than he wrote. No day
passed in which he did not collect his family to prayer, and read and expound the
Scriptures to them. Among his tenants and humble friends he was the benevolent
character which he had been, accustomed to depict in his works, and while he had the
means, he literally went about doing good.

The following anecdote is given by Miss Brooke, with some regret that he had
not been educated for the church. "One Sunday, while the congregation were
assembled in the rural church of the parish in which he lived, they waited a long time
the arrival of their clergyman. At last, finding he was not likely to come that day, they
judged that some accident had detained him; and being loth to depart entirely without
their errand, they with one accord requested that Mr. Brooke would perform the
service for them, and expound a part of the Scriptures. He consented, and the previous
prayers being over, he opened the Bible, and preached extempore on the first text that
struck his eye. In the midst of his discourse, the clergyman entered, and found the
whole congregation in tears. He entreated Mr. Brooke to proceed; but this he modestly
refused; and the other as modestly declared, that after the testimony of superior
abilities, which he perceived in the moist eyes of all present, he would think it
presumption and folly to hazard anything of his own. Accordingly, the concluding
prayers alone were said, and the congregation dismissed for the day."

As a poet, he delights his readers principally by occasional flights of vivid
imagination, but has in no instance given us a poem to which criticism may not
suggest many reasonable objections. The greater part of his life, he lived remote from
the friends of whose judgment he might have availed himself, and by whose taste his
own might have been regulated. His first production, Universal Beauty, has a noble
display of fancy in many parts. It was published without his name, and was very much
read and admired for the truly religious and philosophical sentiments which it
contained. It is not improbable that Pope, to whom he submitted it, gave him some
assistance, and he certainly repaid his instructions by adopting his manner; yet he has
avoided Pope's monotony, and would have done this with more effect, if we did not
perceive a mechanical lengthening of certain lines, rather than a natural variety of
movement. On the other hand, the sublimity of the subject, by which he was inspired,
and which he hoped to communicate, sometimes betrays him into a species of turgid
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declamation. Harmony appears to be consulted and epithets multiplied, to please the
ear at the expense of meaning.<22>

A short, but just and striking character of Mr. Brooke, is contained in the
following lines, written by his intimate friend, the late Rev. Philip Skelton, rector of
Fintona, in the county of Tyrone, a man incapable of exaggerated panegyric upon any
one:

Here lies a casket, which of late resigned
Three jewels brighter than the solar beam!
Such faith, such genius, and a heart so kind,
As in no second breast are found by Fame.

Miss Brooke was now arrived at a time of life when every year was stealing
from her some intimate friend or dear relation. She sustained a severe deprivation in
the loss of her excellent parent. On this occasion the balm of religious conversation
was hers; and in patient submission to the will of God, she found both relief and
reward. Studious by a native propensity of the welfare of her nearest relatives,
scarcely could Joseph himself demonstrate more tenderness to his venerable father, in
the land of Goshen, than she did to her parent, nor attend more constantly to the
interest of her intimate friends and relatives; and since the fall of our first parents,
there have been but few, perhaps none, who have performed all the endearing offices
of friendship more attentively, speedily and anxiously, than she performed them;
counting it her honour and happiness so to do. Enthusiastic veneration for the memory
of her father was a leading feature in her character; and it was the source of much
gratification to her mind, that she had enjoyed the opportunity, by her dutiful and
affectionate attendance on her beloved parent during his old age and imbecility, to
solace the last years of his life, and smooth his passage to the "Chambers of the
grave."

The leading particulars of Miss Brooke's life afford a striking and exemplary
instance of self-acquired excellence, and prove that a mind endowed with a strong
natural conception, a discriminating judgment, and a thirst for literary and scientific
information, may, by perseverance, hope for every thing, independent of foreign aid;
and will ultimately surmount every barrier opposed to its progress to merited success
and honourable distinction.

Miss Brooke's passion for literature and general information daily increased,
and frequently after the family had retired to rest, she would leave her bed, dress
herself, and steal down to the study to read. To these nocturnal exercises of her mind
she attributed her greatest advances in knowledge and various branches of useful
information. The study of antiquities, which present so many images of grandeur and
tenderness to interest the imagination and. the heart, was that for which she conceived
a passionate curiosity. It led her insensibly into the study of the Irish language, to
which she adhered so closely and so successfully, that with little or no assistance, she,
in less than two years, became perfect mistress of it.

What, indeed, can be more natural, than to proceed by such a gradation, from
inquiries concerning the monuments of the history of the ancients, and the remains of
their arts, to the study of their languages? "The power to trace the relations of
etymology," says a late writer, "is one of the master-keys which open to the
knowledge of antiquity. The history of the origin, the descent, the filiations, and the
cognations of words, if philosophically written, might involve the whole history of
human arts and institutions. We cannot examine the ancient and modern languages of
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Europe, without tracing them all to the three grand sources of the Celtic, the Gothic,
and the Sclavonic; and among these, again, we easily discern so many things to be in
common, that they must be considered as radically one and the same: while, in the
Persian, the Hebrew, and the Arabic, we can discover an agreement, in primary
words, with the Celtic, Gothic, and Sclavonic, that may seem almost to conduct us up
to the knowledge of one original, universal language, on which all others are variously
engrafted, without the destruction of the stem."

Erudition is, amid such investigations, exalted into philosophy: and. the study
of languages expands and elevates the mind by filling it with the noblest conceptions,
and by teaching it to embrace, as it were at once, the history of all ages and of all
nations. When Miss Brooke began the study of the Irish language, she had no other
helps but those of books. But the famous Clenard began his acquisition of a skill in
the Arabic language, by reading, in an Arabic version of the Psalter, those proper
names which he might suppose to be the same in the Arabic as in the Hebrew, and
thus labouring to distinguish the forms and sounds of the different characters in which
the names were in the unknown language expressed. Sir William Jones was much
more indebted to his own ardent industry and genius, than to any aid of instructors, for
the success with which he conquered all the difficulties of the most abstruse oriental
learning. Miss Brooke was no less boldly industrious, and therefore not less fortunate
in her studies, than either of the authors here cited as two illustrious examples.

Miss Brooke's first publication was a translation of a song and monody by
Carolan, in Mr. Walker's Historical Memoirs of the Irish Bards. To these translations
she did not prefix her name. The translation of the monody is thus prefaced by her
excellent friend, the late Joseph Cooper Walker, Esq.: "For the benefit of the English
reader, I shall here give an elegant paraphrase of this monody by a young lady, whose
name [ am enjoined to conceal: with the modesty ever attendant on true merit, and
with the sweet timidity natural to her sex, she shrinks from the public eye."

A strain of tender pensiveness runs through the whole of this monody. The
melancholy spirit which it breathes, is infinitely more affecting than all the laboured
pomp of declamatory woe. The original is said to be simple and unadorned, but
pathetic to a great degree; "and this is a species of beauty," says Miss Brooke, "in
composition, extremely difficult to transcribe into any other language." Much of the
simplicity is unavoidably lost; the pathos which remains, may, perhaps, in some
measure, atone for my introducing it here.

Carolan's Monody on the Death of Mary Mac Guire.

Were mine the choice of intellectual fame,

Of spellful song, and eloquence divine,
Painting's sweet power, philosophy's pure flame,
And Homer's lyre, and Ossian's harp were mine;
The splendid arts of Erin, Greece, and Rome,

In Mary lost, would lose their wonted grace,

All would I give to snatch her from the tomb,
Again to fold her in my fond embrace.

Desponding, sick, exhausted with my grief,
Awhile the founts of sorrow cease to flow
In vain—I rest not—sleep brings no relief;
Cheerless, companionless, I wake to woe.
Nor birth, nor beauty, shall again allure,
Nor fortune, win me to another bride;
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Alone I wander, and alone endure,
Till death restore me to my dear one's side.

Once every thought, and every scene was gay,
Friends, mirth and music, all my hours employed—
Now doomed to mourn my last sad years away,

My life a solitude!—my heart a void!—

Alas, the change! The change again no more!

For every comfort is with Mary fled;

And ceaseless anguish shall her loss deplore,

Till age and sorrow join me with the dead.

Adieu, each gift of nature, and of art,

That erst adorned me in life's early prime!

The cloudless temper, and the Social heart,

The Soul ethereal, and the flight sublime!

Thy loss, my Mary, chased them from my breast!
Thy sweetness cheers, thy judgment aids no more;
The muse deserts a heart with grief opprest

And lost is every joy that charmed before.

Between the late Joseph Cooper Walker, Esq. and the family of Mr. Brooke, a
long and tender friendship subsisted. There were few individuals for whom he felt a
higher esteem and affection, than for the amiable and accomplished subject of this
memoir whose splendid abilities and aspiring genius, he early predicted, and was
frequently heard to say, would raise her to an elevated rank in the literary circles. His
feeling heart, and intimate acquaintance with Miss Brooke, taught him to reverence
her virtues, to admire her talents, and to deplore her early departure from all sublunary
scenes. The loss of such an accomplished scholar as Mr. Walker will be long and
deeply deplored by all true votaries of science and the fine arts; but those only who
have had the happiness to be included in the circle of his friends, can justly appreciate
and duly regret the many virtues which dignified, and the numerous graces which
adorned, his character. "Never," says his affectionate relative, "was there any man
who united, in a higher degree, the accomplishments of the gentleman with the
attainments of the scholar. His polished manners, his refined sentiments, his easy flow
of wit, his classical taste, and his profound erudition, rendered his conversation as
fascinating as it was instructive. A frame of peculiar delicacy incapacitated Mr.
Walker from the exercise of an active profession, and early withdrew his mind from
the busy bustle of the world, to the more congenial occupation of literary retirement.
To seek for that best of blessings—health, which his own climate denied him, Mr.
Walker was induced to travel. He visited Italy; he embraced with enthusiasm that
nurse of arts and of arms; he trod with devotion her classic ground, consecrated by the
ashes of heroes, and immortalized by the effusions of poets; he studied her language,
he observed her customs and her manners; he admired the inimitable remains of
ancient art, and mourned over the monuments of modern degradation; he conversed
with her learned men; he was enrolled in her academies, and became almost
naturalized to the country."<23> Mr. Walker returned from the Continent little
improved in health, but his mind stored with the treasures of observation. He soon
retired from the turbulence of a city life, to the tranquillity and pure air of his romantic
villa (St. Valeri,) near Bray, in the county of Wicklow. The grounds, which are skirted
by a romantic river, were, originally, laid out by Lady Morris Gore, a lady of refined
taste and elegant accomplishments. To this lady St. Valeri is indebted for its name,
having been so called from that place in France which bears a similar name, where her
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ladyship and her husband (the Hon. Mr. Gore,) had, for some time resided, and with
the picturesque scenery of which they had been greatly enamoured.<24> Mr. Walker
was in the forty-ninth year of his age when death closed at once his life and labours, at
St. Valeri, on the 12th of April, 1810; and he breathed his last sigh in the arms of a
brother and sister, whose peculiar sorrow seemed equally to defy consolation an&
description.

Mr. Walker was a member of the Arcadian Academy recently instituted at
Rome, and of the Academies of Cortona, Florence, &c., honorary member of the
Societies of Dublin and Perth, and an original member of the Royal Irish Academy,
whose labours have deserved so well of their country. The study of Italian literature
became his favourite pursuit, and, to his latest hour, continued to be his occupation
and solace. But, though attached to the literature of Italy, he was not regardless of his
native land. The first fruits of his genius were offered on the altar of his country. He
devoted the earliest efforts of his comprehensive mind to vindicate the injured
character, and to enlighten the disputed history, of Ireland. He dwelt with delight on
her romantic scenery; he loved the generous, eccentric character of her children; the
native language of Ireland to his ears was full of harmony and force; and the songs of
her bards filled his patriotic soul with rapturous emotion. He was, indeed, an Irishman
of Ireland's purest times. As a critic and an antiquary, Mr. Walker was equally
distinguished. His Essays on the customs and institutions of ancient Ireland are
written in the true spirit of a native historian, and, as they are eminently useful to the
antiquary, must be singularly interesting to every Irish breast. These, his earliest
works, (the offspring of his vigorous mind, at a period when young men are not yet
emancipated from the tyranny of pupillage,) evince a maturity of judgment, a
soundness of criticism, and a range of learning, which would not disgrace the name of
the venerable Vallancey.<25>

Shortly after the death of Miss Brooke, Mr. Walker formed the determination
of becoming the biographer of his amiable and lamented friend. Having been the
intimate acquaintance and friend of Miss Brooke; having frequently associated with
her a considerable portion of his life; they had, during an interval of many years, an
almost daily intercourse with each other. Thus, such a person seemed to be in every
way peculiarly qualified for the task of a biographer: but, in the instance of Mr.
Walker, not less so from the profundity of his learning, than from the elegance and
purity of his taste.

A variety of circumstances having occurred to interrupt Mr. Walker's
arrangements, the Memoir of Miss Brooke, which was to have accompanied a uniform
edition of her works, was unavoidably postponed, and eventually laid aside. Thus the
public have been deprived of that extended and polished memoir, which, had it not
been for unforeseen events, would have been produced by the pen of her learned and
accomplished friend. Besides contributing to the Transactions of the Royal Irish
Academy, Mr. Walker published the following works, in a separate form:-

Ist. Historical Memoirs of the Irish Bards. Lond. 1786. 4to.

2nd. An Historical Essay on the Dress of the ancient and modern Irish; to which is
subjoined, A Memoir on the Armour and Weapons of the Irish. Dub. 1788. 4to.
3rd. An Historical Memoir on Italian Tragedy. Lond. 1799. 4to.

4th. An Historical and Critical Essay on the Revival of the Drama in Italy. Edin.
1805. 8vo.
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In the year 1815 a posthumous volume was published by his brother, Samuel
Walker, Esq. M.R.I.A. entitled Memoirs of Alessandro Tassoni, &c., a work of
considerable merit. It is dedicated to the Earl of Carlisle, Mr. Walker's intimate friend.

But Miss Brooke was at length prevailed on by Mr. Walker and others of her
literary friends, to conquer her timidity, and to engage in a work for which she seemed
admirably calculated. Accordingly, in the year 1787, she undertook a translation of
such modern works of merit of the ancient and modern Irish bards, as she could
collect amongst her friends. This was looked upon by some as a bold step. But Miss
Brooke understood not only the bias but the energies of her character;—a rare
endowment; and that which would have been romantic, and perhaps ruinous, to a
mind less cultivated, was, in hers, only a kind of presage of what would result from an
undeviating application of her talents in a pursuit so favourable to the bent of her
natural inclinations. There are some minds, which, as it were intuitively, know their
vigour as well as their inclination; and while others are trembling, either from fear or
love, or balancing between both, at what they predict must be the consequence of a
supposed rash measure, such minds keep the poise of their characters, proceed
undauntedly in the even tenor of their way, and even mix a sound judgment and
cautious policy with an adventurous and daring spirit.

The truth of this remark was illustrated in a most singular manner by Miss
Brooke, who, partly from deference to the opinion and solicitude of friends, and partly
from a modest opinion of herself, invited Mr. Walker, and some well-known
colleagues to share the labours and honours of her enterprise. These, however, they
politely declined, as they knew her abilities were fully equal to the task. Accordingly,
with a mind disposed to encourage the genius she possessed, joined to a most elegant
taste, and most extensive erudition, with an uncommon degree of readiness and
activity, she availed herself of all the valuable hints which she received from time to
time from her literary associates, and has fully shown her competency to the
undertaking.

In the year 1788 her Reliques of Irish Poetry appeared, a work universally
admired, a work which not only reflects honour upon her country, but will hand her
name down to the latest posterity. Miss Brooke not only inherited her father's talent
for writing, but glowed with his heroic sentiments. She likewise imbibed no
inconsiderable portion of the romantic spirit of the most zealous antiquaries of her
country, O'Conor, O'Halloran, and Vallancey: but as this spirit is more congenial with
poetry than with prose, it perhaps engaged her to perform her task with more energy
and fire, than cool reasoning, or a dull and laborious investigation of facts, could have
done.

To investigate the obsolete remains of other times; delivered in a language of
which few have been hardy or inquisitive enough to attempt the acquisition; to
elucidate those writings, and clothe them in the ungenial, I trust not ungraceful,
vesture of modern rhyme, are achievements that might have staggered many a literary
knight-errant and enterprising antiquary—yet all this has been attempted and
accomplished by Miss Brooke, in her first poetical attempt, who stands forward "the
avowed champion of her country's lovely muse." "Let it, however," says the reviewer,
"be remembered that she is the daughter of the late Mr. Brooke, a name well-known
to patriots and poets: and

—Fortes creantur fortibus."<26>
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The first heroic poem in this collection is entitled Conloch; the author, and
exact time in which it was written, unknown. "But it is impossible," says Miss
Brooke, "to avoid ascribing it to a very early period, as the language is so much older
than that of any of my originals (the War Odes excepted,) and quite different from the
style of those pieces which are known to be the composition of the Middle Ages." "Of
the style," sad the Critical Reviewers, "we certainly pretend not to judge, yet from
some expressione and sentiments; (we draw our opinion from the translation) we can
hardly suppose it to have been composed so early as the middle ages. The two
following poems, we believe, are of later date, though, like the present, founded on, or
framed from, traditionary tales of great antiquity: We cannot well suppose that Greece
and Persia were known to the Irish Bards in times preceding the middle ages; that they
then understood the classical phrase, 'the palm of valour;' or knew that knights bound
themselves by 'the vow of chivalry.' The measure in which this poem is written is
irregular; for which the translator; in our opinion, needlessly apologises. It is told in
an abrupt and spirited manner, and strongly resembles that in Ossian's. works, entitled
Carthon. Cuchullin in this kills his son through the same mistake that Clessamor does
his in the other: and the young heroes are inspired by the same priniciple, of its being
disgraceful for a warrior to reveal his name to a foe. The resemblance between the
compositions of the Irish Oisin, and the Caledonian Ossian, is indeed, very striking.
They indeed sufficiently prove that a strict intercourse formerly subsisted between the
Irish and the Highland Celts. The same traditionary tales, with some variations, which
may naturally be accounted far by their having been preserved for ages by memory
alone, are recorded in both countries. Macpherson, who is never mentioned in the
present performance, has, we believe, embellished many a story, in itself simple, and
possibly absurd but, from what we here find, we cannot suppose, however he adorned
or arranged, that. he invented them. Whatever he might be, Miss Brooke is, we doubt
not, faithful to her original; and we perceive in the poem that peculiar beauty, a
mixture of simplicity and pathos, which is sometimes to be discovered in the artless
compositions of antiquity, where

Unresisted nature storms the heart.<27>

The next poem is Magnus the Great, and contains a dialogue between Oisin
and St. Patrick. Miss Brooke thinks the language of this poem, as it now stands, too
modern to be ascribed to an earlier period than the Middle Ages. This phrase includes
a very extended space of time, yet possibly the concession should be somewhat
greater. A Scandinavian king, called Magnus, is acknowledged to have made some
descents on Ireland in the eleventh century: we may naturally suppose, therefore, that
this composition did not exist till some considerable time after that event: as likewise
from the bard's removing the action of the poem to the days of Oisin and St. Patrick.
Whether they were cotemporaries or not, it here signifies but little.<28>

The third heroic poem is entitled 7/he Chase: the interlocutors the same as
before. It is, I should suppose, of nearly the same antiquity as the preceding. A curious
extract, from Mr. Walker's Memoirs of the Irish Bards, is prefixed. "This poem," say
the Monthly Reviewers, "amid all its wildness and inconsistencies, possesses, in its
English dress, many beauties."<29>

The fourth heroic poem is entitled "Moira Borb," and ascribed to Oisin; but
"the language is evidently not earlier than that of the middle centuries." The story is
wild and extravagant; and resembles, like the former, those which were imported from
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the East during the time of the crusades. It is, nevertheless, not destitute of merit, and
contains many beauties.

The War Odes, and the Love Elegies, are extremely fine, and exquisitely
pathetic. The first Elegy is addressed "to the daughter of Owen," and written by one
O'Geran, but his name only remains known. There are two more elegies of a modern
date, not devoid of interest and pathos, particularly, if we consider of how few literary
advantages those who composed them were possessed. "Miss Brooke's poetico-
patriotic spirit," say the reviewers, "shines forth in every advertisement prefixed to the
different species of poetry she has translated. She makes many observations in their
favour, and modestly regrets her being unable to do justice to their merits. They are of
no great antiquity, nor, in our opinions, who can only judge from the translation,
eminently beautiful. We discover some marks, howeve, of originality and
genius."<30>

Miss Brooke has put the songs, which she has selected for translation, in very
elegant dress. They contain many uncommon thoughts and flowing stanzas.

The concluding tale, which inscribed to Mr. and Mrs. Trant, is extravagantly
romantic, as the reader may suppose when I inform him, that the story is "taken from
the revolution in the History of ancient Ireland, AM 3649, and is related by Keating,
O'Halloran, and Warner." It is, however, well told, and the introduction and
conclusion managed with address. It has great merit of incident, generosity, and
passion, as well as versification. "Indeed Miss Brooke was so perfectly in possession
of the language of poetry, that her versification has rendered the whole work
interesting to English readers; which, if undertaken by a person of inferior abilities,
would probably never have penetrated beyond the circle of the translator's
acquaintance."<31>

The testimony of the Critical Review has not been wanting to this work. "Miss
Brooke," say the critics, "is always attentive to her country's literary reputation.

— Servetur ad imum
Qualis ab inceptu processerat.<32>

We are far from condemning her; but hope she will excuse us for sometimes
smiling at the excess to which she has carried her enthusiasm. To the poetical talents
of her Gaelic ancestors and her own we pay respect. We have been entertained with
her translations from every different species of composition mentioned in the title-
page, and recess-mend her performance to the antiquary and the man of genius."<33>

If the Easterns had their genii, the people of the north-west of Europe, Celts
and Goths, had their fairies. From the tales which are told of this aerial race, even at
this day, in Ireland, one would imagine, that "the Island of Saints" was the place of
their "dearest abode." The ancient bards of Erin have handed down a regular series of
their kings and queens. For some years previous to the publication of the Religues of
Irish Poetry, Miss Brooke had began to collect all the poems that were written in the
Irish language, having been often charmed to find many beauties in the songs, even a
the unlettered bards, in that tongue. At first she only intended to collect a little
nosegay of these poetical flowers. The peasants were so pleased with this intelligence,
that they waited on her with all the scattered verses that memory could collect. These
grateful offerings made so deep an impression in her breast, that she treasured them
up, and resolved to translate them into English, if her health would permit. Many
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verses were written to her on this occasion; and, among the rest, the following by the
parish school-master:

To Miss Charlotte Brooke.

Since every language has its own conceits,

Its subtle windings and its nice retreats;

Then why should you desert our native tongue,
In which the loves and graces often sung:

Pray do you think our native woods,

Our lofty mountains, and our silver floods,
Our verdant plains and ever-blooming flowers,
Our spreading hedges, and our airy bowers,
Would not call forth what language could impart
If nature stood in need of art?

But all our language wished, kind nature gave,
And art at best is but the poet's slave.

In the course of a few years Miss Brooke found herself in possession of a
considerable number of fragments; she selected those in which

Nature spoke, and the rapt bard
Luxuriant roamed, nor did regard
The little niceties of art,

To rouse the soul and rend the heart.

These she published in a quarto volume, with notes, and the originals in the
Irish character. The work abounds with many beauties; especially if the gircumstances
under which it was written are taken into the account: a young lady in a state of ill
health, the death of a tender mother, and an only brother, in a distant clime, with a
father whom she tenderly loved, bending under a weight of years; without a single
hand to guide her through an untrodden path, for she could scarce meet with any
person that could read a word of the originals. These circumstances would have even
checked a genius of the boldest wing, and would claim that indulgence to which the
imperfection of human nature is entitled. I shall conclude this account of Miss
Brooke's Reliques of Irish Poetry, already too much protracted, by giving the
testimony of the English Review to the work: "We have perused all the poems with
pleasure, and admired equally her taste in selecting, and judgment in translating them.
But we are not to suppose this lady one of those who translate but cannot write. She
has convinced us of the contrary, by an original poem, founded on an event that does
equal honor to the age of which it is recorded, and to the choice of the poet."

Hitherto Miss Brooke had lived in tolerably affluent circumstances; but by an
unforeseen event she was now deprived of all her property; and at a time of life when
she might have been supposed to have deeply lamented many consequent privations.
It is not recollected that a single instance of a murmur ever escaped her, or the least
expression of regret at what she had lost: on the contrary, she always appeared
contented and happy. The want of a settled abode interrupted those studies in which
she most delighted. She lost the command of all those elegant comforts and
conveniences which are generally found so necessary to the formation of female
character. But though this period of het life afforded little opportunity for
improvement in science, the qualities of her heart never appeared in a more amiable
light. Miss Brooke had only resigned that which thousands enjoyed in common with
herself; which, though it may shelter us from some sorrows, can never confer
happiness; but she retained her best riches, those faculties and feelings which are the

24-



Reliques of Irtish Poetry

true fountains of enjoyment, and which Providence had bestowed on her with a liberal
hand. Poverty neither dimmed her intellect nor chilled her heart; and while her mind
was daily occupied with new inquiries after knowledge, her affections were cherished
and satisfied with the friendship of those she loved.

Upon a review of the unpleasant circumstances attending her reverse of
fortune, a considerable time after, she thus speaks, in a letter to her intimate
companion and friend, Miss T

Why did not my dear Miss T afford me the pleasure of an answer to my
last? I will not think that you were offended at the liberty I took in offering my
opinion in respect to your concerns—it was dictated by regard so zealous and sincere,
that I cannot think it possible you should have taken it amiss. In confidence of this, I
write again, to entreat you will not suffer low spirits to keep you silent; this I fear is
the real cause, though it ought to produce quite a contrary effect; and to make you
seek, and accept, in sympathy, the only consolation that earth can afford to sorrow
such as yours.

I am particularly fearful of your falling into dejection, as I am persuaded your
mind is not formed for mediocrity, in anything:— of this, you must, yourself, be
sensible, and let that knowledge make you well aware of inducing any state of mind
that reason disapproves, or religion prohibits. The energies of your mind, wherever
directed, will lead you very far—O then, be careful of the path in which you tread.

The remembrance of my own sorrows, of my own escape from despair,
enables me, with peculiar interest, to feel and to tremble for your situation.—
Deprived of my father, of my brother, of my fortune, and of my health; disappointed
in friendship, and betrayed in trust—my affairs ruined by those in whom I most
confided, and the best and dearest affections of my heart torn up, as it were, by the
very roots! My mind, like your own, was, for a time too much pressed down by
anguish to lift itself to God; and when it did rise, alas, it was only to murmur, and to
vent the complaints of distraction and despair. Like you, I thought myself singled out
for suffering, and that, not to despond would be not to feel. On this brink (I do
believe) of madness, did the Divine Hand arrest me!—showed me the precipice into
which my soul was plunging, and gave me, in resignation, an asylum from woe. The
circumstances of my misfortunes have suffered very little alteration since that time:
but the mind they had to work on is so changed, that it says to them; Guy, thy sword
won't cut.—My father, my brother, are as much lost to me now, as when I mourned
them with such distraction: the ingratitude and treachery of those in whom I trusted,
has not proved an illusion: it is still the same in itself and in its effects upon my
fortune, as it was when it tore every fibre of my heart. My health, though not so bad
as formerly, is in a fragile state; and my fortune, though not utterly lost, is still no
more than what others would account as nothing. Yet, notwithstanding this, I am
happy!—Yes, O my gracious God!—With humble and joyful gratitude, I own that I
am blessed as this earth can make me!—That if a sigh heaves, or a tear flows from me
now, it is only from the grief that others are not equally happy with myself.

You will easily see, my dear Miss T, that egotism has no share in making me
write in this manner; and that I do it, merely to show you that it is possible to be
deprived of every thing that this world calls enjoyment, and yet to be even more than
resigned to life. The waters of comfort which were given me to drink of, are equally
open to you. There alone can your soul slake its thirst, and allay the fever of its
anguish.

The soul, a living, restless, fierce desire,
Caught from the fountain of eternal fire,
Eager for bliss, would drink all nature up,
But, quenchless, finds it all an empty cup!
For ah! external, and eloped from God;
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Gone, with its hunger, and its will abroad;
Forth of its centre, it can find no way;
Where'er it tends, it only tends to stray.

Have you got those sermons of Walker's<34> which I recommended to you?
I think you would find them of use. You will pardon, the liberty I take in setting you
tasks, when you consider that I learned the lesson of suffering before you did, and am,
therefore, qualified to offer my services. Do, write to me, my good Miss T , and
tell me that your mind is more at ease. Believe me, | am very truly and warmly
interested in your welfare above all, your mental welfare. Remember now I expect to
hear from you soon; say a great deal about yourself—two sheets at least. If you knew
how my time is devoured in this odious bustling town, you would write me two letters
for my one, instead of leaving any one unanswered.

Miss Walker,<35> whom I saw to-day, desires to be kindly remembered to
you; she has not as yet disposed of more than one of the three papers which you gave
her, but hopes to 'be more fortunate. Adieu accept the very sincere good wishes of
your affectionate

CHARLOTTE BROOKE.

If the circumstances of Miss Brooke's external lot had the effect of depressing
and discouraging her mind, it cannot be doubted that they were instrumental, under
the Divine benediction, in fostering the peculiar excellencies of her character. These
almost overwhelming afflictions doubtless contributed to form in her that love of
retirement, that dread of the temptations of the world, that strictness of conversation,
that spirit of watchfulness and prayer, which so constantly and so prominently display
themselves in her letters. The following extract affords a specimen of the devout
feelings which she cherished under the pressure of peculiar difficulties and trials.
Writing to her affectionate and sympathizing friend, Miss T , she speaks thus:

As a father smiles with pity more than anger on the follies of a favoured
child; as even in his frowns the look of love is discernible—such has my God been to
me: so did he mingle consolation with sorrow, and 'stay his rough wind, in the day of
his east wind.' So was it attempered "to the shorn lamb," that the storm seemed sent
for no other purpose than to drive it into shelter; to frighten it back to the fold. When 1
add to all these blessings of affliction and deliverance, the many other blessings I
enjoy, tolerable health,—independence,—leisure,—with knowledge and opportunities
not granted to the bulk of the world I not only adore and thank and praise my God,
but I tremble also before him. This it is that makes me sometimes fear for my future
destination. Fo—where much is given, much will be required. Still, however, "in
trembling hope," I trust my soul to my Father and my Redeemer.

It is surely profitable to observe how greatly Miss Brooke was indebted for her
resources, in the reverse of fortune which she experienced, to her early habit of
reading and reflection. These fortified her mind, and enabled her, with religion for her
instructress, to form a just estimate of the things which really minister to our
happiness. These secured to her friends whose conversation delighted and improved
her; whose approbation animated her ardour; whose experience directed her pursuits;
and whose tenderness excited, without fear of excess, the most delightful sentiments
of our nature. These furnished, through succeeding years, the means of constant
occupation; not constrained by necessity, or by a dread of vacancy and restlessness;
not limited to a single pursuit, which becomes wearisome from its continued
recurrence, and narrows the understanding, even while it quickens the faculties; but
always new, always useful; equally fitted for society and solitude, sickness and health,
prosperity and misfortune.
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Some years after the institution of the Royal Irish Academy, Miss Brooke, by
the advice of Mr. Walker, and some other friends, made interest to procure the
situation of housekeeper to that establishment. The state of her health at that period,
made the necessity of exertion painful and distressing, and rendered her but little able
to struggle with the world. The late Earl of Charlemont was at that time President of
the Academy. This accomplished nobleman was the great friend of the celebrated
author of Gustavus Vasa. His amiable daughter also shared in the esteem and regard
of this distinguished scholar. Flattered with the prospect of success, and flushed with
the hopes of obtaining a comfortable asylum for life, she drew up the following
petition, which was presented to the Royal Irish Academy:

My Lords and Gentlemen,

I should not take the liberty of this address to a society I so highly respect, if |
was not provided with an adequate claim to your attention.

I address you as the daughter of Gustavus Vasa, a man who—either as a
friend, or a patriot, was dear to every member of your Academy.

Since his decease I have known nothing but affliction. The death of my
brother, shortly after, deprived me of my only protection, and also a considerable
share of my fortune; a principal part of what remained, was involved in the failure of
Captain Brooke, and the rest is now lost by the bankruptcy of a trader in whose hands
it was placed at interest. I have lost in all to the amount of between one and two
hundred a year, and this without any imprudence of my own, which might have
drawn down those calamities upon me.

I find myself stripped both of friends and fortune, in a world of which I have
but little knowledge—cut off from every dependance, from every protection, but that
of Heaven and my country. To the most distinguished individuals of that country, I
now address myself as a descendant of genius. I request to be intrusted with the care
of a house destined to the purpose, and dedicated to the honour of genius.—I will
undertake it, if so required, without a salary.

Unaccustomed to solicit, I yet bend with less pain to the task, when I consider
the characters to whom my application is addressed.—To you, Gentlemen, the
memory of my Father cannot plead in vain,—it will, I am confident, be my advocate
with your taste, and my own most distressing situation, with your humanity.

In this protection and support of a female orphan you will also fulfil the
purpose for which your elegant and respectable Society was instituted, by showing to
the world, that to the Royal Irish Academy, even this spirit of departed Genius was
dear. I have the honour to be, my Lords and Gentlemen, with the utmost respect,

Your most obedient servant,

CHARLOTTE BROOKE.

By an odd caprice of fortune Miss Brooke lost a situation for which she
seemed eminently qualified. Her claims to the protection of such an institution as the
Royal Irish Academy, independent of the many qualities which she possessed, were
undoubtedly strong, and such as one would naturally suppose should operate
powerfully on the unbiassed and unprejudiced mind of every member of that truly
respectable society. Scarcely could the veteran soldier strive more earnestly for
conquest in the heat of battle, than Mr. Walker for the advancement of his amiable
and accomplished friend. He had interested many in her behalf, and felt much
disappointed at the result of his exertions. Success too seldom results from merit; and
the fate of Miss Brooke forms no felicitous exception to the general experience of
men.

In the year 1791, we find our authoress again soliciting the public notice. Early
in this year she published The School for Christians, in dialogues, for the use of
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children. In the preface to this little work she informs us, that she "was blessed with a
parent, whose mind was knowledge, and whose heart was virtue; who stooped to the
capacity of her infant years, and replied with unwearied condescension, to the teasing
inquisitiveness of childhood. Recollection now serves to remind her of those answers,
and that mode of instruction, which conveyed knowledge by the means of sensible
images, to her mind: and, from her own experience of the efficacy, and excellence of
this plan, she naturally wishes to communicate its utility to others. Let this
acknowledgement acquit her of the presumption of pretending to offer ser own
wisdom—r#ner own instructions to the world. Her only object in this publication, is, the
happiness of seeing it become useful to her species, and the pleasure of bestowing the
profits of the book, on the enlargement of a little plan, she has formed, for the
charitable education of children whose parents are too poor to afford them the means
of instruction."

Miss Brooke's pious labours did not end here. Anxious to do honour to the
memory of her father, she formed the determination of publishing a uniform edition of
all his works, and of prefixing a memoir of his life. When the productions of Mr.
Brooke's pen were first sent from Ireland to the English press, he was in a state of
mental derangement, and bodily pain, which rendered him incapable of anything more
than a bare assent to their departure; and Miss Brooke was too young to conceive, or
prevent the mischief which necessarily ensued. They were submitted to the care of a
gentleman who offered his services to superintend their publication; but he, also,
pressed down by infirmities and years, was unequal to the task of revision and
selection, in which more difficulties occurred than perhaps he had been aware of.
Some pieces were printed which had never been intended for the press; also, some
that were interpolated by other hands; besides many more which Mr. Brooke never
wrote, and had only corrected for his friends: and even his own most favourite
productions were printed from unfinished copies, while the perfect ones were
overlooked, and unfortunately, remained behind.

In this state, so disgraceful to their author, were his poetical works first
published. But the same mismanagement prevailing in the publication, that had done
in the printing of them, they lay neglected in a ware-room, and totally unthought of by
Miss Brooke, till a few more years brought with them a consciousness, that filial duty
had something more than the mortal life of a beloved and honoured parent to care for.
Mr. Brooke's life of fame became then an object of importance and feeling concern to
his accomplished daughter. His works were opened with triumph, but closed again
with anguish and disappointment. "Till then," says Miss Brooke, "I had scarcely ever
opened them at all; for memory still retained the impression which a frequent perusal
of the manuscripts, in earlier years, had made; and it was not till this began to be
effaced, that the mortifying discovery was made, and the cruel comparison between
what [ remembered, and what I then saw. It was, however, pursued no farther, at that
time, than through the course of a few pages: it was attended with feelings too acute
for health and spirits, already strained to the utmost, to support and cheer the decline
of a parent, whose comfort was dearer to me, even than his fame."<36> The works
were, therefore, laid by, and never taken up again until some time after the death of
Mr. Brooke, when a relation of his (then in London, and preparing for more distant
travel) proposed to Miss Brooke, to write an account of her father's life, prefix it to his
works, and publish them anew; promising, before his departure, to arrange all matters
with the booksellers, and to settle a correspondence for her, with a literary friend of
his, in London, whom he said he would engage to superintend, and acquaint her with
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the progress of the work. Part of it was proposed to be displaced by some pieces never
before made public; some more to be reprinted from the manuscripts in Miss Brooke's
possession, and an apology made for the imperfections necessarily remaining in the
rest.

"I was at that time," says Miss Brooke, "in a state of health nearly approaching
to dissolution; and I seized, with joy, on the hope of accomplishing, before my death,
the only purpose for which I then wished to live. Hardly recovered from the grief of
my father's death, and but just deprived of an only brother; with a bleeding heart, a
timid mind, and a constitution

'Spun, by anguish, to a sightless thread!'

"I eagerly caught at that assistance, without which I deemed the desired object
unattainable. But the event most fatally reversed all my prospects: my relation
departed in too great a hurry to settle my business to any purpose; and the gentleman
to whom he referred me for information, was always too busy to reply to my repeated
applications.

"Wearied at last with fruitless efforts, I ceased to importune him any more;
and finding that two years had elapsed, without any notice respecting the work, I
concluded that nothing whatever had been attempted; and looked forward to the hope
of doing still more justice to the memory of my father, in consequence of this delay,
than could have been done at a time when ill health, and injured fortune had sunk my
spirits, and secluded me from literary society and assistance. But this flattering idea,
though only in prospect, I was not long suffered to enjoy. In a moment least expected,
I was suddenly shocked by the appearance of an account in the English papers, that a
second edition of my father's works was published published without my concurrence,
to set the seal to the errors of the first edition; to disgrace still more deeply my father's
reputation; to make the world suppose his instructions and example so little effectual,
to any honourable purpose, as that his child, scarce ever separated a moment from his
presence, could basely take advantage of his death, to build paltry emolument on the
ruins of his fame."<37>

Afflicted, almost to death, at this cruel intelligence, the utmost that Miss
Brooke could then do to remedy the mischief, was, to write instant orders to stop the
sale, and purchase a right to the copy, by paying the expense incurred. Deeply injured
in her property by the misfortunes of those in whose hands it had been entrusted, she
was unable to command a sum sufficient to reprint the defective parts of her father's
works; and a subscription was the only expedient she could think of, to redeem his
fame, and give the benefit of his genius and virtues to posterity.

"With this view," says our fair authoress, "I acquainted my friends with what I
had already done, and requested their assistance to forward my proposed undertaking.
Various were the difficulties and discouragements in the way. Difficulties in the
transaction of business with booksellers of another kingdom, whose negligence was
rendered still more supine, by knowing that they had only female resentment to fear:
and discouragements of the most mortifying kind from those on whose zeal and
influence I had rested my principal hopes of success; but who censured me as rash and
imprudent for incurring a certain expense, in search of uncertain good. Some,
however, there were, of greater feeling, and more elevated -minds; who reached forth
the friendly hand, to assist filial duty in its struggle through surrounding obstacles."
By their means Mr. Brooke's works were given, in a state not unworthy of their
author, to the world; and to them the public are indebted for the sublime and affecting
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lessons of virtue which abound in every page. Indeed, but for their assistance, the
whole of the edition would have been committed to the flames; for Miss Brooke was
determined it should never more appear, unless it could appear with honour.

In this detail of injuries to Miss Brooke's property and her peace, I mean not to
criminate any one; and would rather hope that she had suffered through inattention,
than want of feeling and integrity in those who were concerned in her affairs. Perhaps,
were they sensible of all she had endured, they would regret that they had any share in
the infliction. The day, the hour, is rapidly approaching, whether as to her enemies or
herself, when the views of all hearts shall be disclosed—when what was devised
secretly must be divulged openly and when men will be estimated not by the
fallacious surmises of each other, but by the unerring scrutiny of omniscience. I can
leave "the hypocritical heart" to him who sees not as man sees; and with him, whose
ways are not as our ways, and to whom alone vengeance belongs. I also leave "the
punishment due" to the offences of his creatures! Here let me leave her foes. But I
cannot prevail with myself to sink in oblivion the following letter of Miss Brooke's,
which, while it exposes the conduct of an individual, strikingly displays the abuses to
which an unprotected female is subject, even from those whose sex should lead them
on every occasion to be the strenuous advocate of their fair countrywomen. This
exposure may draw upon my head the censures of those whom I deem my friends. But
I entered on my task as a faithful reporter of facts authenticated; and I leave an
impartial public to judge of the genuineness of my narrative. I hope I shall never
know fear in the path of duty. What I have not unadvisedly undertaken, I shall not
pusillanimously abandon.

At the period this letter was written, Miss Brooke was in Dublin, on a visit
with her intimate friend Dr. Hill, who behaved towards her through life with paternal

affection, and who assisted her in arranging her father's works for publication. It is
dated May 15th, 1792.

My dear Miss T—— will, I fear, think sadly of my silence; but in truth I am
not to blame; and I can declare with the utmost sincerity, that a single day does not
pass, without frequent thoughts of, and cordial good wishes for her welfare. I was as
sure of being at Cottage a month ago as [ was of my existence. Three times I was on
the point of setting out, and each time detained by inevitable and disagreeable
business. M'Kenzie (the College printer) who unfortunately printed my father's
works, has harassed me by every species of impudence, insolence, and *******,
Until a week ago [ was not able to get the last of the books out of his hands, and I
then found there were a number of the copies wanting. I refused to pay his bill, till he
gave them all up, and he threatened me with a suit. Any court in Christendom would
have given it against him, and he was told so; but he knew I disliked contention, and
therefore bullied me to obtain what he had no right to. However, my booksellers,
Archer and Jones, have taken up the matter, and say they hope to settle it. I suppose I
shall lose considerably, besides the far greater vexation of having the work ill done,
which is so very dearly paid for: The paper is badly matched; the subscribers
complain, and those who do not understand the business will, to be sure, lay the
blame upon me. But I have this consolation; that the fame of my father is justified.
The work is not the less perfect in itself, for the defect of the paper; and it will
descend to posterity in a state not unworthy of its author. Any censure that may fall
upon me, when compared with this consideration, is not worth a thought. I have ever
lived but for my father, and I shall not now divide my little rivulet from the parent
stream. Oh, may we never be divided!—may we roll together to that sea from whence
we never have return! In life, my soul is his;—in death I trust it shall join him!—You
say I know not what it is to have the heart exclusively centered in one object—you
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forgot my father when you said so. I am indeed incapable of any other love—my
heart was intended for that alone, and nature has not nor ever will have room for any
other one. I see none on earth who resemble him, and therefore heaven alone can
become his rival in my breast.

I have been looking about for every kind of book which I thought could be
useful to you. I have with great difficulty procured Doddridge's Rise and Progress of
Religion in the Soul, which I think is exactly the sort you want and wish for. After
all, perhaps we shall not meet. I cannot go down this fortnight yet. But I hope you
will not have left Longford before that time. Dear girl, don't punish me for my
involuntary silence, but write, and write soon. Your elegant and feeling letters are a
real indulgence to me. Even your kind partiality is of use: it reminds me of what I
ought to be, and instead of vanity excites only an ambition to merit that opinion
which it gives me so much, pleasure to possess.

If you knew how harrassed I have been, you would pity instead of blaming
me for my silence. Dr. Hill congratulates me that / am alive. Indeed I have been
wonderfully supported as well as tried. My health has often sunk under much less
than I have had to bear in the course of this business. The whole world could not
afford me another cause to induce me to such a conflict. But I shall now lay down my
arms, and retire for life from a field where I have nothing left to fight for. All of this
world that I want or wish for is mine. God grant I may be equally successful in
acquiring my portion of a better world! To that let us lift our souls! Let us rejoice in
those trials that have lessened the chains which fettered us to this dungeon of clay! 1
long to get home, that [ may endeavour to do so. In this busy scene I can neither get
time to read or to think.

To-morrow morning I am obliged to go with my friend, Mrs. Hamilton, to
Williamburgs, her country house, within three miles of town. She enjoys the business
that detains me and only laughs at my impatience. Direct to Dominic Street, No. 24,
and. I shall get your letter with hers. Remember I shall think you are angry with me if
you do not write. Have you heard from Mrs. Waller<38> lately, and how is she? She
has written to me. I suppose she thinks I am in the country by this time.—Farewell.—
God bless you.

Yours most truly,

CHARLOTTE BROOKE."

To this edition of Mr. Brooke's works is prefixed a Memoir of the author,
which was drawn up by Miss Brooke about the year 1787, and published with the
former edition of his poems. In the prosecution of so arduous a task as the revision
and correction of her father's practical works, Miss Brooke was generously assisted by
many kind friends, some of whom not only rendered her essential service in the
general selection of the pieces, but zealously exerted themselves to forward the sale,
in order to prevent her being involved in difficulties. "As to my. affairs," she
observes, "I bless God I have succeeded beyond my hopes. After purchasing all my
wishes, I have still enough left for my wants, what need I more. I have suffered
considerably by the printer; also in many other instances of disappointment and loss;
but still, in the grand points, I am successful."—From the sale of her Reliques of Irish
Poetry, and her father's works, Miss Brooke was enabled to realize upwards of three
hundred guineas, with which she purchased an annuity of forty pounds a year, which
was all she possessed at the time of her decease.

Same years previous to Miss Brooke's decease, she had written a play on the
popular story of Belisarius, by Marmontell; which, however, it appears she had no
intention of publishing. Some time after her death it was found amongst her papers;
and having been perused by several literary judges, it was deemed worthy of being
brought forward on the London Theatre. Mrs. Siddons was at that period in Dublin.
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By the kindness of Mrs. Lefanu, sister to the Right Hon. Richard Brinsley Sheridan, it
was introduced to the notice of this celebrated actress. It was afterwards sent to
London for the inspection of Mr. Kemble, who, it is said, highly approved of the
performance. It remained with this gentleman a considerable time; and several letters
were written by Miss Brooke's friends, demanding an explanation for the delay. After
many fruitless inquiries, it was at length stated, that the play was lost by the
carelessness of a servant. Certain it is, the play was lost to the friends and relations of
Miss Brooke, who were never after able to recover it. It is however a curious
circumstance, that on Mr. Kemble's return from the Continent, whither he had gone
for the purpose of studying the French and Spanish theatricals, and of importing
whatever might be serviceable for the improvement of the English stage, he produced
a play on the story of Belisarius, which was brought forward on the Liverpool
boards.<39>

Here Miss Brooke's literary labours ended. Had she lived it was her intention
to have published a new edition of the Fool of Quality, and 1 believe to have revised
and considerably abridged the latter volume of that work. Of this she speaks in her
letters to Miss T—— "You lament," says "Miss Brooke, "that the Fool of Quality was
not more read. I was a child when the first volumes were published, but I remember
very well what has since been confirmed to me, by those who knew my father at the
time, that the demand for it was infinitely greater than that of any other book that had
ever appeared. In the course of about a year it went through three editions. But the
latter volumes destroyed the credit of the work, and it fell of course. Nevertheless, it is
now out of print, and only to be had second-hand. If ever I live to possess the power
of hazarding a few score pounds, I will certainly restore it to its original fame, and its
purposed utility." In a subsequent letter she writes thus: "If the further sale of my
father's poems should enable me to run hazards, for my own gratification, I have long
proposed to publish another edition of the Fool of Quality. 7il/ then, I shall preserve
the determination I have made, never so much as to open it. The second infancy that
shocked me twelve years ago, in every page of the latter volumes of it, would now, in
the maturer state of my judgment, torture me almost to death. To this torture I shall
not unnecessarily submit; nor will I ever more look upon the wound, till I am gifted
with the power of curing it. If I remember right, three volumes would amply contain
all that ought to remain of the five; and as to his other and last work of Juliet
Grenville, it 1s, | fear, scarcely.worthy of revision, and should only be quietly
consigned to oblivion."

For the last few years of her life, Miss Brooke principally resided at Cottage,
near Longford, with Mr. and Mrs. Browne, who paid her every attention in their
power, in order to render her situation as comfortable as possible. When writing to her
friend Miss T , she says, "I find myself extremely comfortable in this little quiet
habitation, but not with people towards whom I am indifferent. I am very fond of Mrs.
Browne, and absolutely dote on the children, who I think, are the most engaging of
any I have ever seen. The only demur to comfort is the excessive badness of the road,
which is indeed almost impassable, at.best, to any kind of elevated carriage. Either
that, or my wish of consequence has kept me very quiet since I came here, for not a
soul has been here, as you suppose, to see me; and if this was all, I should be very far
from repining at the road, for a consequence so productive of that leisure and
retirement which I love, and which I now want, as well as love. The exercise of a car
has been prescribed for my health, and here I cannot obtain it without walking to the
end of the road that leads up to this house. I attempted it twice since I came, and was
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quite foundered in the trial. I have often heard Lady Granard<40> spoken of very
highly, and I understand she has character enough to make amends for the
disadvantage of her rank. Still, however, I shall be neither displeased nor surprised
should she not think proper to honor me with a visit. I shall not be displeased, because
my time will be so much the more my own. And it will be no wonder at all if she
discovers that I am thought proud and unbending to the great, and keeps, on that
account, her distance. The fact is, that though I am very willing to give to Caesar the
things that are Cesar's,—the homage of forms,—of place,—of precedence, &c.; yet
still, so long as there is nothing more than rank to remind me of dignity in the
possessors, I am too apt (without intending it) to forget that it is not fair to deprive
them of the little that is their due, and I so seldom remember to pay homage which
does not spring from my heart, that the omission, I believe has been felt indeed by
some, and with a mortified pride that very seldom forgives. I wish not to occasion
those feelings in my fellow-creatures; and indolence and habit incapacitate me for the
exertion of those commonplace, but constant attentions, which, in general, are
necessary to avoid it. No one thing that I love is to be found in the higher ranks of life:
neither cultivated minds, on the one hand, nor uncorrupted simplicity on the other. No
charm either of purity or of refinement is there. Nature flies their abodes, and even art
itself, elegant art, disdains them. Happiness derides, dignity scorns them; and even
humility herself finds her pity mingled with contempt, when she looks upon the poor
inflated pageants of a self-created vapour, so soon to vanish into air."

But the days of man are numbered. This is not our home, nor our rest; it
remaineth in a better world for those who are found faithful unto death. Miss Brooke
had, for some years, complaints which alarmed those who knew how much they
should feel her loss; and though she struggled with ill health, and hardly suffered it to
interrupt her labours, yet it seemed evident the mortal tabernacle was failing. The last
winter of her life was spent in Dublin between her friends Dr. Hill and Mrs.
Hamilton,<41> of Dominic Street. She also occasionally visited the late Hon. Mrs.
O'Neil,<42> a lady whose elegance of mind could only be surpassed by the charms of
her person, uniting with the polish of courts the brilliancy of genius, she shone
pre=eminent in the fashionable world. With these amiable characters Miss Brooke
constantly associated during her stay in the metropolis. Her health and strength were
very perceptibly on the decline, and she was advised by her excellent friend, Dr. Hill,
to remain with him for some months longer, as the air of the country was too cold for
her delicate constitution. With great difficulty she reached Cottage; and shortly after
was seized with a malignant fever, which put an end to her valuable life on the 29th of
March, 1793. Miss Brooke had no dependance upon her acquisitions, or upon her
moral character: her whole trust for acceptance with God, and for happiness in the
invisible state, rested solely on the atonement and mediation of her Saviour. There
was a striking elevation and dignity combined with simplicity, in her manner and
language, during the whole course of her trying illness. Although she manifested no
ecstasy of joy, she discovered serenity and complacency of mind, together with great
resignation to the will of God in prayer. She departed to another and a better world
with perfect calmness and serenity, and in the full possession of all her mental
faculties.

How calm her exit!

Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground,
Nor weary worn-out winds expire so soft.
Blair.
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I shall now close this part of the Memoir of Miss Brooke, with the following
poetical effusion to her memory, from the pen of a lady<43> who deeply deplored her
early exit from a world like this, but whose modesty has laid an injunction on me,
which excludes her name from appearing in this biographical sketch. The poem was
sent to Joseph Cooper Walker, Esq. who immediately forwarded it to the editor of the
Anthologia Hibernica, accompanied with the following note:

Sir, I was last night favoured with the enclosed lines, from an unknown
hand, accompanied with a modest request, that I would forward them to your
magazine, in case they should meet my approbation. I do not lose a moment in
sending them to you; for, besides possessing many poetical beauties, they breath a
spirit of unfeigned sorrow, which particularly recommends them to me, who feel such
deep affliction for the ingenious and amiable subject of them.

I am, &c.

J.C.W.

April 13, 1793.

To the Memory of Miss Charlotte Brooke.

Let towering pride erect the sculptured shrine,
And venal flattery garlands twine to deck

The vault where grandeur lies;—but come, oh Muse!
And seek the lowly grave where CHARLOTTE rests.—
Insatiate grave, and faithless! Verdure gay,

In every springing floweret of the year

Adorn thy surface; yet thy envious depth

Veils from my aching sight the fairest flow'r

That graced our clime. Alas! Forever hid

From mortal eyes, dear maid! thy sweetness blooms
In radiant spheres beyond our feeble view. —

Oh! early lost and sudden!—Mighty Powers!

Are virtue, genius, talents, only lent

A little moment, just to raise our hope,

And vanish, transient, as the painted cloud

Which quick dissolves in tears?—Is life no more?
And cannot worth superior ward the dart,

Or bribe a lengthened hour from ruthless death?
Ah! No: could worth prolong the floating date,

I had not wept o'er CHARLOTTE's timeless urn.
Though sad my heart, no single mourner I:

For drooping friendship, in dejection fixed,

Points the mute sorrow labouring for a vent;

And gratitude, with lifted eye pursues

The shade of her, whose generous bosom felt

For every human woe:—nor felt alone,

But, with delighted readiness, relieved:

Religion too, and filial piety,

Their votary's pale remains exulting own,

Though shrouded in the dust. And lo! reveal

To fancy's wondering gaze, a thousand shapes,
Air-drawn, advance, bright evanescent forms,
Attuning heavenly harps to solemn dirge;

And shadowy choirs of time-ennobled bards,
Whose songs, by her from dark oblivion snatched,
And failing language, charm the ear again

-34-



Reliques of Irtish Poetry

While kindred genius and congenial worth
Endure, sweet maid! thou ne'er wilt be forgot:
Returning seasons still shall find thy grave
With heartfelt tears, and tributary wreaths

Due honoured: hands unseen shall dress the sod
There pensive contemplation, too, shall steal
From scenes of thoughtless levity, to plume
Her wing for flight sublime, and learn of thee
O'er earth-born ill triumphant to arise;

To live with virtue, and with hope to die.

After what has been advanced in the preceding pages, on the subject of Miss
Brooke's abilities as a writer, and her various vicissitudes through life, it is presumed
that little more will be expected than a few remarks on some of the prominent features
of her character, for the purpose of deriving instruction from the excellencies and
defects which they exhibit, and of discharging the duty of a faithful and impartial
biographer; especially as these Memoirs have already extended beyond the limits
which I had prescribed, though without exhausting the materials I had prepared to lay
before the reader. It is far from my design to indulge in extravagant panegyric, or in
strained eulogium on the character of the favoured individual, whose life we have
been contemplating—her character, like that of other sinful mortals, had a certain
share of imperfection and infirmity. When a limner sits down to draw a portrait, the
first duty which his profession imposes is not so much to produce a pleasing picture as
a faithful likeness. Nor shall the person who draws up this brief sketch of her
character, aim so much to please the eye of a partial observer, as to portray the subject
of it, exactly such as she really was. Be it remembered then, that though it is the
likeness of an amiable and accomplished female, which is to be now exhibited, it is
the likeness of one "who was subject to like passions as we are."

Among the many blessings of our kind benefactor, that of friendship is none of
the least. Insensible indeed must that mind be, which is barred to the admission,
callous to the influence, and ignorant of the joys of social affections. In such a person
we see human nature woefully depraved; we deprecate sin's direful effects on society,
and commiserate the unhappy state of the individual. Still friendship glows in the
bosom of a few! Still may it glow with increasing purity and ardour! Where persons
are united by the bonds of genuine friendship, there is nothing, perhaps, more
conducive to felicity. It supports and strengthens the mind, alleviates the pains of life,
and renders the present state, at least, somewhat comfortable. "Sorrows," says Lord
Verulam, "by being communicated, grow less, and joys greater." "And indeed,"
observes another, "sorrow like a stream, loses itself in many channels; while joy, like
a ray of the sun, reflects with a greater ardour and quickness when it rebounds upon a
man from the breast of his friend."

Friendship! mysterious cement of the soul,
Sweetener of life, and solder of society,

I owe thee much. Thou hast deserved from me,
Far, far beyond what I can ever pay:

Oft have I proved the labour of thy love,

And the warm efforts of the gentle heart,
Anxious to please.

BLAIR.

Friendship exists, and is refined in its nature, in proportion to the moral
excellence of the parties; it influences the heart, and manifests itself in all the varying
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circumstances of life. In the real friend, not words but actions, every motion, the glow
of the countenance, expresses the internal warmth; yea, his very heart shows itself.
Whoever undertakes this important part, should be

Prepared for martyrdom, and strong to prove,

A thousand ways the force of genuine love.

To echo sigh for sigh, and groan for groan,

And wet his cheeks with sorrows not his own.
——COWPER.

Miss Brooke had a heart eminently tuned to friendship. Between her and her
affectionate correspondent, Miss T——, the strongest attachment subsisted. The latter
at one period of her life was deeply enveloped in the thick mists of affliction, and
almost overwhelmed by their pressure No sooner was it known than it was felt more
keenly by her friend: formed to sympathy, her heart wept, and her eye dropped the
friendly tear, the grief was divided, consolation was suggested, and arising from
rational sources, was like oil to the wound. The friendship of Miss Brooke was not a

Name, nor charm that lulls to sleep;<44>

it was an affection which interested and actuated every power; it was a sincere
and generous passion, which sought not its own but another's good; and rejoiced in
every circumstance which tended in the most remote degree to the happiness of her
bosom friend. But all friendships formed on earth are of short duration. Life is
uncertain; and the pleasure enjoyed in the company of those we love is dearly
purchased by the anguish of separation.

Invidious Grave! how dost thou rend in sunder
Whom love has knit, and sympathy made one!
A tie more stubborn far than nature's band.<45>

Miss Brooke has long since taken her everlasting farewel of earthly scenes;
but Miss T still survives, and still dwells with grateful recollection on the
memory of her departed friend, whose unbounded affection and ardent attachment
smoothed many a ragged path in her jnyenile years, and made

Her iron cares sit easy.

But is it not a thought calculated to repress every rising sorrow, and. wipe
away every tear, that the period of separation is very short? How will it appear when it
is over? It may seem very distant in perspective; but in retrospect, it will dwindle into
a point. O how short, in contrast with eternity, the duration of mortal friendships!

Still, however, when such friends part, it is the survivor dies; and Miss Brooke's
surviving friend can well adopt the beautiful language of the poet on this occassion:

— Of joys departed,
Not to return, how painful the remembrance!<46>

Miss Brooke's charities were extensive. Previous to the loss of her property,
when she lived in affluent circumstances, she devoted a considerable portion of her
income to charitable purposes. She took a particular interest in educating the children
of the poor; and when she lived at Longford established a school, to the support of
which she devoted the profits of her little work, entitled 7he School for Christians. In
the year of 1778, Dr. Gormley, an eminent physician at Fintona, in the county of
Tyrone, dying in very low circumstances, left behind him a very large family of
daughters, who by his death were reduced to great poverty. The late Rev. Philip
Skelton, a man of an eccentric character, but of great benevolence of disposition, and
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always a friend to the friendless and distressed, took the poor orphans under his care,
and supported them till he put them in a way of providing for themselves. Those who
were of an age fit for it, he recommended for waiting-maids to ladies of fortune. One
of them lived in this capacity with Miss Brooke, who kindly took her on the
recommendation of Mr. Skelton, and treated her in every respect, so as to make her
feel her situation as unlike a dependant as possible. Miss Brooke afterwards informed
Mr. Skelton by letter, that this girl, who was bred a Roman Catholic, had voluntarily
conformed to theProtestant religion; which intelligence it may be supposed, was
extremly pleasing to him; for he had always, through a principle of delicacy, avoided
speaking to her on the subject of her religion, lest he might appear to use his influence
on her in so nice a point, where one should be directed, not by complaisance, but by
conscience,<47> But in all her acts of beneficence, Miss Brooke was exceedingly
careful to avoid ostentation. She felt the obligation of that admonition, "When thou
doest thine alms, let not thy left hand know what thy right doth; that thine alms may
be in secret;"<48> and, from the most conscientious motives, made it quite a system
to conceal her name as often as it was practicable, from those to whom she extended
relief, or to whom she remitted her contributions for any important object.

One of the most remarkable features of Miss Brooke's character was, her
candour in judging. She was slow to discern the faults of others, and backward to
mention them. When she found it impossible altogether to justify the actions of some
of her fellow-creatures, she did not judge their motives, but rather mentioned such
apologies as the case would bear. Unconscious of the superiority of her own
attainments, and abashed by a sense of her own infirmities, she was not at all
concerned to judge others, but without self-denial embraced that precept, "Honour all
men." She felt the force of that question, "Who art thou that judgest another's
servant?—For we must all appear before the judgment-seat of Christ."<49> This was
the source of her candour; an habitual recollection of judgment to come; a referring of
every thing to that awful day. This is very observable in many of her letters, as well as
in her general conduct. When writing to a particular friend, she speaks thus: "I wish
you had happened to keep Harry's letter to send me along with your own, for I have
not received it, and I should be very sorry if it is lost, for, poor man, he has very little
time for writing, and I very seldom hear from him. I suppose you will see Mrs.
at his house, but I don't think you will like her. There is a hardness in her manners,
which acts upon me with all the powers of repulsion; and I think the poles could as
soon meet, as my heart come into contact with hers. Yet she is really in many respects
a most uncommonly good woman. But self-opinion, pride, and ill-temper, must be put
off before she becomes a new creature. However, there are very few new creatures to
be met with; as for me I know but one. Shall I therefore condemn all the rest? God
forbid! "To their own Master each of them standeth or falleth."<49> Believe me, 1
neither dare nor wish to attempt such an impious piece of cruelty or folly. For 'who
am I, that I should judge another man's servant?'<49> I have neither right nor
inclination to judge them. As far as I can see of their state, I would not dare to trust
myself in such a one; but how far the possibilities of nature may admit of their
acceptance from a merciful God, I know not, nor is it fit [ should attempt to enquire."

Miss Brooke was possessed of first-rate natural endowments; and claimed a
considerable degree of mental superiority. Her apprehension was quick, her judgment
was accurate; and her imagination vigorous and bold, fertile and ready. No one could
more nicely or instantaneously discriminate the defects or excellencies of a
performance; but her candour and self-diffidence generally repressed the declaration
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of her sentiments. She was not a person to whom mediocrity, in any sense, could be
attributed. Promptitude, vigour, and resolution, marked her entire character. She was
fond of music, and played extremely well. She drew correctly from nature; and was an
enthusiastic admirer of the sublime and beautiful. She valued erudition in all its
branches, and for all its legitimate purposes; and strove patiently and laboriously to
gain an extensive knowledge of literature. And her acquisitions, considered in
connection with her circumstances, were eminent. Her acquaintance with general
science, though not profound, was extensive. She knew no luxury so great as a book:
her reading was constant and diversified. But she was averse to novels and works of
fiction. "I would not recommend works of imagination," says Miss Brooke, to one of
her correspondents; "I was for some years that I did not venture to read any books of
fancy—not even the most moral productions. I found they deadened my relish for the
only kind of reading that then could be of real use to me. They are too apt to lead the
wavering mind aside, and lull its nerve asleep." Her Bible was her companion, her
friend, and her counsellor; and the numerous quotations to be found in her epistolary
communications evince the extensive knowledge she had acquired of its sacred
contents. The writings of Law, and the celebrated Madam Guion, were in her constant
perusal. Upon these, and some of the works of Doddridge, she employed much of her
time. Biography, and history of eventful periods, interested her even to the last period
of her life. These, and other kinds of compositions in which there was a mixture of
anecdote, she used to call "eager reading;" and she often pursued it beyond the limits
of her strength. 'She was mistress of Italian and French, and translated with ease and
elegance many of the best works in these languages. To the study of the Irish she was
enthuiastically attached; and the extensive knowledge of that language which she
arrived to, plainly proves what progress may be made under the greatest
disadvantages. It is frequently the case, that those who have the means and
opportunities of improvement, undervalue and neglect them; while others who are
desirous of excelling, are denied these assistances. But diligence conquers the hardest
things. "An intense desire of knowledge," says a late writer, "will not suffer a man to
be idle. It will create the help it does not find. It will detach leisure from distraction,
and solitude from company; it will keep open the eyes and the ears; and by lively,
active, minute, habitual attention, it will aggregate and multiply intellectual stores; it
will render every place a school, and every occurrence a tutor; it will suffer nothing to
be lost."

Some minds are tempered happily, and mixed

With such ingredients of good sense and taste

Of what is excellent in man, they thirst

With such a zeal to be what they approve,

That no restraints can circumscribe them more
Than they themselves by choice, for wisdom's sake,
Nor can example hurt them. <50>

Such was Miss Brooke. Her spirit was ardent and invincible, displaying an
almost unequalled decision of character. Her judgment on most points, was generally
formed with such force and precision, that she seemed a stranger to hesitation, and
seldom found occasion to review any of her resolutions. Having once settled in her
own mind the question of right, on whatever subject, she would pursue her object with
indefatigable industry, patience, and perseverance. There was a firmness in her
principles and. proceedings, which neither admitted relaxation.nor delay. Difficulties
and disappointments, instead of producing discouragement, afforded a fresh
excitement to action, and the hope of ultimate success.

-38-



Reliques of Irtish Poetry

The gift of poetry was hereditary in the family of Mr. Brooke; it descended to
his daughter Charlotte, and, like the rest of her relatives, she employed it in the
service of religion and virtue. Of her first poetical attempts there are few remains, and
as they were written merely to please a few friends in the country, it is probable she
would have been sufficiently gratified with their approbation, if they had not called on
her to add something more to that fame which those effusions had acquired. In the
latter years of her life she wrote a considerable number of pieces, none of which have
ever appeared in print, having been exclusively confined to the circle of her own
immediate friends and relations. Some of those have come under my notice. Their
variety is as striking as their number. I select one, not because it is preferable to many
that remain, but for the useful and interesting topic that it treats of, and the pious spirit
which it breathes, as well as the poetical merit which it unquestionably possesses.

Like Bartimeus, Lord, I came
To meet thy healing word,

To call upon thy gracious name,
And cry to be restored!

Across thy path my limbs I laid,
With trembling hope elate;

And there, in conscious rags arrayed,
A poor blind beggar sate.

I did not ask the alms of gold,
For sight alone I cried;

Sight! Sight! A Saviour to behold!
And feel his power applied.

The more the crowd rebuked my pray
And gave it to the wind,

The more I cried thy grace to share
Thy mercy to the blind!

At length I heard a pitying voice,
"Pilgrim," he calls, "arise!

Poor Pilgrim, let thy heart rejoice,
He hears thee, and replies."

Up, at the word, with joy I bound
(My cure in hope begun,)

And cast my garment on the ground,
That faster I may run.

But the "What wilt thou?" yet delays;
Nor yet I view the /ight;

Till faith once more with fervour prays,
O give me,—give me sight!

Transport!—'tis done! I view that face!—
That face of Love divine—

I gaze, the witness of his grace;

And see a Saviour mine!

Next on myself mine eyes I cast

Ah! what a sight to find!

All soiled, and shrinking at the blast
Of each inclement wind!
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What shall I do? resume again

The rags 1 cast away;

And on my limbs, beneath my ken,
The loathsome object lay!

No, wretched garment, lie thou there,
Nor give me farther shame;

(O welcome, first the rudest air

That may assail my frame!)

With thee may all my follies die!—
To thee may sense adhere!

There, self, may all thy cobwebs lie,
And earth, thy cumbrous care!

Far better prospects now arise,

A better garb to view;

Since He who has restored mine eyes,
Has power to clothe me too.

His blood shall wash my stains away,
His grace my faith approve;

His righteousness my limbs array,
And shelter me with love!

No more the sordid alms of earth
My altered sense delight

All joyous in its recent birth,

The glorious birth to light!

"Miss Brooke," says a gentleman, who was on a visit at her father's, in a letter

to a friend, "inherits a considerable portion of the countenance of her father; but, she
is as pale as a primrose, and almost as thin as her mother. Our conversation at dinner
turned chiefly on the customs and manners of the inhabitants in the neighbourhood.
You would really think that Mr. Brooke was talking of his own children, they were all
so dear to him; he prayed for them, and blessed them over and over again, with tears
in his eyes. Miss Brooke dwelt on their talents; ready turns of wit; their passion for
poetry, music, and dancing; she gave me some specimens of their poetry, but I have
mislaid them. I hope I have not lost them; she also gave me the following love letter,
which was actually written by a young man in the vicinity, to a very handsome young
woman, to whom he was afterwards married, to the great joy of all the parish:

"My dearest Nanny,—I write this with the quill of a virgin goose, on paper
almost as snowy as your breast. This is a compliment justly due to your maidenhood
and innocence. It is now so long since I saw you, that I begin to think you have
forgotten me. If your lively image treated me as unkindly as you do yourself, I should
die of despair; but it does not desert me, sleeping or waking, in or out of company.
My companions cannot conceive what it is that makes me so pensive, they little know
the cause, and, perhaps, if they did, they would only laugh at me; for if your finger
aches, there are a thousand remedies prescribed for it in an instant; but, when your
heart is consumed in all the tender flames of love, not one can be found to sympathise
with you. I think I have already given you many proofs of the sincerity of my passion;
I don't want your pity;—the beggar lives on pity [ want your hand and your heart
along with it, it is this alone that can make me happy, and restore my mind to that
tranquillity which it knew till these unfortunate eyes of mine first met yours. A line
will revive my drooping spirits, and give my soul a holiday, which it has not enjoyed
since you left this place.
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I am, my dearest Nanny,
Your sincere lover,
T—D—Y."

"In the evening," continued the gentleman already mentioned, "we walked into
the garden; his favourite flowers were those that were planted by the hands of his wife
and daughter; I was astonished at his skill in botany; he dwelt for some moments on
the virtues of the meanest weeds, and then launched out into such a panegyric on
vegetable diet, that he almost made me a Pythagorean; especially after the
conversation [ once had with that amiable and learned man, Dr. Hill, on this subject.
When the conversation turned on the poets, I expected that Miss Brooke would have
shown me some of her own poetry; but the diffidence and modesty of all her
expressions, convinced me, in a short time, that I was not to hope for that favour. I say
favour, for I am told by a lady of refined taste, who is very intimate with her, that she
has written some verses that breathe, if I may use the expression, Promethean fire. She
was kind enough, however, to give me the following lines, written by a young lady,
who had never seen the city in her life:

Felicia to Charlotte.

Let those who tread the trophied roads of fame,
Enjoy the sweets ambitious ardours yield;

Let heroes emulate each glorious name,

And reap their laurels in the tented field.

Far other joy from social friendship flows,

Far other feelings from this source arise,

E'en love to thy sweet power submissive bows,
And kindred bonds are loose to friendship's ties.

We oft, Charlotta, share its heart-felt joys,
Its bright influence animates the mind;

How frail to this are courtiers gilded toys,
Blown with the gale, the sport of every wind!

When sol withdraws the golden beams of day,
And planetary worlds around us shine,

When in the concave glows the milky way,
And nipping frosts the watery plains confine.

How pleased we close about the genial fire,
Within the little cot, the seat of age

Of cheerful age that can the scene admire,
When mirth and innocence our thoughts engage.

Then glows the heart, soft as the melting snows,
More free, more open than the halcyon's plumes,
Envy, a hated guest, the dome ne'er knows,
Nor malice here her consequence assumes.

Hail, happy days of innocence and peace,

Of health and favoured ease, and all that's fair,
The wish to cherish and the power to please;
These, these we taste, and freedom's genial care,

Perhaps, when age hath silvered o'er our hairs,
And hoary time, with pinioned haste hath flown,
Reflection back again those scenes may bear,
And sweet remembrance stamp them for her own.
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To excel in epistolary writing, is an enviable accomplishment, and may be
rendered an instrument of great profit, as well as of pleasure. It has often been justly
observed, that there is no way in which we can form a better estimate of the leading
features of a person 's character, and of his prevailing tone of sentiment, than by his
private letters. It is when the feelings are thus poured with unsuspecting confidence
into the bosom of friendship, that the true state of the mind most distinctly appears.
The talent for writing which Miss Brooke possessed, rendered her correspondence
easy and pleasant. The liveliness of her conceptions, and peculiar felicity of
expression, imparted to her familiar letters an irresistible charm; whilst the warmth of
her affection, her solicitude for the happiness of her friends, and her exalted piety,
rendered them lessons of morality and religious instruction. She wrote with
uncommon facility; and her letters are full of hints derived from her own
circumstances, or application to those of her correspondents; and exhibit much of the
Christian and the friend united. The first extract which I shall give is from a letter, the
last she ever penned, to her excellent cousin the late Henry Brooke, Esq. in which her
deep impressions of the evil of sin, and the total depravity of her nature, are well
represented. The letter is dated Cottage, March 13, 1793, and she was summoned to a
world of uninterrupted happiness in sixteen days after:

I am afraid you think me better than I really am.—'Make me a clean heart, Oh
God, and renew a right spirit within me!' is a prayer that I have still but too much
occasion to offer up continually: and I fear, upon the whole, it is only my views and
ideas that are changed, and my heart is just the same that ever it was. Formerly I
believe I was better than you thought me, now not so good. I always loved God, and
feared him; and endeavoured to perform what I thought to be his will. Yet, strange as
it may seem, though I read the Bible—heard my father—and studied the law—still

The mists and films that mortal eyes involve"

were so thick, that I only perceived by halves, and through a glass, very darkly. It
then appeared to me that to take up one's cross, only meant, to bear patiently the evils
which were unavoidable—that a denial of se/f meant only a denial of what the world
calls sin—that I was forgiving enough, when I did not revenge—meek enough when I
would not allow myself to be in a passion, &c. &c.

But now I see matters in quite another point of view. I see, to demonstration,
that one must be in a manner 'absent to the body' in order to be 'present to the
Lord.'—I see the vital necessity of renouncing self altogether—of losing a// that
Adam found, in order to find what he lost. Long experience has convinced me of this
necessity and argument could now as soon make me doubt of my existence, as of a
truth to which that existence is itself the witness, and the demonstration.—I know not
either when or how this truth began first to be manifest to me; but I believe that
affliction first gave the softness, which was preparatory to the impression. Every
human prop was plucked from under me, and I was thrown, of necessity, upon
God;—but I was not pure enough, in my own estimation, to find my whole
consolation in him. I dared not pray to him for human comforts and he not only
forgave, but even granted, in such a manner my prayer, as that it has not turned into
poison to me. In proportion as my love for the world and the things of it decreased,
just in exact measure it was permitted to smile upon me; and its goods to minister to
my wants, and answer to my petitions for them: but I have now long ceased to
petition for them at all. Years have passed since I found myself even inclined to pray
for any temporal good;—that one only excepted, which related to the power of doing
justice to the memory of my father. Even in that accustomed morning prayer—'that
this day I fall into no sin, neither run into any danger,' I feel checked, when I apply
'danger' to anything outward; and am allowed only to use it as implying danger of
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offending against that God who will not that I should pray for anything but Himself.

Now, is not here a circumstance that one who did not know me, would take to
be a certain mark of an advanced state of grace!—yet it is not so.—My views and
pursuits—hopes, fears, desires, and prayers are all converted, it is true—but my spirit
and temper are still the same.—Indignity would I am sure, if offered, offend me, as
much as ever; and. disappointment in those things for which I have not lost my relish,
vexes me for the moment, just in the same degree as it would have done ten years
ago. Though to God I am humbled almost to annihilation of self—yet, to my fellow-
creatures [ am proud still. My pride does not prevent me from condescending to my
inferiors, provided they don't forget their distance—nor to my superiors, when they
don't take airs upon it,~but when either of these things befall, then I feel that I am
proud, though don't always let it be seen.—Now, pray observe that it is not for talk's
sake I am telling you all this;, but that you may consider my case, and know how to
prescribe for me. Therefore, don't let it be just read, and forgotten; but answer me to it
all.

I would be very glad that I could make over to Maria nine-tenths of my little
frippery talents; for they might be of use to her, though to me they are wholly
unprofitable; the tihe of them is as much as I am able to manage, but altogether they
are too many for me:—they became my masters instead of my servants.—I have been
obliged to discard a great many of them, and the rest have their noses in the corner,
till they grow good, and obedient. Yet why should I wish that these gifts once so
cultivated and prized, were less rich, or less abundant than they are—I have neither
rank, nor wealth, nor power, nor beauty,—nor anything else whatever, that is
material, to offer upon the Altar of faith, obedience, and love. This is my son, my
only son Isaac—given to me by God, and by God reclaimed from me—given to me
for good—reclaimed for a greater good.—Blessed be the name of the Lord!—blessed
when he gives, and not less blessed when (perhaps in greater mercy) it is his pleasure
to take away!

The deep sense entertained by Miss Brooke of her own unworthiness, together
with her ingratitude to God for numerous mercies received, she in the same letter
expresses thus:—

As to myself, I can say that, unless my experience is a delusion of the
enemy—it declares for Mr. Law's opinion (which appears to me by far the most
pious, rational, and consonant to nature, and to all that we conceive of God,)—that
forgiveness of sin is cleansing from sin—that it is impossible for any forgiveness or
any good, on the part of the Deity to be withheld from the creature, or to remain
uncommunicated to it, but when it is not in the possibilities of it nature to receive it.
This leaves to God the judgment of his creatures; and permits the humble Christian to
tremble without despairing. I never felt anything like what some define the
forgiveness of sins;—but I think I have felt impressions of the love of God.—which is
not very far from his forgiveness, surely. Were I to die this night, I should have
humble hope, though mixed with many fears. But were I to live to attainments greater
than any of the best Christians I ever knew—I should still rejoice—only—with
trembling. I am often grieved that I feel not my sins with that keenness and severity
of rebuke that I ought to do. Yet still it seems to me that I ought not to make myself
unhappy about this; because that the dispensations of my merciful God towards me
appear to be such as wills me not to receive the "spirit of bondage unto fear,"—but
rather to be drawn by the cords of gratitude and love. When I am chidden—it seems
only like the reproaches of a jealous and tender parent—reproaching me—not with
unrequited benefits, but with unrequited love; And the moment that—convinced and
grieved— I turn my first step towards "my father's house"—while yet a very far off—
the open arms of mercy make haste to meet and embrace me with a sweetness that
fills my eyes with tears, and my heart with so much gratitude and joy, that it has no
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room left wherein unhappiness or regret might harbour. No sooner do I begin to be
sorry, than my sorrow is swallowed up in pardon and joy.—Yet, ought not all this
infinite love and goodness of my God to afflict me the more, when I am so culpably
unhappy as to offend him? And I offend him every day, and all the day—God help
me—my very best endeavours would be an offence, did not mercy weigh the will to a
better obedience than anything the deed can produce.—Dear Harry, speak fully to this
subject, and set me right, where I am wrong. God knows I would not willingly err. 1
am, at any rate sincere; and—at least before God—I am humble—even in the very
dust. Tell me,—may we not well go on our way rejoicing, when certain of being got
into the right road—without an absolute assurance of salvation? may not an humble
application of the blood of Christ, and the gracious terms of the Gospel, be a
sufficient ground for our "eating our bread with gladness and singleness of heart?"—
even though it reached no farther than a hope that the infirmity of our nature, and
imperfection of our obedience, may not be so great, as to leave no possibility for
infinite goodness to make us happy, and

"To some humbler Heaven the trembler raise,
There though the last—the first to sing his praise."<51>

The concern which Miss Brooke manifested for the salvation of a particular
individual, is feelingly and powerfully conveyed in the following extracts:—

Be assured, my dear Miss T— that the pleasure you so kindly say you take
in hearing from me, is as gratifying to me, as my letters can possibly be to you.—You
owe me no acknowledgements for those letters;—they spring from the irrsistible
impulse of my heart;—I could not withhold them, even if I would. But I am not at all
inclined to do so—on the contrary, I no sooner conclude and send off my letter, than [
recollect twenty things more that [ wished to have said; and I only regret that I cannot
spend more of my time than I do in painting to you the beauty of that holiness from
which you turn, to please yourself with the visionary "shadow of a shade"—the
sweetness of that voice which you refuse to hear, that you may attend to the
sounding-brass and tinkling cymbals that surround you.—Take care, my friend! You
stand upon the brink!—God has plucked the props of every human comfort from
under you, that you may lean only on him. Yet you will rather lean upon air itself—
anything—nothing—rather than God. Alas, my dear girl, this is a dreadful state!—a
state infinitely more culpable than that of the vain and giddy groups of unthinking
creatures, who laughed at your seriousness, merely because they did not comprehend
it—But you do comprehend.—You you feel, you understand—yet you turn away.

You bid me pray for you—Can you doubt that I do?—Scarce do my petitions
for my own particular want, rise with more fervour to the throne of grace, than they
do for those of my poor unhappy friend!—But why, oh, why will you not pray for
yourself!—Do you not, then, remember the gracious words of the friend of sinners?—
"They that are whole need not a physician, but they that are sick." Be assured until
you pray, you can do nothing.—"Prayer" (says someone—I forget who) "is our
messenger to heaven; and it never returns empty handed."—But you say "your
prayers are so languid,"—now, what do you mean to express, by this?—that you
cannot pray as others do—in eloquent language, sublime, fervour, &c.?—If this is all,
do not be discouraged. You know your wants, do you not?—Can you not then wish to
be relieved?—If you can wish you can pray. The matter is very simple.—The
particular want needs only to be known and felt; and then we, of course know how to
ask relief.—"Save us Lord, or we perish,"—<cried the tempest-beaten mariners.
"Lord" (cried the sick) "if thou wilt thou canst make me whole."—"Lord that I may
receive my sight," cried the blind. The application of all this is very obvious. How
can you feel that you are sick; without wishing to be healed? Impossible—unless
(indeed) you are as enamoured of misery, as other people are of folly. If this is the
strange and fatal state of your heart, why then do you seek for such society and

-44-



Reliques of Irtish Poetry

conversation as may be made a means (under God) of health to you?—No, you would
not, surely; and therefore, I trust in God it is not your state. But what then?—Do you
hope that good society—good convention—good preaching—good books—will
either penetrate the aversion of your will from God—or apply the want of that will?—
Do you hope that the prayers of your friends will prevail for you, while your own are
silent?—"Ask and it shall be given to you."—But to ask is to pray, and you will
perhaps, say you cannot pray. Well then—desire—wish—and it shall be given you. It
is all the same thing. To kneel down in prayer is doing nothing, without it is the
previous asking of our heart that throws us prostrate.

I am heartily sorry you have been so prejudiced against the mystic writers;—
it is a prejudice that injures you very much. I have just now finished (for, I suppose
the tenth or twelfth time) Mr. Law's most incomparable treatise on the very spirit you
want—the spirit of prayer; and, were it not that you declared yourself rather hurt than
served by his pamphlet on Regeneration, I would strongly recommend it to you. It not
only opens (in the most dazzling clearness of demonstration) the whole nature of this
blessed spirit, but it also shows the way to it. The Bible excepted, [ know no other
book upon the face of the earth that is like it,—none so adapted (under God) to
make—and to accomplish a Christian. Nevertheless, I must not recommend it to you.
You fear to be a mystic—My friend, this is as groundless a fear, as that of a girl
learning to spell, apprehending she should thereby become a learned lady. I have been
reading Mr. Law these fifteen years; and I am not a mystic, nor perhaps ever shall be.
That knowledge which is "too wonderful and excellent for me," I leave with women,
untouched; and concern myself only with such as I find to be level to my
comprehension, and necessary to my state. The mystic writers lead more directly to
Christ than any other; and therefore it is that I read them:—they place the reader with
Mary, at the feet of Jesus, and make his divine language be heard in its own genuine
truth and efficacy.

In another communication to the same person, Miss Brooke thus expresses
herself:—

For Heaven's sake, dear soul, do not give way to such dreadful despondency.
Why will you not try the only remedy? Believe me, that incessant guard over every
thought, word; and deed—that unremitting strife

"Which sense doth wage with virtue"

And which you seem to think so very difficult—believe me, you would not find it
half so wearisome, even in its most trying hours, as that gloomy despair which is
dragging you reluctant to the tomb.—Was it not the word of truth itself that assured
us, "his yoke was easy and his burden was light?" Aye but, say you, and a thousand
others, "we have tried, and we find it is not light, but it is heavy, and we cannot carry
it." Alas! but how have you tried it?—"Take these clothes," would a humane
Christian say to a naked brother, "take these clothes, and put them on; you will find
them comfortable and warm."—His naked brother takes them, and ties them in a
bundle on his back; then walks awhile, and cries, "Oh they are very heavy and
burdensome!—they only weigh me down, instead of keeping me warm: and I am just
as cold as ever I was."—The application is obvious; for alas, it is only in this manner
that the yoke of our Lord is in general tried to be worn, and therefore, no wonder it is
not found easy. Put it on rightly, and then have patience for a little time, until you
have "proved it."—If it does not fit at first, it will grow easy in the wearing. You had
patience with the rudiments of all other kinds, of learning, and why can you not bear
those of Christianity also? —or do you think it is in this alone that you can jump into
perfection at once, without any previous pains?—But if it should be accompanied
with difficulty, will you not have the smiles of a reconciled God to cheer and animate
your labours?—Have courage, my friend!—your heavenly father has seen that you
are beginning: to he weary of husks—though you consider yourself "yet afar off," he
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beholds his returning prodigal—he only waits for you to advance a few steps more,
and he thee will meet and embrace you, and his houshold will rejoice over his child
"who was lost and is found."—Still you hesitate—Oh, perhaps you then doubt that he
is a kind father reconciled to sinners through Christ! If you do, seek instantly for a
solution of your doubts. If you would open your mind to me entirely upon this
subject, perhaps I could assist you. Would to God that I could in any degree impart
peace and comfort to you.—I aspire not to be myself the means of spiritual comfort to
you, (such honour is "too wonderful and excellent for me;") but only to transfer to
you those helps that have brought me into the right road.—But perhaps in fact you are
much farther advanced in it than I am; and that humility alone leads you into those
expressions which make it appear possible that a hand so weak as mine could aid you.
If so, pardon a mistake which you yourself have caused; and accept of my hearty
good wishes and prayers, if in nothing else I can serve you.

In a subsequent letter, Miss Brooke writes as follows to the same
correspondent, who was still sinking under that awful gloom and dejection of mind,
which was dragging her reluctant to the tomb:—

I am quite shocked to find you plunged in such dreadful and increasing
melancholy. Why, dear girl, why will you not apply yourself in earnest—with all your
heart—to the only, only remedy? If this world has lost all its attractions for you, why
do you not turn your attention to another? I do not mean, why do you not read
sometimes, and think sometimes seriously about it—but why do you not set your
whole heart upon extracting that comfort from the contemplation of eternity, which
time can never afford you? Why not make God the prime object of at least your
ardent prayers and earnest efforts to love?—Why not make his love your constant
study, your constant guide? Believe me, without uniformity and constancy; at least in
our intentions and endedvours—partial acts of worship or of duty are of very little
avail. Nay more; when the heart has been long estranged, a quarantine is frequently,
and very justly required, before it is received in safety "to the haven where it would
be."—The soul, in this case, must often wait with patience the time when "God will
be gracious unto her." She must humble herself in prostration and penitence; soften
herself in prayer;—guard herself with constant vigilance; and arm herself with
frequent meditation. She must, in fine, continue in the patient endeavour to do, in
every word, thought, and deed—the will of her God;—in the humble assurance that
he will at length, in his own good time, show her fully of his doctrine.

I fear your assent to the doctrines of Scripture is still, in some degree, held
back, by the bias of former prejudices. If I am mistaken, you will pardon me if
otherwise, let me intreat you to lose no time, but inquire diligently and candidly till
you are enabled to discover the truth. Have you read Leslie's Short Method with the
Deists and Jews, which I lent you? If that is not full enough, I have another volume of
sermons, which contains a regular and connected proof of Christianity as old as the
creation, in language the most nervous, and argument the most clear, of anything I
ever read. Open your mind fully to me on this subject, and perhaps I may be able to
help you: I shall with pleasure accept of Mrs. S 's<52> invitation to write to her,
and shall have my letter prepared against Saturday. I return Miss Walker's letter, and
beg my most affectionate compliments to her. Adieu.

In a subsequent letter to her afflicted friend, she thus expresses herself:—

I am heartily sorry to find your frame of mind so very dejected, and that in a
manner that makes dejection friendless, and that sorrow which was meant to heal,—a
mere corroder of your heart.—Instead of incessantly lamenting your departed friend,
you should cast about for the means of meeting him again.—I know that he both
believed in and loved his Christ:—if he allowed himself in any instance of sin,—he
yet determined on a speedy period to it: he deceived himself in the idea that this was
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enough for the present, and that in a virtuous union he would soon commence a
course of religion as well as happiness. | mean not by any means to excuse this delay;
but only to offer it as a strong presumption of his having before death repented of
those sins which he often lamented, even to me, though without expressly naming
them.—If, as I strongly hoped, he is now happy with his God;—it is belief and love
that have made him so. Would you then be where he is—would you

"Embrace your wedded Soul in bliss,"

You must believe and love also. Will you through negligence and coldness,
not only risk your eternal separation from God; but also separate yourself for ever
from the society of him who, perhaps, in your present idea, would form no
inconsiderable share of your heaven, hereafter? You already know that nothing more
is wanting to your salvation than just to "turn to God." This knowledge is a great step:
but will only increase your condemnation, my poor friend, without you act
accordingly. I know you will pardon the freedom of my speech; because you are
sensible of the motive that impels it.—Let me then tell you all my fears:—let me tell
you that I apprehend you have already very much grieved the spirit of God, by
repeated and reiterated neglects. Perhaps, in order to conciliate once more those sweet
and salutary compunctions, it may be expedient to chasten yourself before your God!
I meant not fasting, when I spoke of self-denial. It is prejudicial to weak constitutions,
and therefore certainly improper. Nevertheless, even in eating, self-denial may be
used, without fasting at all. To abstain from the particular kind of food one most
relishes, is a much better abstinence than fasting; because it "brings down the body,"
without weakening it or rendering it unfit to be an effectual servant in the
performance of all its appointed and necessary functions. Every kind of abstinence
which injures /ealth is not only foolish but sinful; because it is a slow suicide, and
because, for anything we can tell, by weakening our bodies we may weaken our
minds also, and render the one as unfit to perform its duty as the other. To chasten or
"bring down" the body is right—to weaken it is certainly wrong. To you every kind of
allowable self-denial is necessary, till the time of your probation in conviction is past.
O then delay not to practise it.—In the name of that Saviour through whose merits
and intercession you hope to escape the unutterable horrors of eternal death; and in
whose glorious presence you desire to meet the object of your hearts dearest
affections! By all this I conjure you, delay no longer to turn your face often into
company, or sit long enough after meals, and chat with your friends at home, without
giving up every hour? Can you not (at least in the general) spend half an hour or an
hour before breakfast with your God?—Can you not after dinner,—or at least at night,
retire in time to afford some leisure for contemplation, to recollect and reflect on the
events of the day—to ask pardon for omission, or return thanks for performance—to
bring memory to task—to take account of every thought and action. "Have I in the
course of this day indulged no idea—permitted no word or deed to escape me, but
what might be complacently regarded by him whose eyes are too pure to behold
iniquity of any kind? Have I ordered my goings in his paths; and been particularly
careful to guard against that sin, which most easily besets me?"—Surely a course of
this kind is not impossible to any one. The busiest may have leisure for this much.

The virtues of self-denial, I think, would much tend to soften and open your
heart to divine impressions. It is true that God pours his bounties abroad for the
temperate use, not the rejection of his creatures; but it is equally true that the religious
patient, like the bodily one, must (in order to the restoration of health) abstain often
from even the most wholesome food, in order to adhere to that particular regimen
which is suited to the nature of his case. When once cured he may then enjoy the
board that heaven spreads, and all the various goods that it bestows, with a temperate
relish, and a grateful heart. But while an invalid he must abstain though others may
enjoy in safety. He must mortify not his flesh alone, but also his affections and
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desires. He must take up his cross. Oh happy those who can press it to their hearts!—
who can account it "all joy to suffer!"—Oh may you learn at length to do so! —May
you (even though it be through much tribulation) enter the glorious kingdom where I
trust we shall meet in triumph! We have already "taken sweet counsel together, and
walked in the house of our God;" and shall we now separate and turn different
ways?—Oh no, no! Let me entreat, let me conjure you, do but try, even for a few
days, the course I have taken the liberty to prescribe for you:—it will not interfere
either with health or pleasure, but, on the contrary, add greatly to both. It will give
you that "spirit of a man that supports his infirmities."—Y ou must learn to pray. In
order to do so, avoid all that is in hazard of preventing you. Poor David said, "My
sins have taken such hold upon me that I cannot look up."<53> If you cannot look up,
then close your eyes and bow down your heart. Summon up every reflection that can
call up either /love or fear,—"Mercy and judgment are the habitation of his seat."<54>
Do, my dear girl—promise me that you will adhere but for one week to my
prescription—were it but to indulge your friend—your true, true well-wisher. I would
by no means have you seclude yourself from your friends:—nay, I was even sorry to
hear you say the other evening that you had rather be alone than have their company;
it looked unkind to Miss W- who was with you at the time. Perhaps, my dear girl,
it would be better for us wait to weigh our sentiments a little, before we utter them too
hastily, and at all hazards. Indeed it was a lesson I found it very hard to learn, and I
am myself no more than a beginner in it yet.

"I would strongly advise you to get Doddridge for a constant companion. It is
not a book to be read only once and. then laid aside:—it furnishes daily assistance in
almost every possible situation to the humble endeavouring Christian. Do you write
to Mrs. S ? I hope you do. If so, and that you think it proper, tell her, with my
best respects, that though a stranger to her person, I am none to her character; and
should be very glad, if her leisure permits, to be improved by her correspondence. So
few are the excellent ones of the earth, that we ought to seek opportunities of being
known to them.

In a subsequent communication to the same person, Miss Brooke speaks
thus:—

I rejoice to find that it is not unbelief which withholds you from seizing on
the privileges and promises of our holy faith! A sense of past alienation, then, and a
feeling of present weakness, are all that keep you back: is it so? If it is,—do but
reflect upon your situation; and then you will exult in the progress of that good work
which has been effected in your heart. To convince of sin—is the first and greatest
difficulty. This already done, what then remains but to fly to a Saviour. But you have
done so, it appears; only not in the manner—not with all the faith and all the love
which are required. Cry, then, for more! Pray—pray without ceasing!—wrestle, with
all the powers of your soul, for this inestimable blessing; this finishing work of the
blessed spirit of God; his last and best gift!

I never meant to insinuate that "to walk by faith and not by sight" was an easy
attainment;—to man it is an impossible one; but to God all things are possible. The
divine hand can, with ease, remove

"The mists and films that mortal eyes involve."<55>—

can present to the view of faith an invisible world—perceived, though not seen.—can
fill the ardent longing of the soul, till it overflows, almost to the exclusion of temporal
delights, even of the lawful and the laudable kind.—When I said that the yoke of our
Lord was easy and his burden light, I meant that it frees us (as it surely does) from the
wearisome yoke with which this outward world is continually loading us; with which
we "labour and are heavy laden,"—and it is by laying down the one and taking up the
other that we shall "find rest unto our souls."—That sweet rest—that sweet peace
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which reposes upon the bosom of its God.—Confidently assured of his protecting
love, it feels equally secure in the storm as in the calm of life; and blesses the kind
physician of souls as much for his bitter as for his cordial cup; assured that they are
both alike prepared with unerring skill, and directed by infinite love to the healing of
his redeemed ones.

Why do you say you have unfortunately imbibed higher ideas of Christian
duty than are apparently felt by the mere professors of Christianity? Why
unfortunately? Oh, rather bless God—Dbless him and rejoice in his gracious work!—It
will be perfected—never fear. "Turn to the strong hold," poor "prisoner of hope!"—
Once fortified there, you will, of course, obtain all that unshaken courage and
resolution which you think at present is so difficult to attain. When once it is
attained—oh, then how delightful. —How pitiful, how poor,—how childish will then
appear those objects of sense which you now complain of, as continually distract ing
your attention! Do but resist them firmly for one week, (praying meanwhile for divine
aid) and you will see how they diminish to your view. Cultivate the pleasures of
devotion, and those of sense will vanish before them. Objects "not seen" will then be
understood, felt and rejoiced in, beyond all that presses on the outward eye.—Exert—
rouse yourself—do what you can—do all you can—even for a little time, and then
make your report;—but, until you put forth all your strength in the contest, you can
neither judge of the powers that are permitted to your adversary, nor of those that are
given to yourself.—Let me prevail—Remember for one week—one short week.—
"Watch and pray" but for one week, and if you do not find a change, I will give up the
point.

On the subject of self denial Miss Brooke speaks as follows, in a letter to one
of her numerous correspondents:—

I agree with you perfectly, as to what you say respecting the insufficiency of
abstinence for its own sake. Nevertheless, I am assured that he who will not of
himself take up crosses, now and then, by way of practice, will never be able to bear
them when they are /aid upon him. Observe I include not fasting in abstinence. It is
generally injurious to health, and when it is so, becomes sinful.—But I mean self-
denial—the spirit of sacrifice which is the spirit of love. In general, the more we
endure for a human friend, the more they engage our affections. And if endurance in
this instance is creative of affection,—affection is also creative of endurance:—they
mutually act upon, and stimulate each other. We are even sometimes rejoiced in an
opportunity of proving our love, by the sacrifices we are ready to make. No wonder
then that we are told to "rejoice when we are accounted worthy to suffer” for our
God! Self-denial is also useful and even necessary in another point of view—to bring
into subjection the "outer man." To make the vassal know his Lord. To keep those
lubbard appetites and passions of ours in due subordination, and not suffer them, as
they are perpetually inclined, to cock their arms akimbo, and flourish their fists at
their masters.—An enlightened heathen (Socrates) was so sensible of this, that it is
recorded of him, that he often denied the calls of hunger and of thirst, when he found
them unusually violent in their demands; and sometimes, after raising the cup to his
lip, laid it down again, and took a turn in his garden, till he found that he was the
master;—and then he returned, and gave his servant a drink.

The writings of the late Rev. William Law, a celebrated mystic, were much
admired by Miss Brooke. They are full of the grossest absurdities and most dangerous
errors, yet cordially received, and held most sacred by many. It must be confessed,
that Mr. Law had a masterly pen, and there are some strokes in his performances, that
are exceeded by no writer I ever met with. But though he rails against system-makers,
as he calls some writers he does not happen to think with, and blames those who give
credit to their writings, or adopt their sentiments, yet he could implicitly follow those
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of Jacob Behmen; yea, insist upon Behmen's being as really inspired as St. John was.
Thus blind is the heart of man, it blames in others as an error, what itself follows and
embraces as truth. To a female friend, from whose mind Miss Brooke wished to
remove some unfavourable sentiments which she had imbibed towards the, writings
of Mr. Law, she writes thus;—

I have read your remarks on Mr. Law;—but give me leave to ask—did you
not read Mr. W 's letter, before you made them?—I will grant, both to you, and to
Mr. W- , that Mr. Law's expressions are not always either guarded or correct; they
are too liable to be mistaken by the well-meaning, and misrepresented by the cavilling
reader. There is perhaps no writer who does not in some degree partake of this defect.
They understand their own meaning, and they conclude of course that no one else can
mistake it, let them express it how they may. Mr. Law I always thought a most signal
instance of this unhappy carelessness; but I sought the cause where I found it—in that
sublime enthusiasm and those beautiful affections which transported him beyond the
bounds of language. I do not mean this as an excuse, but only as a reason for a defect
so very perceivable in (indeed) @/l his writings. I think there is no excuse for it.
Authors should in cooler moments revise the works of their genius when glowing
with all the colours of fancy and fire of heated imagination,—or of sublime
enthusiasm. My knowledge of Mr. Law's defect makes me cautious how I recommend
his spiritual works to anyone; and it is only to those bees whom I think capable of
safely imbibing his honey, that ever I do recommend him. I think, however, the
Treatise on Regeneration has less of apparent obscurity than any other of his spiritual
works; and I am confident that had you read it more at /eisure you would not have
objected to any part of it. My sense of his sentiments is this—By conversion he
means just the common purport of the word:—to be turned, which, when applied to
Christianity, evidently means, to be turned towards the new Jerusalem—mnot arrived
there; in plainer words—to depart from error, and begin (by the light of truth and
grace in Christ) a new life—a new course—not finished, but only then begun, when
the creature is first converted.—By "growth," and "degrees" of regeneration, he
means—growth in grace.—By "putting off the old man" he does not mean (as you
deduce from the expression) that the old man is totally dead, for alas, on this earth,
we have no grounds to hope for any such state of utter impeccability as that, of
course, must be:—but that we have ceased to indulge him—to permit him the
ascendancy over us. And when he says "completely put off"—he neither appears (I
think) to mean, nor can mean any more than that he is completely subjected through
Christ. Were the old man dead, we might still praise, indeed, but we need not either
watch or pray any longer.—As to those passages you object to where he (Mr. Law)
declares the necessity of sensible witnesses of the spirit as invariably the
characteristic of a highly regenerate state—and elsewhere again (as you seem to
think, contradicts himself by) speaking of the Christian knowing himself to be an
accepted creature, I confess I cannot see the least contradiction in it. I speak from my
own experience. /, for instance, know myself to be an accepted creature:—that is, |
have found grace and favour in the sight of my Redeemer, in that he has enlisted me
his soldier and servant. I am no longer in a state of enmity. Of this I cannot be
ignorant, and need no witness to inform me of that which the state of my own nature
and heart makes it impossible for me not to know. The world is no longer my object,
neither the things of it. I neither scheme for them, nor pray for them; but rather fear
them as entanglements, and pray that I may not obtain them unless accompanied with
grace and ability to turn them to their proper use. For this conversion I offer many
ardent thanks and praises to the God of my salvation; but I do not, in consequence,
esteem myself in a highly regenerate state—or such as to be assured that my sins are
all forgiven me. Conversion is but the beginning—justification is the perfection of the
Christian state. I am not in a state of Christian perfection; and if | were much nearer
to it than I am, I still would not go about to watch and seek for that "witness" which
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some so much insist upon. If I did so, it is very probable I might have long since
thought myself possessed of it; because from the natural energies of my feelings and
imagination I am often hurried into transports of devotion and joy, the hundredth part
of which, I am certain, would be sufficient to pass for "the witness" with many who
were not aware of the cheat. But I find by the woeful experience of daily weakness
and folly, that I am yet but ill the beginning of my warfare. I have my face turned to
the new Jerusalein, it is true—I am in the right road—but I so often stop to pull
flowers, that unfortunately my journey advances very slowly.

With respect to Mr. Law's denial of the wrath of God.—I do not think he
needs any defence, The scriptures speak to human ears, and must, therefore, and do
speak human language. They ascribe all the passions of mankind to the Deity.—He is
alternately angry and pleased—disappointed and gratified—grieved and delighted.
Who does not see that all this is merely to accommodate the Auman auditor—the
human reader? It seems to me almost blasphemy to suppose any other.

When God created man, he gave him his proper and particular nature. He
created him to be happy; but man, as far as in him lay, endeavoured to defeat the
intention of the Deity. He slighted alike the command, and the warning of God. He
disobeyed, and he died. The nature capable of immortality, became mortal by its own
choice, by its own act—by the necessities of its own laws, in consequence of that act.
Here was room enough for the wrath of God, if any such wrath had existed—instead
of which we find nothing but love—Almighty unceasing unwearied love!

In vain the desperate rebel would essay
From thee to tear his being far away;
Thy saving hand arrests his mad career—

Throughout the whole process of his procedure towards man, I confess I can
see nothing but love. The sinner damns himself, and Doddridge has very beautifully
expressed what was always my sentiment on this subject;—see my little book, written
long before I ever met with Doddridge, and which I send you.<56>—I now come to
the last objection to Mr. Law, which Mr. W- lays so much stress on.

It is a passage where he professes to think that this world was originally the
habitation of the fallen angels. If I recollect right, Mr. Law does not make this even in
the slightest degree a necessary article of belief: he merely advances it as an idea
which to him appeared to open new sources of admiration and gratitude to that
boundless love which even before the creation of man was busied in bringing good
out of the evil which the creature had introduced into his habitation. For my part, I
think his opinion not only a very innocent, but a very probable one, and it seems to be
implied, though not expressed by Moses. I can see no reason why Mr. W. should
so violently anathematize an idea whidh is at once ingenious, beautiful, benevolent,
and innocent, even though it should be a mistake. Sure I am that Mr. Law would
never have answered him in similar language. His wisdom has at least one character
of being from above—it is gentle. If any man ever possessed a spirit after God's own
heart, Mr. Law surely did. He was all love—all a mild light of benevolence beaming
forth in every page of his works. His very errors (if errors they are) proceed wholly
from this virtue—if possible—to excess. If he has mixed (in some of his works)
philosophy with religion, he has not made it necessary to it. Those who don't like it
may leave it quictly alone. There is some of the Bible which we can't understand; yet
none but infidels or idiots would give this as a reason for rejecting it. Mr. Law's
practical works are for the multitude, and there is no philosophy introduced into them;
but I cannot see why he should be debarred from introducing it into his other works
written professedly upon subjects of sublime speculations, in all of which, amidst the
greatest heights and depths of his genius, he is the humble, self-abased, grateful, and
adoring Christian still. I have read all his works. I do not understand them all, but that
is no reason why others may not understand them. The study of astronomy—of

-51-



Charlotte Brooke

natural philosophy, &c. are by no means necessary to Christianity; yet they add a
plume to the wings of love and adoration, and therefore are not only innocent and
charming, but highly useful also; and I cannot see why moral philosophy should be
exclusively prohibited. To make philosophy necessary to religion, or indeed to mingle
it at all with practical tracts upon religious subjects is, I think, wrong; but, in the
speculative parts of it, I see not any reason for shutting out either either moral or
natural philosophy:—under proper direction they are useful assistants, and surely
very allowable ones.

You object to Mr. Law's using the terms wrath, &c. &c. and applying them to
outward nature. Surely this is very common. The wrath of elements—the wrath of
seasons—their mildness—sweetness, &c. &c. are phrases made use of without
scruple or reproof by all other writers, and why not by Mr. Law? You also think him
wrong in objecting to the new convert's impatience (or as he calls it making too much
haste) for the perfection, and glory, and "witness," &c. of saints. Now I know him to
be right in saying that such impatience is wrong. It involves just the same nature and
consequence with respect to the sickness of the soul, as with that of the body. When
an invalid of a sanguine and. impatient temper gets into the hands of a wise and
skilful physician, and feels the first returning dawn of health produced by his care—
he directly sets up for being well at once—will sub-mit to be kept low no longer—
must exhibit the same vigour and perfection of body that he sees in the youth,
strength, and health of others. Just so with the impatient soul—and the consequence is
a relapse. Our heavenly physician knows best what regimen to appoint, and, it is our
business, in full confidence of his wisdom, to submit; even though our cure should go
on slowly, and though we should be kept on a spare diet, and debarred of many
solaces that are given to others. He who knows the nature of our case is the best judge
how to treat it. We should, indeed, as St. Paul exhorts, Press on'—but how?—Why,
use all diligence to observe those directions which we are commanded. To use the
exercise—the regimen—the medicines appointed, with the most exact observance:—
this is our business. Let us leave the cure to him who has faithfully promised, in such
a case, to effect it. Too much haste may make us impatient—perhaps desperate—and
is, besides, very wide of that spirit of meekness and trust which should leave all
things to be done by our God in his own good time.

Such are Miss Brooke's sentiments respecting the writing of Mr. Law, which
unquestionably possess much that is good, but abundantly mere that is injurious. Miss
Brooke renews the subject in the following letter to the same correspondent:—

In my last, the limits of my paper did not permit me to speak to you half the
fullness of my heart, upon a subject of such infinite importance as that on which your
thoughts are at present so much and so justly occupied. You seem to think the mystic
writers too much taken up with speculative religion, to the neglect or omission of
those points of doctrine which would lead to the practice of it. If they are so to you,
they are not for your purpose; even though they should appear in a light not their
own, to you.—No writer is to be valued, on this subject, but for the substantial and
practical utility of his doctrine; and if his speculations do not tend to lead into
practice, they are useless. But if that which on first view appears to me merely fine
theory, should on trial be reducible to the firmest grounds, and surest help to
practice—is it not then to be approved?,—We all profess, at least, to believe the
necessity of a "death unto sin and new birth unto righteousness"—yet how few even
conceive a right idea of either, much less make one step towards a trial of them.
Every one is willing to detest those particular sins which his natural man is averse
from. The man of natural honor abhors all sins that are dishonorable. Natural
mildness abhors all sins of revenge and wrath.—Natural humanity of temper abhors
all sins of cruelty.—MNatural rectitude abhors the sins of injustice and oppression.—
Now all these characters, doing nothing more or better than avoiding what they are
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prompted to avoid by the natural man—through no higher motive than merely a
gratification of those sweet and amiable tempers with which God of his infinite mercy
endowed them, to make his yoke a burden still the more even naturally easy and
delightsome to them.—These self-deceived people persuade themselves that they are
dead to sin, and alive to righteousness.—Whereas, in fact there is in all possibility but
the one only way of dying to sin; and that is, by dying to self. By a constant
unremitting vigilance in contradiction and suppression of every rising and working of
self in the heart.—This miserable self, which is the world into which our first parents
fell, when broken off from the paradise and life of God.—This is the world which we
thust hate and renounce. —The things of this outward world are no farther hurtful
than as they serve to nourish this fallen world of man in the human heart. This self
into which Adam fell must die before the life of God (which He lost) can be renewed
and matured, in us, as it was in him previous to his fall.—Therefore "if ye suffer with
me, ye shall also reign with me."—In the nature of things, it cannot be that we should
reign without we first suffer.—But nature shrinks from suffering, and therefore will
never be weary of trying to find out shorter and smoother paths of her own to the
place of her heavenly designation, until she is first convinced beyond a possibility of
doubt, that there can be but one only road, and that every other path leads astray.—
And how is nature to be convinced of that?—By learning to know herself.—This
truth and this knowledge is taught by the mystics beyond any other writers that ever I
have read; and it is for this reason I prefer them. It is yet for this reason, that, to those
unacquainted with them, they appear too speculative, when, in fact, they are only
establishing the grounds and absolute necessity of practice.—You say very truly, that
religion ought to be simple, because of the multitude.—But can anything be more
simple than this?—In Adam all died; in Christ all shall be made alive.—We cannot be
at once both fallen, and renewed.—We must get out of the pit of corrupt nature,
before we can be delivered from it.—We must die to the corruption of Christ,—And
what are those corruptions? Are they what the world calls crimes? No: these are only
the offspring of our natural corruption; and that corruption is self. We must die to self
then, and we can only do it by suffering. How then, you will say; can none who enjoy
worldly happiness hope to inherit eternal life? God forbid else! Yet still they must
suffer. Surely there are many ways of suffering; and perhaps in a steady and
unremitting course of self-denial, when, the "war that sense doth wage with virtue" is
kept up without one moments respite to the devoted nature which must die—perhaps
this incessant warefare and gradual death is in itself (at least in its first progress) more
irksome, and difficult of endurance than most external inflictions.—Do not yet be
discouraged, my friend; for while the outward nature groans, the inward one will
triumph. When the one is fettered, the other "enlarged," will "run in the way of God's
commandments." Self-denial therefore, though painful to the flesh, is yet, to the
Spirit, delightful.

But perhaps you will ask, if all the investigations of nature, and the grounds
and necessity of suffering laid open by the mystics, be necessary to religion, what
then is to become of the multitude? 1 answer, that, to the multitude it is not necessary;
because, unaccustomed to investigation, and unacquainted with knowledge, they are
content to follow when they are led,—at least as far as notion or opinion goes.—But
with persons of a different class and character in life, the case is far otherwise.—With
me at least [ know it was so.—I was by no means willing to submit my high and
mighty reason to any other guide than the scriptures; for the human leaders of the
blind appeared so often blind themselves, that I was very unwilling to trust them; and
as to the scriptures themselves, [ was very loth to suppose they could possibly mean
the absolute positive reality and literality of dying to self, (as I now find it,) but
wanted to try if a meaning less irksome to flesh and blood might not be discovered in
those texts which stood so much in my way.—First, I tried whether the mode of one
interpreter would answer to procure me the spirit and temper, which I acknowledged
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it was desirable to have—that would not do.—Then I tried another—and another—
and ran the round of them all.—Then I made experiments of my own.—In these also 1
was disappointed.—Grieved, and vexed, I sat down to consider what now was best to
be done.—Fighting with the corruptions of my nature to so little purpose had wearied
me completely out; and yet I was afraid of laying down my arms, for fear of being
made utterly captive.—By this time, however, the experience of outward and inward
suffering, had nerved my mind, and by the grace of God, rendered it less a coward to
endurance, than it had formerly been; and then recollected those books which I had
long before laid aside as "too hard for me." I took them up once more.—I
apprehended them more clearly;—they appeared convincing, yet still very very
severe: however, as the mode they prescribed was almost the only one I had left
untried for my rescue from those corruptions, which became felt every day more
grievously than the former. [ was determined to make trial of it. I did so,—and I have
found the effect. Whoever objects to its efficacy, I would make them the same answer
as the blind man restored to sight made to the unbelieving Jews, who would not credit
the possibility of his cure: I would say that "whereas I was blind, I now see." Do not,
however mistake me, or suppose highly of my state, in consequence of this
declaration.—Convalescence, my friend, is not health.—Yet, convalescence must of
necessity, be conscious of departing disease, and rejoice in returning health, though
only as yet in its dawn. Alas, it has long been but a very slowly progressive dawn
with me. Perhaps I am incapable of the "perfect day."—If so, let me then be content
to be a "door-keeper in the house of my God." Yes, O my merciful God! If unworthy
to gather up even the crumbs, in the mansions of highest bliss,—

Yet to some humbler heaven the humble raise,
There though the last—the first to sing thy praise!
Some lowly vacant seat, ETERNAL deign;

Nor be Creation and Redemption vain!

You seem to think that the mystics are sometimes at variance with the
scriptures. But perhaps they only appear so, by taking some passages of those
scriptures in a sense different from what you have been accustomed to understand
them in—even so,—I grant you, it is expedient to read them with caution, inasmuch
as the point is of such infinite importance.—See whether they make the scriptures
contradict themselves.—If they do not.—If they, on the contrary, expound them in
such a way as to make us still more enamoured of that infinite LOVE which gave
them.—If they preach up a "death unto sin, and a new birth unto righteousness" only
in a voice more loud, and words more convincing than others-why should we turn
away?

I have already, in my last letter, told you that I myself, though receiving so
much benefit from the mystic writers, yet do not, in every particular, acquiesce in
their opinions.—In some of those particulars they vary from each other—But in the
firm assertion and clear demonstration of the one great and necessary truth they all
agree:—or at least all of them that [ have ever met with.—When this is the case, |
cannot think it material if they should be mistaken in some points of opinion, the
belief or disbelief of which cannot affect our salvation.—The most, perhaps the only
important of these is something like intimation of some kind of punishment after
death, to cleanse the soul utterly of all its remaining pollutions, previous to its
reception into heaven. Now I cannot myself agree with this opinion.—I do not find it
authorised sufficiently by scripture, yet many of the early Christians hold the doctrine
of Purgatory;—and thought they understood it from scripture. Mistakes in opinion
will arise in the most enlightened minds, while anything of human remains. I would
no more reject the example, or writings of a Christian led by the spirit of God, merely
because they possessed not the perfection of heaven—than I would dash the cup of
blessing from my lips, because it did not overflow. Some there are, however, who
cannot admit the doctrine of any writer at all, unless they can agree with him in every
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particular. If this be your case, you have then great reason to be careful how you read
letters full of spiritual matters.

Believe me, I should by no means think "argument lost time," if it could in
the least serve either you or myself, in respect to the course of our spiritual
acquirements; but I know, by experience, that unless most ably handled, it does often
more harm than good:—if it is not wanted, it only adds to notions what it takes away
from feeling—and. if it is wanted, it ought to be treated by abler hands than mine.
Perhaps I have myself "darkened counsel" by ill-chosen words; yet be assured that my
heart goes with every line I write you, in sincere and ardent wishes for your
happiness."

These, which are only extracts from a few of many similar letters written by
Miss Brooke, and at present in my possession, with various papers on divine subjects,
require no commentary. The present transcripts contain a very distinct representation
of the views she entertained of some of the leading doctrines of divine truth, and.
concern for the eternal salvation of others. But what is the design, let it be asked, of
introducing these in the present narrative? It is to show what those principles were,
which, in their practical operation, produced all those amiable dispositions, that frame
and serenity of mind, and Christian deportment, which were so eminently exemplified
in her character, and which so particularly inspired that holy composure, in the
prospect of dissolution, which so eminently adorned the concluding period of her
sojourning on this earth.

With regard to the letters omitted, I would observe that on the one hand, there
was nothing in them that could have detracted from the substantial excellency of Miss
Brooke: or on the other, that could have been important to her character, either in
rendering it useful and impressive, or prominent and distinct. In the selection of what
is retained, and now presented to the reader, [ have had my motives, and they
extended to every part of it: though for the perfection and approbation of them, I must
be indebted to the judgment of some, and the candour of others: as in a case of this
kind, it cannot be supposed that I would attempt to state or vindicate every view that
has influenced me. Some few things would not have obtained permission to appear,
but for three reasons. First, an unwillingness to merge the peculiarity of the
individual, and rob her of any distinguishing feature. Secondly, a fear of deviating too
much from the wishes and expectations of her friends and connections. And thirdly, a
supposition that an editor is not deemed answerable for every expression used, or
opinion held by the author he publishes.

However, to prevent any mistaken inference from the supposition on which I
have presumed, I wish it to be observed, that I am by no means ashamed of many of
the leading doctrinal sentiments apparent in the letters of Miss Brooke, and known to
be held by the writer. At the same time, I would wish the reader to understand, that I
avow myself no partisan for the theological system of Mr. Law, or any other
propagator of mysticism, as I conceive it to contain a multiplicity of pernicious errors,
many of which are opposed to common sense, and utterly subversive of the scriptures
of truth. I believe every unbiassed reader of Miss Brooke's compositions, must admit
many of the leading points of her belief to have promoted in her the love of GOD and
of mankind, in which all real RELIGION consists. And where there is a general
agreement, there may yet be a number of subordinate differences. "There are things,"
says an elegant writer, "which two individuals may hold to be equally true, but not
equally important: they may therefore dissent from each other as to the degree of
attention they deserve—and this will considerably affect the proportion in which they

-55-



Charlotte Brooke

are dispersed. They may hold the same things to be not only equally true, but equally
important; and yet dissent from each other as to the manner in which they should be
enforced, whether abstractedly in their notions, or in their experimental and practical
learning; whether in their qualities or uses; whether in the mechanical exactness of
human systems, or in the fine glowing, natural, undefineable freedom of Scripture
language."

At one period of her life, Miss Brooke frequently associated with the higher
classes of society; but was preserved from being intoxicated by the flattering charms
of worldly greatness. The insight into character which she obtained through means of
her intercourse with high life, strengthened her conviction of the emptiness and vanity
of those things which are generally looked up to with desire and envy; and furnished
her with a practical proof of the indispensible necessity, in every condition of life, of
the knowledge of vital religion, to communicate true excellence to the character, or
impart real enjoyment to the heart. About the year 1786 the late Countess of
Moira<57> visited Miss Brooke, and from thence a gradual intimacy grew up
between them, which ended only with the life of the latter. Her extraordinary display
of genius and. acquirements procured her great celebrity, and the learned flocked
about her with admiration. Mr. and Mrs. Trant,<58> paid her the most marked
attention; and as a small token of Miss Brooke's esteem and regard, she dedicated her
"Irish Tale" to this worthy couple. It was also about the same period that she became
acquainted with the Hon. Robert Hellen,<59> second justice of his Majesty's Court of
Common Pleas, who delighted in her society, and regarded her intellectual powers
and acquisitions with unfeigned admiration. In the circle of his amiable happy family,
Miss Brooke spent a large portion of her time, where she had every thing she could
think of to contribute to her comfort or amusement. To Judge Hellen, with Lady
Moira, Dominick Trant, Esq., Eyles Irwin, Esq., and her intimate friend, Joseph
Cooper Walker, Esq. and others, Miss Brooke acknowledges her obligations, in the
preface to the Reliques of Irish Poetry, for the valuable assistance which they afforded
her in the compilation and translation of that work; a work which is now presented to
the public, executed in a manner not unworthy of its author.

It is not surprising, that talents of so high an order should have acquired a most
extensive influence; superiority of mind contains a warrant for command, and men in
general are willing to obey. Miss Brooke did not assume the dictatorship, it was freely
given to her; and the deference paid to her judgment was too frequently carried to
extremes. "Probably," says a late writer, "many circles in the world enjoy a similar
advantage, where the thinking of one person saves the trouble to all the rest; yet it
may be doubted whether this easy expedient be not productive of some injurious
effects, and amongst others, that of prostrating the human faculties before the object
of their admiration, till it ceases to be tangible, and becomes invested with some
imaginary grandeur which it would be awful to approach. Hence arises the timidity in
examining character, the disposition to give too high a colouring to biographical
sketches, and to confound every just distinction with indiscriminate and unmeaning
praise. It is better for us to know that every thing pertaining to man is imperfect, and
that where we see much positive excellence, we may expect to find some positive
defects; then only are we placed in a situation to contemplate the lives of the best of
men to edification and advantage."<60>

To tenderness and elegance of genius, Miss Brooke joined the most amiable
social virtues. Few enjoyed the softened pleasures of the society of "Home," or
entered with greater feeling into its interests and concerns than she did. There was an
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independence and an ingenuousness about her, which could not escape the most
transient observer. She scorned every thing that was mean and selfish, and was one of
the last persons in the world to plume herself with borrowed feathers. She hated all
manner of guile and deceit, and whatever is assumed as a disguise to sentiment and
feeling. Affectation and vanity were the objects of her supreme contempt. She had no
envious or rancorous feelings about her; her constitution was unproductive of the
meaner vices. Disinterested and self-denied, she had no worldly ambition to gratify,
no sordid appetites to indulge. There was a transparent sincerity in all her actions, and
even the misguided parts of her conduct entitled her to the praise of good intentions.
In short, if there ever lived, a woman who, to softness of manners and gentleness of
heart, united power of understanding and. great energy of mind: with qualities to
create love, to secure friendship, and to fix the principles of both in dispositions less
steady, perhaps, than her own; and if ever there was a female qualified for performing
the strongest as well as the tenderest domestic relations, and while others might
change, remain herself the same; I do verily believe Miss Brooke to be that woman.

But I am far from wishing to present Miss Brooke as perfect. We have no such
characters in the biography of holy writ; and when we meet with them in other walks,
we feel ourselves trifled with, if not insulted. We have fable given us instead of fact.
Such characters are imaginary. Perfection is not the lot of mortals on this side the
grave. When the moon walketh in her brightness, her shadows are most visible. I
disdain the affectation of impeccability in creatures "compassed with infirmities."
Biographers too commonly instead of a faithful picture turn panegyrists, and raise
suspicions of the truth of their report, by endeavouring to exalt fallible men on such
pedestals of perfection, as dishearten rather than excite to imitation. Earth produces no
faultless monsters: and Christianity disclaims them. I may venture confidently to
assert of every human being, that amidst all his apparent amiability of conduct and
sweetness of disposition, his exalted virtues and numerous good qualities, if, as a
faithful biographer, he were to describe everything which hath passed in his spirit or
conduct with scrupulous fidelity, perhaps there is not a creature who ever existed that
would submit the narrative to public view; conscious that it must sometimes at least
excite disgust and abhorrence instead of love and veneration. Where much is to be
commended, and little to offend, or awaken censure, there the just tribute of praise
will be offered. But Miss Brooke needs no posthumous fame to blazon her worth; she
is now alike beyond all human censure or applause which can affect her.

The following lines are extracted from a beautifully pathetic elegy, on the
death of the late much lamented Joseph Walker, Esq. by Eyles Irwin, Esq. of
Cheltenham, a gentleman equally beloved and respected for the amiability of his
manners, as for the elegance of his literary talents. They were communicated to
Samuel Walker, Esq. by Mr. Irwin's brother-in-law, Doctor William Brooke, of
Dublin, a near relative of Miss Brooke, and inserted in the editor's preface to the
Memoirs of Tassoni, by Joseph Cooper Walker, Esq.

Shades of St. Valeri! Your dell, how long,

The haunt of Erin's eloquence and song!

Shades of St. Valeri! To you were known

The Gaelic spirit and the Theban tone;

That marked the Reliques of thy elder time,

Which female genius decked in classic thyme.

Thy echoes oft resounded to the strain,

Where BROOKE revived the memory of the slain,
Who sleep in honour's bed, proud victors of the Dane!
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For parity of studies, and of mind,
Still to her harp thy master's ear inclined.

Lines under a Portrait of Miss Brooke, by a Friend.

Religious, fair, soft, innocent, and gay,

As evening mild, bright as the morning ray,
Youthful and wise, in every grace mature,
What vestal ever led a life so pure!

AARON C. SEYMOUR.
45, Baggot-street, Dublin, 1816.
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NOTES TO MEMOIRS OF MISS BROOKE

Most of these were footnotes in the 1816 edition. Notes addd by the transcriber are
marked [TN]

1. Fuller's Worthies.
2. Lodge's Peerage, Vol. VL. p. 35.

3. A respectable branch of the Brooke family have resided in this county for several
centuries. Sir Henry Brooke, the first baronet of this branch, died in 1664. His
descendant, the present Sir Richard Brooke, resides at Norton, in Cheshire, and
succeeded his father, the late Sir Richard, in 1796.

4. Mrs. Robert Brooke was a lady richly endowed with all those qualities which
constitute a virtuous woman, an amiable wife, and an excellent mother. Her manners
accorded with the simplicity of her character, and were at once mild and gentle,
modest and unassuming. There was a dignity in her deportment, arising rather from
her real worth than from any consciousnesss of it in herself; and it was almost
impossible to avoid treating her with the respect she deserved: yet those who
approached her with most veneration, were, upon further acquaintance, equally bound
to her by the ties of affection and regard. She continued through life a pattern of those
virtues that adorn human nature wherever they are found, and died at a very advanced
age, early in the present century, having survived her beloved husband nearly eighteen
years.

5. Memoirs of Mr. Henry Brooke, by his son-in-law, Dr.Isaac D'Olier.
6. Memoirs of Mr. Henry Brooke, p. 6, 12, 13, 14, 70.

7. Life of Henry Brooke, Esq. prefixed to his Works, p. 7.

8. Johnson's Lives of the Poets, Vol. VIL p. 12. Sharpe's edition.

9. General Biog. Dictionary, Vol. I11.

10. Milton, Paradise Lost, Book 9.

11. Miss Brooke's Life of her Father prefixed to his Works, p. 9.

12. General Biog. Dictionary, Vol. 111

13. Anthologia Hibernica, Vol. 111 p. 80.

14. Crambe repetita: "Reheated cabbage" i.e. something which has been repeated too
many times. [TN]
15. Anthologia Hibernica, Vol. II1. p. 80.

16. Biog. Dram. Vol. 1L p. 97.

-59-



Charlotte Brooke

17. General Biog. Vol. 11I.

18. Life of Henry Brooke, Esq. prefixed to his Works, p. 14.
19. Life of Henry Brooke, Esq. prefixed to his Works.

20. Life of Henry Brooke, Esq. prefixed to his Works.

21. In the correspondence between Frances Seymour, Duchess of Somerset, better
known to the world as the Countess of Hertford, the celebrated patroness of religion,
virtue, and literature, and Henrietta Louisa Fermor, Countess of Pomfret, published in
3 vols. 8vo. much information respecting this play will be found. That it contains a
considerable portion of party-spirit cannot be denied, and the character of Trollio, the
Swedish minister, however unjustly, was certainly intended for Sir Robert Walpole;
but it may be doubted whether this minister gained much by prohibiting the acting of
a play, which he had not the courage to suppress when published, and when the
sentiments, considered deliberately in the closet, might he nearly as injurious as when
delivered by a mouthing actor. Dr. Johnson, who at that time ranked among the
discontented, wrote a very ingenious satirical pamphlet in favour of the author,
entitled, A complete vindication of the Licensers of the Stage from the malicious and
scandalous aspersions of Mr. Brooke, author of Gustavus Vasa, 1739, 4to.

22. Chalmer's Biog. Dict. Vol. VII. Johnson and Chalmer's English Poets, 21. vols.
8vo. 1810.

23. Memoirs of Alessandro Tassoni, by J. C. Walker, Esq. preface, page 11-13.
24. Ibid. page 70.

25. Memoirs of Alessandro Tassoni, by J. C. Walker, Esq. preface, page 13, 14.
26. Critical Review for 1790. ["The strong breed the strong" TN]

27. Critical Review for 1790.

28. Ibid.

29. Monthly Review for 1791.

30. Critical Review for 1790.

31. Monthly Review for 1791.

32. Servetur ad imum
Qualis ab inceptu processerat "Let it be maintained to the end, what it was from the
beginning" Horace, Ars Poetica, 1. 126 [TN]

33. Critical Review for 1790.

34. The late Rev. Robert Walker, one of the Ministers of the High Church of
Edinburgh, where he died in April, 1783. For nearly 25 years he was associated with
Dr. Hugh Blair in the pastoral care of the same congregation. He was endowed with
great natural abilities, which he devoted to the service of religion; and was an eminent
and successful labourer in the vineyard of his divine Maker. His sermons were
published in Dublin in 1787, with a long dedication to Mr. William Sleater, by Miss
Brooke's intimate friend, the eccentric Philip Skelton, late Rector of Fintona, in the
county of Tyrone.

35. Sister of the late much lamented Joseph Cooper Walker, Esq. and the long tried
friend of Miss Brooke, whose attachment to her is well known. Miss Walker is still
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living, and still cherishes with affectionate warmth the fond remembrance of' her dear
departed Charlotte.

36. Miss Brooke's Preface to her father's Works, p. v,
37. Miss Brooke's Preface to her father's Works, p. vi, vii.

38. Mrs. Waller of Allentown, county of Meath, the affectionate friend of Miss
Brooke. To the kind exertions of this lady, Eyles Irwin, Esq. of Bellvue, county of
Fermanagh, and the Rev. Richard Brooke, Miss Brooke was indebted for nearly half
the number of subscribers which she obtained for the publication of her father's
works.

39. Biog. Dictionary of Living Authors, page 185.

40. Lady Granard's maiden name was Lady Selina Rawdon. She was the fourth
daughter of John, Earl of Moira, (by the Lady Elizabeth Hastings, only surviving
daughter of the celebrated Countess of Huntingdon) and married George, sixth Earl of
Granard, 10th of May, 1779, by whom she has issue.

41. Mrs. Hamilton, whose maiden name was Miss Jane Rowan, was the only daughter
of William Rowan, Esq. one of His Majesty's counsel at law, and widow of Tichborne
Asten, Esq. By her marriage, in May 1750, with Gawen Hamilton, Esq. of Killileagh,
in the county of Antrim, (eldest son of Archibald Hamilton, Esq. descended from
James Hamilton Earl of Clanbrassil, by Mary, daughter of David Johnson of Tully, in
the county of Monaghan, Esq.) she had issue, Archibald Hamilton Rowan, Esq. and a
daughter Anne, married to the Rev. Benjamin Beresford. Mrs. Hamilton was a woman
of strong natural sense, and, possessed a very cultivated mind. In the various duties of
mother, wife, and friend, she had few equals, no superiors. She survived her friend
Miss Brooke, whom she tenderly loved, and to whom she ever paid the most marked
attention, but a few months; and was indeed mercifully taken from the evil to come.

42. This elegant and accomplished lady departed this life, Sep. tember 2nd, 1793. If
Mrs. Siddons ever had a rival, it was her friend and first patroness, Mrs. O'Neil; yet
her elegant pursuits did not divert her from domestic duties: as a wife and a mother
her memory will be revered. Of the effusions of her pen, only one has fallen under my
observation: I mean The Ode to the Poppy. See Mrs. Smith's Desmond. 1 shall
conclude this imperfect sketch of the character of this truly amiablc lady with the
following lines from a sonnet, addressed to her, by her ingenious and unfortunate
friend, Mrs. Charlotte Smith:

"In vain the mimic pencil tries to blend

The glowing dyes that dress the flowery race,
Scented and coloured by a hand divine.

Ah! not less vainly would the muse pretend
On her weak lyre to sing the native grace,
The native goodness of a soul like thine!;"—

43. The author of Charles Townley, a novel in three volumes; and The Expedition of
Gradasso, a metrical Romance, translated from the Italian. To the writer of this she
expressed her high sense of the abilities and amiable virtues of Miss Brooke, and
lamented, almost to tears, the loss of so truly excellent and estimable a friend.

44. Edwin and Angelina by Oliver Goldsmith. [TN]
45. The Grave by Robert Blair. [TN]
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46. Tbid. [TN]

47. See Burdy's Life of Skelton, p. 179. This eccentric genius was the intimate friend
of Mr. Brooke, who sent him a copy of his poem on Universal Beauty, in one of the
blank leaves of which he wrote some curious lines, which the reader will find in a
little work entitled Brookiana, in two volumes 4to. Mr. Skelton was also the friend of
Miss Brooke. He died May 4, 1787, in the fifty-ninth year of his ministry, and eighty-
first of his age.

48. Matthew 6:3. [TN]
49. Romans 14:4-10. [TN]
50. From The Task by William Cowper.[TN]

51. The answer to this letter will be found in the Memoirs of the Late Henry Brooke,
Esq.p.178.

52. Mrs. S of Annadale, in the county of Fermanagh, was a woman of singular
excellence, whose whole soul was consecrated to the cause of religion. She was for
many years a member of the Methodist Society, and died about the year 1797.

53. Psalm 40:12. [TN]
54. Psalm 89:14. [TN]
55. From John Dryden's translation of Virgil's Aeneid, Book 2. [TN]

56. School for Christians, which, Miss Brooke says in one of her letters, contains her
creed.

57. The Countess of Moira was the eldest and only surviving daughter of Theophilus,
Earl of Huntingdon, (by his wife, the Lady Selina Shirley, second daughter and coheir
to Washington, Earl Ferrers) and sister to Francis, the last Earl of Huntingdon. She
was a woman of great acquirements and commanding abilities—and inherited a
considerable portion of the masculine understanding of her mother, the late Lady
Huntingdon, who closed a life of the most extensive usefulness, unbounded
intrepidity, and intrinsic excellence in the cause of religion, on June 17th, 1791.
Unequivocally may it be said, that her character has never been surpassed or equalled
in any age, or in any nation. Lady Moira departed this life April 12th, 1808.

58. The late Dominick Trant, Esq. married first, Mary, daughter of Edward Rice, of
Mount Rice, in the county of Kildare, Esq. (eldest son of Sir Stephen Rice, Chief
Baron of the Exchequer) by Elizabeth St. Lawrence, eldest and only surviving
daughter of Thomas Lord Howth, by Mary, daughter of Henry, Lord Viscount
Kingsland. The said Mary had for her first husband L. Colonel William Degge, aid-
de-cainp to the Duke of Devonshire; and for her second, Arthur Blennerhasset, of
Riddleston, in the county of Limerick, Esq., third Justice of the Court of King's
Bench. Mr. Trant married secondly, Miss Eleanor Fitzgibbon, third daughter of John
Fitzgibbon, an eminent lawyer at the Irish Bar, who died in April, 1780, sister to the
late Earl of Clare, and the late Mrs. Arabella Jeffries Grove, relict of the late James St.
John Jeffries, Esq. of Blarney castle.

59. Judge Hellen departed this life at Donnybrook, July 23dd, 1793, deservedly
lamented by a numerous acquaintance.—His virtues, public and social, were of the
most distinguished kind: few men possessed a more cultivated taste: his library was
one of the best in the kingdom; and his collection of paintings and antiques was
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equally beautiful and interesting. In his judicial capacity he united the urbanity of the
gentleman with profound legal knowledge. Whenever he presided in a criminal court,
his patient investigation of truth, and the natural clemency of his disposition, equally
filled all who heard him with respect and admiration.—May his successors on the
bench imitate him in dispensing justice with a steady, firm, yet gentle hand; and
receive, as he did, the united applause of all!

60. Morris's Life of Fuller, page 487.
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PREFACE BY CHARLOTTE BROOKE

IN a preface to a translation of ancient Irish poetry, the reader will naturally
expect to see the subject elucidated and enlarged upon, with the pen of learning and
antiquity. I lament that the limited circle of my knowledge does not include the power
of answering so just an expectation; but my regret at this circumstance is considerably
lessened, when I reflect, that had I been possessed of all the learning requisite for such
an undertaking, it would only have qualified me for a unnecessary foil to the names of
O'Conor, O'Halloran and Vallencey.

My comparatively feeble hand aspires only (like the ladies of ancient Rome)
to strew flowers in the paths of these laureled champions of my country. The flowers
of earth, the terrestrial offspring of Phoebus, were scattered before the steps of
victorious war; but, for triumphant genius are reserved the celestial children of his
beams, the unfading flowers of the Muse. To pluck, and thus to bestow them, is mine,
and I hold myself honoured in the task.

"The esteem" (says Mr. O'Halloran) "which mankind conceives of nations in
general, is always in proportion to the figure they have made in arts and in arms. It is
on this account that all civilized countries are eager to display their heroes, legislators,
poets and philosophers—and with justice, since every individual participates in the
glory of his illustrious countrymen."—But where, alas, is this thirst for national glory,
when a subject of such importance is permitted to a pen like mine! Why does not
some son of Anak in genius step forward, and boldly throw his gauntlet to prejudice,
the avowed and approved champion of his country's lovely muse?

It is impossible for imagination to conceive too highly of the pitch of
excellence to which a science must have soared, which was cherished with such
enthusiastic regard and cultivation as that of poetry, in this country. It was absolutely,
for ages, the vital soul of the nation;<1> and shall we then have no curiosity
respecting the productions of genius once so celebrated, and so prized?

True it is, indeed, and much to be lamented, that few of the compositions of
those ages that were famed, in Irish annals, for the light of song, are now to be
obtained by the most diligent research. The greater number of the poetical remains of
our bards, yet extant, were written during the middle ages; periods when the genius of
Ireland was in its wane,

Yet still, not lost
All its original brightness :

On the contrary, many of the productions of those times breathe the true spirit
of poetry, besides the merit they possess with the historian and antiquary, as so many
faithful delineations of the manners and ideas of the periods in which they were
composed.

With a view to throw some light on the antiquities of this country, to vindicate,
in part, its history, and prove its claim to scientific as well as to military fame, I have
been induced to undertake the following work. Besides the four different species of
composition which it contains, (the heroic poem, the ode, the elegy, and the song)
others yet remain unattempted by translation:—the romance, in particular, which
unites the fire of Homer with the enchanting wildness of Ariosto. But the limits of my
present plan have necessarily excluded many beautiful productions of genius, as little
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more can be done, within the compass of a single volume, than merely to give a few
specimens, in the hope of awakening a just and useful curiosity, on the subject of our
poetical compositions.

Unacquainted with the rules of translation, I know not how far those rules may
censure, or acquit me. I do not profess to give a merely literal version of my originals,
for that I should have found an impossible undertaking. Besides the spirit which they
breathe, and which lifts the imagination far above the tameness, let me say, the
injustice, of such a task, there are many complex words that could not be translated
literally, without great injury to the original, without being "false to its sense, and
falser to its fame."

I am aware that in the following poems there will sometimes be found a
sameness, and repetition of thought, appearing but too plainly in the English version,
though scarcely perceivable in the original Irish, so great is the variety as well as
beauty peculiar to that language. The number of synonyms<2> in which it abounds,
enables it, perhaps beyond any other, to repeat the same thought, without tiring the
fancy or the ear.

It is really astonishing of what various and comprehensive powers this
neglected language is possessed. In the pathetic, it breathes the most beautiful and
affecting simplicity; and in the bolder species of composition, it is distinguished by a
force of expression, a sublime dignity, and rapid energy, which it is scarcely possible
for any translation fully to convey; as it sometimes fills the mind with ideas altogether
new, and which, perhaps, no modern language is entirely prepared to express. One
compound epithet must often be translated by two lines of English verse, and, on such
occasions, much of the beauty is necessarily lost; the force and effect of the thought
being weakened by too slow an introduction on the mind; just as that light which
dazzles, when flashing swiftly on the eye, will be gazed at with indifference, if let in
by degrees.

But, though I am conscious of having, in many instances, failed in my
attempts to do all the justice [ wished to my originals, yet still, some of their beauties,
are, | hope, preserved; and I trust I am doing an acceptable service to my country,
while I endeavour to rescue from oblivion a few of the invaluable reliques of her
ancient genius; and while I put it in the power of the public to form some idea of
them, by clothing the thoughts of our Irish muse in a language with which they are
familiar, at the same time that I give the originals, as vouchers for the fidelity of my
translation, as far as two idioms so widely different would allow.

However deficient in the powers requisite to so important a task, I may yet be
permitted to point out some of the good consequences which might result from it, if it
were but performed to my wishes. The productions of our Irish bards exhibit a glow
of cultivated genius, a spirit of elevated heroism, sentiments of pure honour, instances
of disinterested patriotism, and manners of a degree of refinement, totally astonishing,
at a period when the rest of Europe was nearly sunk in barbarism: and is not all this
very honourable to our countrymen? Will they not be benefited, will they not be
gratified, at the lustre reflected on them by ancestors so very different from what
modern prejudice has been studious to represent them? But this is not all.

As yet, we are too little known to our noble neighbour of Britain; were we
better acquainted, we should be better friends. The British muse is not yet informed
that she has an elder sister in this isle; let us then introduce them to each other!
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Together let them walk abroad from their bowers, sweet ambassadresses of cordial
union between two countries that seem formed by nature to be joined by every bond
of interest, and of amity. Let them entreat of Britain to cultivate a nearer acquaintance
with her neighbouring isle. Let them conciliate for us her esteem, and her affection
will follow of course. Let them tell her, that the portion of her blood which flows in
our veins is rather ennobled than disgraced by the mingling tides that descended from
our heroic ancestors. Let them come—but will they answer to a voice like mine? Will
they not rather depute some favoured pen, to chide me back to the shade whence 1
have been allured, and where, perhaps, I ought to have remained, in respect to the
memory, and superior genius of a Father—it avails not to say how dear! But my
feeble efforts presume not to emulate, and they cannot injure his fame.

To guard against criticism I am no way prepared, nor do I suppose I shall
escape it; nay, indeed, I do not wish to escape the pen of the candid critic: and I would
willingly believe that an individual capable of no offence, and pretending to no
preeminence, cannot possibly meet with any severity of criticism, but what the
mistakes, or the deficiencies of this performance, may be justly deemed to merit; and
what, indeed, could scarcely be avoided by one unskilled in composition, and now,
with extreme diffidence, presenting, for the first time, her literary face to the world.

It yet remains to say a few words relative to the Tale which is annexed to this
volume: for that I had no original; the story, however, is not my own,; it is taken from
a revolution in the history of ancient Ireland, Anno Mundi 3649. And nowhere will
the Muse be furnished with nobler subjects than that neglected history affords. The
whole reign of Ceallachain is one continued series of heroism, and high-wrought
honour, that rises superior to all the flight of Romance, and defies Poetic fable to
surpass it. Also, the reign of Brian Boru, and the famous retreat of the glorious tribe of
Dalcais; besides many other instances too numerous for detail; amongst which I
selected the story of Maon, as a subject more suited to my limited powers, than those
which demand a "Muse of fire," to record them.

I cannot conclude this preface without the gratification of acknowledging the
favours with which I have been honoured, since the commencement of my work.

From the judgment and taste of Dominick Trant, Esq. (a gentleman too well
known to need my panegyric) I have received much information and asssistance.

To the Right Honourable the Countess of Moira. I am. indebted for some
valuable communications; as also to the learned William Beauford, Esq. of Athy; to
Ralph Ousley, Esq. of Limerick; and to Theophilus O'Flanagan, Esq. of Trinity
College, Dublin.

To the learning and public spirit of Sylvester O'Halloran, Esq. I owe
innumerable obligations; and Joseph C. Walker, Esq. has afforded every assistance
which zeal, judgment, and extensive knowledge, could give.

Besides the literary favours of my friends, there are others which I cannot omit
to acknowledge, as they equally tend to evince their wishes for the success of this
undertaking.

The accomplished family of Castle-Browne, in the county of Kildare, have
exerted all the influence of taste, and character, to extend the subscription to this
work. The learned author of the Historical Memoirs Of The Irish Bards, and his
brother, Samuel Walker, Esq., late of Trinity College, Dublin, have also been equally
zealous and. Successful; and to these two families I am indebted for the greater
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number of my subscribers, in this kingdom. For the rest, [ am obliged to the influence
of the Honourable Justice Hellen; Dominick Trant, Esq., Richard Griffith, Esq., the
Reverend Edward Ryan, D. D., the Reverend T. B. Meares, and several other friends.

Amongst those of our sister country who have exerted themselves to promote
the success of this work, the liberal spirit of William Hayley, Esq. has been most
particularly active. From the height of his own pre-eminence in literary fame he is
ever ready to reach, unasked, the voluntary hand to those who come to pay their vows
at the shrine of his favourite Muse. I have also the same obligations to the Reverend
Doctor Warner, the son of him whose historical justice, superior to modern prejudices,
so generously asserted the dignity and character of Ireland, in a work which must ever
reflect the highest honour on the candour, and philanthropy, as well as the abilities of
its author.
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NOTES TO THE PREFACE

1. See the elegant and faithful O'Conor upon this subject; (Dissertations on the
History of Ireland, p. 53. 3d. edit.) and he is supported by the testimonies of the most
authentic of ancient and modern historians.

2. There are upwards of forty names to express a Ship in the Irish language, and
nearly an equal number for a House, &c.
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HEROIC POEMS
ADVERTISEMENT.

I have not been able to discover the author of the Poem of Conloch, nor can |
ascertain the exact time in which it was written; but it is impossible to avoid ascribing
it to a very early period, as the language is so much older than that of any of my
Originals, (the War Odes excepted,) and quite different from the style of those pieces,
which are known to be the compositions of the middle ages.

With equal pride and pleasure, I prefix to it the following Introduction, and
regard it as an ornament and an honour to my work. For many other valuable
communications, I am also indebted to Mr. O'Halloran; and am happy in this
opportunity of returning my public acknowledgments for the kind zeal with which he
has assisted me, in the course of my undertaking; besides the information, which (in
common with his other admiring readers) I have received from his inestimable
Introduction to the History and Antiquities of Ireland; a work fraught with learning,
rich with the treasures of ages, and animated by the very soul of patriotism, and
genuine honour!
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INTRODUCTORY DISCOURSE TO THE POEM OF
CONLOCH

By Sylvester O'Halloran, Esq. M.R.1.A.

Had the ancient history and language of Ireland been regarded in the very
important light, which both most assuredly merit, our accounts of the laws, customs,
legislation and manners of the early Celtae, would not now be so imperfect and
confused; nor would modern writers presume so flatly to contradict the facts recorded
of them by the ancient Greek and Roman historians. But this is not the place to
expatiate on so interesting a subject: as an introduction to the following poem, I shall
only say a few words relative to the antiquity of chivalry in Europe.

INTRODUCTORY DISCOURSE

It is a fact unanimously subscribed to, that the custom of creating knights in
Europe, originated not from the Romans, but amongst the Celtae themselves. The
Romans, wherever they carried their arms, waged war against arts and sciences, as
well as against mankind; and hence it partly proceeds, that our accounts of the greatest
nations of antiquity are now so meagre and mutilated. The ancient Celtae were
amongst the number of those states that experienced this sad truth; for though the
early Greeks confess how much they were indebted to them for letters and
philosophy, though Pausanias bears testimony to their knights, and though Caesar, an
eye-witness, confesses, that these knights were the second order amongst the Gauls;
yet, because the succeeding Romans were so industrious in the destruction of their
records, that scarce a trace remains behind: our writers of the present, and of the two
last centuries, agree, that the first institution of chivalry, in Europe, was about the time
of the Crusades. But though all the other nations in Europe were overrun, and, of
course, their annals destroyed, yet Ireland still remained free and independent,
receiving into her fostering arms the distressed, and the proscribed, of Britain and of
the Continent. Here did those arts and sciences flourish, which there were annihilated
by war and rapine; and &ere it is, that Pezron, Menage, Bochart, Aldrite, &c. should
have apppealed, for a satisfactory explanation of the feudal laws and customs; the
want of which has led them to represent their early ancestors as a rude and illiterate
people, (notwithstanding the fullest Greek and Roman testimonies to the contrary,)
and that the feudal system and military tenures were instituted, for the first time, after
the expulsion of the Romans from Gaul; whereas these, as well as chivalry, flourished
among the ancient Celtae, in those days of politeness and erudition, which long
preceded the conquests in Gaul, and were always in force in Ireland.

With us chivalry flourished from the remotest antiquity: there were five orders
of it; four for the provinces, and one confined to the blood-royal; and so highly was
this profession respected among us, that a Prince could not become a candidate for the
monarchy, who had not the gradh-gaoisge, or order of knighthood, conferred upon
him. At a very tender age, the intended cavalier had a golden chain hung round his
neck, and a sword and spear put into his hands. At seven years old he was taken from
the care of the women, and deeply instructed in philosophy, history, poetry and
genealogy. The using his weapons with judgement, elegance and address, was also
carefully attended to; principles of morality were sedulously inculcated, and a
reverence and tender respect for the fair, completed the education of the young hero.
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By his vows he was obliged to protect and redress the injured and the oppressed. He
was not to reveal his name or his country to any uncourteous knight, who seemed to
demand it as a right. He was not to go out of his road for any menace. He could not
decline the combat with any knight, how intrepid soever. And still further to show to
what a pitch of elevation they carried their ideas of military glory; even in death, they
were to face this destroyer of mankind, armed, and ready to oppose force to force.
This is so true, that on Cuchullain's being mortally wounded at the battle of
Muirhevna, he had his back placed against a rock, with his sword and spear in his
hands, &c.

And Eoghan More, after the battle of Lena, was laid out completely armed, as
our history has recorded. See also how these accounts illustrate later periods: De Saint
Palaye, in his Memoirs of Ancient Chivalry, tells us, that, always, on the decease of a
knight, he was laid out in complete armour. And Hume mentions an English knight,
who, dying, ordered himself to be armed, with his lance and sword by him, as if ready
to encounter death! The Chevalier Bayard, one of the bravest and most accomplished
knights of France, during the reign of Francis the First, finding himself mortally
wounded in battle, ordered his attendants to place his back against a tree, with his
sword in his hand, and died thus facing his conquering, though commiserating
enemies.

The history of the following poem is briefly this:—In the reign of Conor Mac-
Nessa, king of Ulster, (about the year of the world 3950) Ireland abounded in heroes
of the most shining intrepidity; insomuch, that they were all over Europe, by way of
eminence, called, The Heroes of The Western Isle. Amongst these were Cuchullain,
the son of Sualthach; Conall Cearnach and the three sons of Uisneach, Naoise, Ainnle,
and Ardan, all cousins-german. Cuchullain, in one of his continental expeditions,
returning home by way of Albany, or modern Scotland, fell in love, at Dun Scathach,
with the beautiful Aoife, daughter to Airdgenny. The affairs of his country calling him
home, he left the lady pregnant; but, on taking leave, he directed, in case his child
should be a son, to have him carefully brought up to arms, at the academy of Dun
Scathach: he gave her a chain of gold to be put round his neck, and desired, that he
should be sent to Ulster, as soon as his military studies were completed, and that he
should there recognise him by means of the golden chain. He also left the following
injunctions for his conduct: that he should never reveal his name to a foe; that he
should not give the way to any man, who seemed to demand it as a right; and, that he
should never decline the single combat with any knight under the sun.

The youth (his education completed) came to Ireland to seek his father; but it
appears that he arrived in armour, a manifest proof, according to the etiquette of those
days, that he came with a hostile intention, and to look for occasions to signalize his
valour. On his approaching Eamania, the royal residence of the Ulster kings, and of
the Croabh Ruadh, or Ulster knights, Conor sent a herald to know who he was? A
direct answer, and he armed, would have been improper; it would have been an
acknowledgment of timidity: in short, the question was only a challenge; and his
being asked to pay an eric, or tribute, implied no more, than that he should confess the
superiority of the Ulster knights. On his refusal to answer the question, Cuchullain
appeared: they engaged, and the latter, hard pressed, threw a spear, with such
direction, at the young hero, as to wound him mortally. The dying youth then
acknowledged himself his son, and that he fell in obedience to the injunctions of his
mother. It appears, however, from the poem, that when Cuchullain left her those
injunctions, he was far from expecting that his son should have put them in force upon
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his arrival in Ireland. On the contrary, it appears the effect of jealousy in the lady, and
of revenge, hoping that Cuchullain (now advanced in years) might himself fall in the
conflict; for, though a gallant and most itrepid knight, yet our history proves that he
was by no means constant in his attachments to the Fair.

As to the numbers of knights engaged and vanquished by Conloch, previous to
his conflict with Cuchullain, it is all poetic fiction, to raise the characters of the two
heroes. Even Conall Cearnach, master of the Ulster knights, is made to submit to
Conloch, who then falls the greater victim to the glory of his own father.
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CONLOCH: A POEM.

Conloch, haughty, bold and brave,
Rides upon Ierne's wave!

Flushed with loud-applauding fame,
From Dunscaik's walls he came;
Came to visit Erin's coast;

Came to prove her mighty host!

Welcome, O youth of the intrepid mien,

In glittering armour dressed!

Yet, thus to see thee come, I ween,

Speaks a strayed course, illustrious guest!<1>
But now, that safe the Eastern gale

Has given thee to our view;

Recount thy travels, give the high detail

Of those exploits from whence thy glory grew.
Do not, like others of Albania's land,

Reject our fair demand;

Nor from its sheath the sword of conquest call,
To cause thy youth, like theirs, to fall:
Should'st thou, like them, with fruitless pride, delay
The usual tribute of the bridge to pay."

"If such," (the youth replied,) "ere while,

Has been the practice of your worthless isle;<2>
Yet never more a chief shall it disgrace,

For this right-arm shall your proud law efface."

Thus, while he spoke, collecting all his might,
Fierce he addressed his conquering arms to fight;
No stop, no stay, his furious falchion found,

Till his dire hand an hundred warriors bound:
Vanquished, they sunk beneath his dreadful sway,
And low on earth their bleeding glories lay.

Then Conor to his blushing host exclaimed,<3>
"Of all our chiefs, for feats of prowess famed,
Is there not one our glory to restore?

So cold is then become our martial heat,

That none will dare yon haughty youth to meet,
His name and errand to explore,

The slaughter of his dreadful arm restrain,

And force his pride its purpose to explain!"

'"Twas then the kindling soul of Conall rose,<4>
Victorious name! The terror of his foes!

His threatening arm aloft the hero raised,

And in his grasp the deadly falchion blazed!

Secure of conquest, on he moved,
The youthful foe to meet;
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But there a force, till then unknown, he proved!
Amazed we saw the strange defeat;

We saw our champion bound;

Subdued beneath fierce Conloch's arm he lay;
No more, as erst, to boast unvanquished sway,
A name, till then, for victory still renowned.

"Quick let a rapid courier fly!"

(Indignant Auliffe cried,)

"Quick with the shameful tidings let him hie,
And to our aid the first of heroes call,

From fair Dundalgan's lofty wall;<5>

Or Dethin's ancient pride!"<6>

"Welcome, Cuchullain! mighty chief!<7>
Though late, O welcome to thy friend's relief!
Behold the havoc of yon deadly blade!
Behold our hundred warriors bite the ground!
Behold thy friend, thy Conall bound!
Behold—nor be thy vengeful arm delayed!"

"No wonder" (he replied) "each foreign knight
Should now insult our coast!

Lost are the souls of martial might,

The pride of Erin's host!

Oh! since your deaths, ye favourite sons of fame!<8>
Dismay, defeat, distress, and well-earned shame,
Alike our loss, and our reproach proclaim!—

"For me, my friends, what now remains,

When I behold yon mighty chief in chains?

With such a hero's conqueror should I cope,

What could my humbler boast of prowess hope?<9>
How should you think my arms could e'er prevail,
Where Conall-Cearach's skill and courage fail?

"And wilt thou then decline the fight,

O arm of Erin's fame!

Her glorious, her unconquered knight,
Her first and favourite name!

No, brave Cuchullain! Mighty chief

Of bright victorious steel!

Fly to thy Conan, to thy friend's relief,
And teach the foe superior force to feel!"

Then, with firm step, and dauntless air,
Cuchullain went, and thus the foe addressed
"Let me, O valiant knight," (he cried,)

"Thy courtesy request!

To me thy purpose, and thy name confide,
And what thy lineage, and thy land declare?
Do not my friendly hand refuse,

And proffered peace decline;
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Yet, if thou wilt, the doubtful combat choose,
The combat then, O fair-haired youth! Be thine!"

"Never shall aught so base as fear

The hero's bosom sway!

Never, to please a curious air,

Will I my fame betray!

No, gallant chief! I will to none

My name, my purpose, or my birth reveal;

Nor even from thee the combat will I shun,

Strong though thine arm appear, and tried thy martial steel.

"Yet hear me own, that, did the vow of chivalry allow,
I would not thy request withstand,

But gladly take, in peace, thy proffered hand.

So does that face each hostile thought control!<10>
So does that noble mien possess my soul!"

Reluctant then the chiefs commenced the fight,

Till glowing honour roused their slumbering might!
Dire was the strife each valiant arm maintained,
And undecided long their fates remained;

For, till that hour, no eye had ever viewed

A field so fought, a conquest so pursued!

At length Cuchullain's kindling soul arose;
Indignant shame recruited fury lends;

With fatal aim his glittering lance he throws,
And low on earth the dying youth extends.

Flown with the spear, his rage forsook

The hero's generous breast,

And, with soft voice, and pitying look,

He thus his brave, unhappy foe addressed.
"Gallant youth! that wound, I fear,

Is past the power of art to heal!

Now then thy name and lineage let me hear,
And whence, and why we see thee here, reveal!
That so thy tomb with honour we may raise,
And give to glory's song thy deathless praise!"

"Approach!"— the wounded youth replied:—<11>
"Yet—yet more closely nigh!

On this dear earth—Dby that dear side

O let me die!—

Thy hand—my Father!—hapless chief!

And you, ye warriors of our isle, draw near,

The anguish of my soul to hear,

For I must kill a father's heart with grief!

"O first of heroes! hear thy son,
Thy Conloch's parting breath!

See Dunscaik's early care!<12>
See Dundalgan's cherished heir!
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See, alas! thy hapless child,

By female arts beguiled,

And by a fatal promise won,

Falls the sad victim of untimely death!"

"O my lost son!—relentless fate!

By this cursed arm to falll—

Come wretched Aiofe, from thy childless hall,
And learn the woes that thy pierced soul await!
Why wert thou absent in this fatal hour?—

A mother's tender power

Might sure have swayed my Conloch's filial breast!
My son, my hero, then had stood confessed!

But it is past!—he dies!—ah woe!—

Come, Aoife, come, and let thy sorrows flow!
Bathe his dear wounds!—support his languid head!
Wash, with a mother's tears, away, the blood a father shed!"

"No more," (the dying youth exclaimed,)

"No more on Aoife call!

Cursed be her art!—the treacherous snare she framed
Has wrought thy Conloch's fall!

Curse on the tongue that armed my hand

Against a father's breast!

That bound me to obey her dire command,

And with a lying tale my soul possessed,

That made me think my youth no more thy care,
And bade me of thy cruel arts beware!

"Cursed be the tongue to whose deceit

The anguish of my father's heart I owe:
While thus, to bathe his sacred feet,
Through this unhappy side,

He sees the same rich crimson tide

That fills his own heroic bosom flow!

O yes! Too surely am I thine!

No longer I the fatal truth conceal;

Never before did any foe

The name of Conloch know;

Nor would I now to thee my birth reveal,
But safety, even from thy dear hand decline,
Did not my ebbing blood, and shortening breath,
Secure thy Conloch's honour—in his death.

"But, ah Cuchullain!—dauntless knight!—
Ah—had'st thou better marked the fight!

Thy skill in arms might soon have made thee know
That [ was only half a foe!

Thou would'st have seen, for glory though I fought,
Defence,—not blood I sought.

Thou would'st have seen, from that dear breast,
Nature and love thy Conloch's arm arrest!
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Thou would'st have seen his spear instinctive stray;
And, when occasion dared its force,

Still from that form it fondly turned away,

And gave to air its course." <13>

No answer the unhappy sire returned,

But wildly thus, in frantic sorrow mourned.

"O my loved Conloch! Beam of glory's light!

O set not yet in night!

Live, live my son, to aid thy father's sword!

O live, to conquest and to fame restored!
Companions of the war, my son, we'll go,

Mow down the ranks, and chase the routed foe!
Ourselves an host, sweep o'er the prostrate field,
And squadrons to my hero's arm shall yield!
Not mighty Erin's self, from wave to wave,

Not all her chiefs could our joint prowess brave!

"Gone!—art thou gone?—O wretched eyes!

See where my child! My murdered Conloch lies!
Lo!—in the dust his shield of conquest laid!
And prostrate, now, his once victorious blade!

O let me turn from the soul-torturing sight!

O wretch! Deserted and forlorn!

With age's sharpest anguish torn!—

Stripped of each tender tie! Each fond delight!

"Cruel father!—cruel stroke!—

See the heart of nature broke!—

Yes, I have murdered thee, my lovely child!
Red with thy blood this fatal hand I view!—
Oh, from the sight distraction will ensue,
And grief will turn with tearless horror wild!

"Reason!—whither art thou fled?
Art thou with my Conloch dead?

Is this lost wretch no more thy care?
Not one kind ray to light my soul;
To free it from the black contro!

Of this deep, deep despair!

"As the lone skiff is tossed from wave to wave,
No pilot's hand to save!

Thus, thus my devious soul is borne!

Wild with my woes, I only live to mourn!

"But all in death will shortly end,

And sorrow to the grave its victim send!
Yes, yes, I feel the near approach of peace,
And misery soon will cease!

As the ripe fruit, at shady autumn's call)
Shakes to each blast, and trembles to its fall;
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I wait the hour that shall afford me rest,
And lay, O earth! my sorrows in thy breast."

Here ends the Poem of Conloch: the subject is indeed continued in the
following poem; but it is in a distinct and separate piece, of which I have seen a
number of copies, all in some degree differing from each other, and none of them
connected with the above, except in this one copy, which I got from Mr. O'Halloran.
The following poem, however, is possessed. of considerable merit; and, besides the
pathos that it breathes, it exhibits a species of originality in its way, that is unique, and
striking to a very, great degree.

The above translation is made from Mr. O'Halloran's copy, but the original of the
poem here subjoined, being rather fuller than the one which was annexed to his, I
have for that reason adopted it.

££

NOTES ON THE POEM OF CONLOCH

It is feared the measure chosen for the translation of this poem, may appear
greatly out of rule; but, in truth, I tried several others, and could succeed in none but
this. I am conscious, that the measure of an irregular ode is not strictly suited to an
heroic poem; the reader, however, as he advances, will perhaps find reason to acquit
me; as he will perceive, that the variety in the subject required a variety in the
measure; it is much too animated for the languid flow of Elegy, and too much broken
by passion for the stately march of Heroics:—at least it exceeded my limited powers
to transfuse into either the spirit of my original.

1. Yet, thus to see thee come, [ ween,
Speaks a strayed course, illustrious guest!

It is here evident, that the herald only affects to mistake the meaning of
Conloch's martial appearance, with a view, perhaps, to engage him to change his
intention; or, possibly, through politeness to a stranger, he would not Seem to think
him an enemy, until he had positively declared himself Such. But, be this as it may,
we cannot avoid perceiving the extreme elegance and delicacy with which the herald
addresses him, and makes his demand.

2. the practice of your worthless isle.

The fierceness of this reply plainly denotes the impression which Conloch had
received of Ireland, from the jealousy and resentment of his mother, and that he came
firmly purposed to evince it by all his actions.

3. Then Conor to his blushing host exclaimed.
Conor Mac-Nessa, king of Ulster.

4. the kindling soul of Conall rose.
Conall Cearnach, master of the Ulster knights, cousin-german and intimate
friend to Cuchullain.

5. fair Dundalgan's lofty wall.
Dundalgan, (now Dundalk,) the residence of Cuchullain.

6 Or Dethin's ancient pride.
Dun-Dethin, the residence of Dethin, the mother of Cuchullain.
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7. Welcome, Cuchullain!

This passage exhibits a species of beauty, that has been often and deservedly
admired: here is the poet's true magical chariot, that annihilates space and
circumstance in its speed! We scarce know that the messenger of Conor is gone, until
we find him returned; and without the tedious intervention of narrative, the bard
places his hero at once before our eyes.—Thus, in the inimitable Ballad of
Hardyknute:

"The little page flew swift as dart,

Flung from his master's arm,

Cum down, cum down Lord Hardyknute,

And red your King frae harm!"

8. Oh! since your deaths, ye favourite sons of fame!

Cuchullain here alludes to the death of his kinsmen, the three sons of Usnoth,
(or Uisneach,) who were cut off some time before by the perfidy of Conor. As their
story may perhaps be acceptable to my readers, I will here present them with it, in all
its fabulous array.

Deirdre, the beautiful daughter of Feidlim Mac-Doill, secretary to Conor, king
of Ulster, had, from her infancy, been shut up, and strictly guarded in a fortress, to
frustrate the prophecy of a Druid, who had foretold at her birth, that she should be
fatal to the house of Ulster. On a day, as she looked abroad from her prison, she
perceived a raven feeding on the blood of a calf, that had been killed for her table, and
had tinged with crimson some new fallen snow. Immediately turning to Leavarcam,
(her governess,) she asked, if there was any one in the world so beautiful as to have
hair black as that raven's wing; cheeks of as bright and pure a red as that blood; and a
skin of the same dazzling fairness as that snow? Leavarcam replied, that there was;
and that Naoise, the son of Usnoth, more than answered the description.

Deirdre, curious to behold this wonder, entreated her governess to contrive
some means by which she might procure a sight of him; and Leavarcam, pitying her
situation and confinement, and thinking this a good opportunity to effect her
deliverance from it, went directly to thc young and gallant Naoise, informed him of
the circumstance, extolled her pupil's charms, and promised to indulge him with an
interview, provided he would, on his part, engage to free the fair captive, and make
her his wife. Naoise joyfully accepted the invitation: they met; mutual astonishment
and admiration concluded in vows of the most passionate love! Naoise, with the aid of
his brothers, Ainle and Ardan, stormed the fortress, and carried off his prize; and
escaping thence to Scotland, they were there joined in marriage.

But the fatal beauty of Deirdre prevented the pcaceable enjoyment of her
happiness. A Prince of great power in Albany saw her, and was enamoured; and
finding that it was in vain to sue, he had recourse to arms, to force her from the
protection of her husband. But Naoise, with a few faithful followers, cut his way
through all opposition, and made good his retreat to one of the adjacent islands; where
expecting to be again attacked, he dispatched messcngers to Ulster, to entreat the aid
of his friends.

The nobility of that province, on being informed of his situation, went in a
body to the King, requesting that Naoise might be assisted and recalled; and Conor,
now trembling for the event of the prophecy, and perceiving, that he could not by
open force effect the deaths of those whose lives he feared would fulfil it, veiled his
treacherous purpose under the mask of generous forgiveness to the rashness of a
youthful lover; he affected to engage with pleasure in the cause of the unhappy pair;
he granted the desired repealment, and sent a ship to convey them back to Ireland, and
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a body of troops to wait their arrival on the shore, and escort them to the palace of
Emania. But Eoghain, the commander of this body, had received private orders from
the King to cut off the little band of Naoise on their landing; and particularly not to let
Deirdre and the three sons of Usnoth escape. His commands were too successfully
obeyed; and, in spite of the most gallant resistance, the unhappy brothers were slain.
But Deirdre was reserved for still further woe: the murderous Eoghain, struck with her
beauty, could not lift his arm against her; he therefore brought her back a prisoner to
the palace, and requested her from the King, as the reward of his guilty service. The
base and inhuman Conor consented to his wishes, on obtaining a promise that she
should be kept confined, and strictly watched, to prevent the accomplishment of the
prediction. The wretched victim was accordingly placed in the chariot, and by the side
of her husband's murderer, who aggravated her anguish by the most brutal raillery;
and convinced her, that death alone could free her from horrors, yet worse than any
she had hitherto endured. Inspired with the sudden resolution of despair, she watched
a moment favourable to her purpose, and springing with violence from the chariot, she
dashed herself against a rock, and expired.

But the cruel Conor drew down on his house the denunciation, that he dreaded,
by the very means through which he sought to avoid it. The friends of the unhappy
lovers, enraged at his perfidy, assembled all their forces, and took ample vengeance
on the tyrant for his cruelty and breach of faith. His whole army was routed; his
palace of Emania was seized upon, and given up to the plunder of the soldiery; and his
favourite son, together with the chief officers of his household, and all who were
supposed to be his friends, fell in the carnage of that day, as so many victims to the
manes of the murdered sons of Usnoth.

Whatever part Cuchullain had taken in revenging the deaths of his young
kinsmen, it appears that a kind of sullen reconciliation was afterwards effected
between him and the King of Ulster; Since we here find him (though reluctantly)
consenting to fight his battles, and obey his commands. But the severity of reproach,
and the bitterness of recollection, which is implied in the speech before us, plainly
demonstrate, that his grief and his injuries were still keenly felt, and warmly resented.

9. With such a hero's conqueror should I cope,
What could my humbler boast of prowess hope?.

Cuchullain had been once a candidate for the Mastership of the Ulster Knights,
but voluntarily resigned his claim to his kinsman Conall, as to one who had exhibited
greater proof of soldiership than he himself had, at that time, been happy enough to
have an opportunity of evincing.

10. So does that face each hostile thought control!

Deeply, as it is evident, that Conloch had been prepossessed against
Cuchullain, yet nature here begins to work; and the sight of the paternal face raises
strong emotions in his breast. This is finely introduced by the masterly poet, to
heighten the distress of the catastrophe.

11. Approach!"—the wounded youth replied.
From this line, to the end of the poem, my readers will perceive the necessity
of an irregular measure in the translation.

12. See Dunscaik's early care!

Dun-Scathach, (i.e. the fortress of Scathach,) in the Isle of Skye. It took its
name from a celebrated Albanian heroine, who established an academy there, and
taught the use of arms.
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13. Still from that form it fondly turned away,

And gave to air its course.
Here is one of those delicate strokes of nature and sentiment, that pass so

directly to the heart, and so powerfully awaken its feelings!—Sympathy bleeds at
every line of this passage, and the anguish of the father and the son are at once

transfused into our breasts!
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THE LAMENTATION OF CUCHULLAIN, OVER THE
BODY OF HIS SON CONLOCH.

Alas, alas for thee,

O Aoife's hapless son!

And oh, of sires the most undone,

My child! my child! woe, tenfold woe to me!
Alas! that e'er these fatal plains

Thy valiant steps received!

And oh, for Cualnia's wretched chief!<1>
What now, alas, remains!

What, but to gaze upon his grief!

Of his sole son, by his own arm bereaved!

O had I died before this hour!—

My lost, my lovely child!

Before this arm my Conloch's arm opposed;

Before this spear against him was addressed;
Before these eyes beheld his eye-lids closed,

And life's warm stream thus issuing from his breast!
Then, Death, how calmly had I met thy power!
Then, at thy worst of terrors, had I smiled!

Could fate no other grief devise?—

No other foe provide?—

Oh!—could no arm but mine suffice

To pierce my darling's side!—

My Conloch! 'tis denied thy father's woe

Even the sad comfort of revenge to know!—

To rush upon thy murderer's cruel breast,

Scatter his limbs, and rend his haughty crest!—
While his whole tribe in blood should quench my rage,
And the dire fever of my soul assuage!<2>

The debt of vengeance, then, should well be paid,
And thousands fall the victims of thy shade!

Ultonian knights! <3> ye glory of our age!
Well have ye scaped a frantic father's rage!
That not by you this fatal field is won!

That not by you I lose my lovely son!—

Oh, dearly, else, should all your lives abide
The trophies from my Conloch's valour torn;
And your Red-Branch, in deeper crimson dyed,
The vengeance of a father's arm should mourn!

O thou lost hope of my declining years!

O cruel winds that drove thee to this coast!
Alas! could Destiny afford

No other arm, no other sword,

In Leinster of the pointed spears,

-82-



Reliques of Irtish Poetry

On Munster's plains, or in fierce Cruachan's host,<4>
To quench in blood my filial light,
And spare my arm the deed, my eyes the sight!

O had proud India's splendid plain

Beneath thy prowess bled,

There, sunk on heaps of hostile slain,

Had thy brave spirit fled,

That then Emania might the deed pursue,<5>
And, for thy fate, exact the vengeance due!
Expiring millions had thy ransom paid,

And the wild frenzy of my grief allayed!

O that to Lochlann's land of snows

My son had steered his course!

Or Grecian shores, or Persian foes,

Or Spain, or Britain's force!

There had he fallen, amidst his fame,

I yet the loss could bear;

Nor horror thus would shake my frame,
Nor sorrow be—Despair!—

Why was it not in Sora's barbarous lands

My lovely Conloch fell?

Or by fierce Pictish chiefs, whose ruthless bands<7>
Would joy the cruel tale to tell,

Whose souls are trained all pity to subdue;

Whose savage eyes unmoved that form could view!

Rejoice, ye heroes of Albania's plains!

(While yet I hie, my conquering troops to lead,)
Rejoice, that guiltless of the deed

Your happy earth remains!

And you, ye chiefs of Gallia's numerous host;

Bless the kind fate that spared your favoured coast!<8>

Bute what for me—for me is left!

Of more, and dearer far than life, bereft!
Doomed to yet unheard of woe,

A father, doomed to pierce his darling's side,
And,—Oh! with blasted eyes abide

To see the last dear drops of filial crimson flow!

Alas!—my trembling limbs!—my fainting frame!—<9>
Griefl—is it thou?

O conquering Griefl—I know thee now!

Well do thy sad effects my woes proclaim!

Poor Victor!—see thy trophies,where they lie!—

Wash them with tears!—then lay thee down and die!

Why, why, O Aoife! was thy child

Thus cruelly beguiled!

Why to my Conloch didst thou not impart
The fatal secret of his father's art?
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To warn him to avoid the deadly snare,
And of a combat on the waves beware.<10>

Alas, I sink!—my failing sight

Is gone!—'tis lost in night!

Clouds and darkness round me dwell!

Horrors more than tongue can tell!

See where my son, my murdered Conloch lies!
What further sufferings now can fate devise!

O my heart's wounds! well may your anguish flow,
And drop life's tears on this surpassing woe!

Lo, the sad remnant of my slaughtered race,

Like some lone trunk, I wither in my place!—
No more the sons of Usnoth to my sight

Give manly charms, and to my soul delight!

No more my Conloch shall I hope to see;

Nor son, nor kinsman now survives for me!

O my lost son!—my precious child, adieu!

No more these eyes that lovely form shall view!
No more his dark-red spear shall Ainle wield!<11>
No more shall Naoise thunder o'er the field!

No more shall Ardan sweep the hostile plains!—
Lost are they all, and nought but woe remains!—
Now, chearless earth, adieu thy every care:
Adieu to all, but Horror and Despair!

££

NOTES ON THE LAMENTATION OF CUCHULAINN.

1. Cualnia's wretched chief.
Cuchullain was called, by way of pre-eminence, the Hero of Cualnia, that
being the name of his patrimony, which it still retains, in the county of Louth.

2. And the dire fever of my soul assuage.

What a picture of a heart torn with sorrow is here exhibited, in these wild
startings of passion! The soul of a hero, pressed down with a weight of woe, stung to
madness by complicated aggravations of the most poignant grief, and struggling
between reason, and the impatient frenzy of despair? How naturally does it rave
around for some object, whereon to vent the burstings of anguish, and the irritations
of a wounded spirit!

3. Ultonian knights!
These were the famous heroes of the Red Branch.

4. Cruachan's host.
In Connaught.

5. That then Emania might the deed pursue.

By Emania he means the Knights of the Red-Branch, as a considerable part of
that palace was occupied by this celebrated body. The part appointed for their
residence was called Teach na Craoibhe Ruadh, (i.e. the palace of the Red-Branch,)
where there was also an academy instituted for the instruction of the young knights,
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and a large hospital for their sick and wounded, called Bron Bhearg, or the House of
the Warriors' Sorrow. See O'Halloran, Int. to the Hist. of Ireland, p. 40. 4to. See also
Keating.

The palace of Emania, or Eamania, stood near Armagh. Some ruins were
remaining of it so late as the time of Colgan. See Collect. de Reb. Hib. vol. iii. p. 341.

6. Or Grecian shores, or Persian foes.

The anti-hibernian critic will here exclaim "What knowledge could Cuchullain
possibly be supposed to have had of Greece, or Persia, or of proud India's splendid
plain? Does not the very mention banish every idea of the antiquity of this poem, and
mark it out, at once, as a modern production? It is granted, that this would indeed be
the case, had our early ancestors been really such as modern writers represent them:—
barbarians, descended from barbarians, and ever continuing the same; but their
Phoenician origin of itself sufficiently accounts for their knowledge of the situation,
inhabitants, manners, &c. of the various nations of the earth; since the Phoenicians, a
maritime and commercial people, traded to every port, and were acquainted with
every country.

Besides this, the literary and intellectual turn of the ancient Irish, frequently
sent them, in quest of knowledge, to different parts of the globe. Our early writers
(says Mr. O'Halloran) tell us, (and Archbishop Usher affirms the same,) that the
celebrated champion Conall Cearnach, Master of the Ulster Knights, was actually at
Jerusalem at the time of the crucifixion of our Saviour, and related the story to the
King of Ulster on his return.He also adds, that one of our great poets, in the fifth
century, traversed the East, and dedicated a book to the emperor Theodosius. Many
similar instances and proofs could also be here subjoined; but the limits of my design
oblige me to refer my readers to the learned works of O'Conor, O'Halloran and
Vallancey, names dear to every spirit of liberality and science, but by Irishmen
particularly to be revered.

7. Or by fierce Pictish chiefs.

The period, when the Picts first invaded North-Britain, has not (I believe) been
exactly ascertained. We here find that country divided between the Picts: and the
Albanians, and the former mentioned as a bloody and cruel people. It was not till two
centuries after this, that a third colony from Ireland, under Carby Riada, was
established there.

8. Ye chiefs of Gallia's numerous host,
Bless the kind fate that spared your favoured coast.

I had nearly forgotten to acknowledge, that some stanzas of the original of this
poem are omitted in the translation; Cuchullain, before this, enumerates the heroes of
the Red Branch; viz. Conall Cearnach, Loire Buahach, Cormac Conluingeas,
Dubthach, Forbuidh, &c. &c. and tells them, one by one, that they happily escaped
being guilty of the death of his son, and the vengeance that he would have exacted. In
some other copies of the poem I do not find these stanzas; I therefore took the liberty
of leaving them out, as I thought they broke the pathos of the composition; and,
besides, they were (in point of poetry) rather inferior to the rest of the piece.

9. Alas!—my trembling limbs!—my fainting frame!
The beautiful lines, in my original, from which the three following stanzas are
translated, were not in Mr. O'Halloran'ss copy.

10. A combat on the waves beware.
Some of our romances and poems ascribe to Cuchullain the property of being

-85-



Charlotte Brooke

invincible in water, and in relating this circumstance of his life, say, that (when hard
pressed by Conloch) he took the refuge of a ford, and then threw the fatal Gathbolg,
with which he was sure of killing his antagonist. The preceding poem makes no
mention of this fable, perhaps through tenderness for the honour of Cuchullain; and
from this, and some other circumstances, I am tempted to think they were not written
by the same hand.

11. No more his dark-red spear shall Ainle wield
Ainle, Naoise, and Ardan, were the three sons of Usnoth, whose tragical story
is related in the notes to the preceding poem.
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MAGNUS THE GREAT
ADVERTISEMENT.

The language of the following poem, as it now stands, is certainly too modern
to be ascribed to an earlier period than the middle ages; but, whether it did or did not
exist, prior to those times, in a dress more ancient than that in which we now find it, is
a matter which I confess myself unqualified to determine: for, though there be many
reasons to suppose that this is really the case; yet there are also some circumstances in
the poem, which seem to contradict the supposition. If, by the Magnus of our bard, he
means the King of that name, who made some descents on Ireland, about the latter
end of the eleventh century, he is then guilty of a great anachronism, in synchronising
heroes, who flourished at such different periods; and we must fix the date of his
composition at some time in the twelfth, or thirteenth century. This, however, is mere
conjecture; upon the strength of which, it would be unfair to judge, much less to
condemn our bard. Magnus is a name so common amongst the Northern princes, that
it cannot determine our opinion.

According to the accounts that Irish history gives of Danish invasions in this
kingdom, the earliest was about the end of the eighth century; we, therefore, cannot
safely rest upon the credit of our bards, who tell us of numberless descents, which that
fierce and warlike people made upon our coasts, wherein they were opposed and
beaten back by kings and heroes, who flourished here in the earliest ages of
Christianity. Yet, small as is the faith to be placed in mere poetical authority, it ought
not to be wholly disregarded: it seems to me, that they must have had some
foundation for their perpetual allusions to the early period of Danish depredations in
Ireland; nor is the silence of our history a sufficient reason for concluding, that all
their accounts are founded in fiction only. The greater part of our historical records
are lost, and, doubt!ess, amongst them, many authentic accounts of events much more
interesting than this now in question; and which are not mentioned in the few of our
annals that yet remain. Besides this, an invasion, such as that recorded by our bard,
might easily have passed unnoticed by either a concise or a careless historian. The
Danes, under his hero, acquired no footing, gained no victory in our island; they were
only just landed, and beaten back: so fruitless an attempt might have been purposely
omitted by the historian, as not of sufficient consequence to take up room in his
annals; or it may perhaps have been noticed in some of our more voluminous records,
which are lost. Add to this, that numbers of the Latin writers (from the
commencement of the fourth, to the close of the tenth and eleventh centuries) speak
fully of an intercourse between the old Inhabitants of Ireland, and the Northern
nations. All these circumstances considered, it is left to the judgment of the reader,
whether to acquit our bard of anachronism, or not.

There are numberless copies of this poem in the hands of learned and curious.
The one from which I have translated is in the collection of Mr. Joseph C. Walker.
The author (or perhaps only the moderniser of the piece) is said to have belonged to
the family of the O'Neills; but, what his name was, I have not been able to learn.

THE POEM <1>
OISIN.
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I care not for thee, senseless clerk!
Nor all thy psalming throng,
Whose stupid souls, unwisely dark,
Reject the light of song:

Unheeding, while it pours the strain,
With Fenian glory swelled;

Such as thy thought can scarce contain,
Thine eye has ne'er beheld!

ST.PATRICK.

O son of Fionn, the Fianna's fame
Thou gloriest to prolong;

While I my heavenly King proclaim,
In psalm's diviner song.

OISIN

Dost thou insult me to my face?
Does thy presumption dare

With the bright glories of my race
Thy wretched psalms compare?

Why did my folly let thee live,
To brave too patient age,

To see how tamely I forgive,
And preach me from my rage!

ST.PATRICK.

Pardon great chief!—I meant no ill;
Sweet is to me thy song;
And high the themes and lofty skill
Its noble strains prolong.

Sing then, sweet bard! thy purposed tale,
While gladly I attend,

And let me on thy grace prevai!

Its lovely sounds to lend.

OISIN

Once, while we chased the dark-brown deer,<2>
Along the sea-girt plain,

We saw a distant fleet appear,

Advancing on the main.

Quick ceased the hunt:—to east, to west
Our rapid mandate hied;

With instant march the Fianna pressed
To join their leader's side.

Beneath the chief of mighty fame,
Whom lovely Morna bore,<3>

Seven warlike bands to join us came,<4>
Collected on the shore.
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Then Fionn, the soul of Erin's might,
With fame and conquest crowned;
To deeds of glory to incite,
Addressed the heroes round.

"Which of my chiefs the first will go
To yon insulted shore,

And bravely meet the daring foe,
Their purpose to explore!"

Then Conan of the froward mind,<5>
The bald McMorni spoke,

And as his spleenful soul inclined,
His sneering accents broke.

"O chief of Erin's battling host!
Whom should yon navy bring
Haply some Prince, or hero's boast,
To match our wondrous King.

Let Fergus, peaceful bard, advance
To meet their haughty lord;

He, with accustomed art, perchance
The threatened blow may ward."<6>

"Peace, tongue accursed, bald, froward fool!"
(The graceful Fergus cried)

"Thinkst thou I move beneath thy rule,

To go or to abide?—

"Yet, for the Fianna, I will go

To yon insulted shore,

And meet, for them, the daring foe,
Their purpose to explore."

Bright in the glittering blades of war,
The youthful Fergus goes;

Loud sounds his martial voice afar,<7>
And greets the distant foes.

"Whence are those hosts? Come they the force
Of Fenian arms to brave?—

Or wherefore do they steer their course

O'er Erin's guarded wave?"

"Mac-Mehee, of the crimson shields,<8>
Fierce Magnus heads our bands,

Who Lochlann's mighty sceptre wields,
And mighty hosts commands."

"Why does he thus our coasts explore,
And hither lead his power?

If peace conducts him to our shore,
He comes in happy hour."
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The furious Magnus swift replied,

With fierce and haughty boast,

(The King whose navy's speckled pride<9>
Defied our martial host.)

"I come" (he cried) "from Cumhal's son
A hostage to obtain;

And, as the meed of conquest won,

His spouse and dog to gain.<10>

"His Bran, whose fleetness mocks the wind,<11>
His spouse of gentle love:

Let them be now to me resigned,

My mightier arm to prove."

"Fierce will the valiant Fianna fight,
And thin will be their host,
Before our Bran shall, in their sight,
Perform thy haughty boast;

"And Fionn will swell green Erin's wave
With Lochlann's blood of pride,<12>
Before his spouse shall be thy slave,
And leave his faithful side."

"Now by that generous hand of thine,

O Fergus! hear me swear,

Though bright your Fenian glories shine,
And fierce you learn to dare;

"Or Bran shall soon the dark-brown deer
O'er Lochlann's hills pursue;

Or soon this arm shall teach you fear,
And your vain pride subdue."

"Though strong that valiant arm you deem,
Whose might so loud you boast;

And high those martial troops esteem,
Whose numbers hide our coast;

"Yet, never with thy haughty will
Shall Erin's chief comply;

Nor ever deer, o'er Lochlann's hill,
Before our Bran shall fly."

Mild Fergus then, his errand done,
Returned with wonted grace;

His mind, like the unchanging sun,
Still beaming in his face.<13>

Before bright honour's generous chief,
His noble sire, he goes;

And thus unfolds, in accents brief,
The message of his foes.
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"Why should I, from the valiant ear,
The words of death withhold;

Since, to the heart that knows no fear,
All tidings may be told.

"Fierce Magnus bids thee instant yield,
And take the granted hour;

Or soon the dire contested field

Shall make thee feel his power;

"Fleet-bounding Bran, his deer to chase,
And prove his mightier arm;

And thy soft love, his halls to grace,
And his fierce soul to charm;

"These are his proud, his stern demands,
Or soon, from shore to shore,

His spear shall desolate thy lands,

And float thy fields with gore."

(Fionn replies)

"From me shall my soft love be torn,
A stranger's halls to grace?

Or my fleet Bran away be borne,

A stranger's deer to chase?

"Oh! first shall cease this vital breath,
And useless be this blade;

And low in earth, and cold in death,
This arm be powerless laid!

"O Goll! shall these redoubted bands
Stand cold and silent by;

And hear such insolent demands,
And not to vengeance fly!

"Shall we not chase yon vaunting host,
With rout and death away,

And make them rue their haughty boast,
And rue this fatal day?"

(Oscar replies)

"Yes, by that arm of deathful might,

O Cumbhal's noble son!

Soon shall our swords pursue their flight,
And soon the field be won,;

"Yon King, whose ships of many waves
Extend along our coast,

Who thus thy power insulting braves,
And dares our gallant host.

"Soon shall this arm his fate decide,
And, by this vengeful blade,
Shall that fierce head of gloomy pride
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In humble dust be laid!

"Not so!" (with eager warmth exclaimed

My generous son of Love)

"Yon King, though fierce, though widely famed,
Thy Oscar's arm shall prove!

"Soon his twelve judges' tribe before<14>
My valiant troop shall flee,;

And their proud King shall fall, no more
His isle of boars to see."

"No, mine,"(the famed Macluya cried)<15>
"Mine be yon vaunting foe!

Mine be the task to check his pride,

And lay his glories low!

"Dark Norway's King myself will meet,
And well his arm employ:

For danger, in thy cause, is sweet,

And life is risked with joy."

"No, I to glorious fame will spring!"
(Brown Dermid cried) or die;<16>
Mine be to meet yon stranger King,
His boasted arm to try;

"Strong though it be, it soon shall yield,
While in thy cause I fight;

Or soon these eyes, on yonder field,
Shall close in endless night."

"My vision now I call to mind!"

(The starting Fallan cried)<17>

"I dreamed that with the Moorish King,<18>
Alone the fight I tried:

At length, methought, one lucky aim
Struck off his gloomy head;

And thence my soul forebodes our fame,
And sees our glories spread!"

"Blest be your souls, ye arms of war!"<19>
(The blooming Fionn exclaimed)

"May victory bear your triumphs far,

To distant nations famed!

"But, my brave troops! your chief alone,
Shall chief in danger be;

And Magnus shall be all my own,
Whate'er the fates decree.

"Strong though his arm, the war to wage,
I mean that arm to try;
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Nor from his might, nor from his rage,
Shall Erin's chieftain fly." <20>

Then, girding on each warlike blade,.
And glorying in their might,

Our martial host advanced, arrayed,
And ardent for the fight.

Auspicious arms around us blazed,<21>
Each thigh its weapon graced,

And, on each manly shoulder raised,

A spear of war is placed.

Each chief with ardent valour glows,
To prove the faith he swore;

And forth we march, to meet the foes
Encamped upon the shore.

No mirth conducts the night along;

No wax illumes our board:

Nor saffron, banquet, wine or song,<22>
The darksome hours afford.

At length we see grey morning rise
Upon its early dew;

And the first dawn of eastern skies
Gives Lochlann's host to view.

Before us, on the crowded shore,
Their gloomy standard rose,

And many a chief their navy bore,
And many princely foes.

And many a proud and bossy shield,
And coat of martial mail,<23>

And warlike arms of proof they wield,
To guard, or to assail.

And many a sword with studs engraved
In golden pomp was there;

And many a silken standard waved

In splendid pride in air.<24>

And many a chief in fight renowned,
Fionn of the banquets led,

And many a helmet darkly frowned<25>
On many a valiant head.

And many a warlike axe was there,<26>
To hew the ranks of fight;

And many a glittering spear in air<27>
Arose with stately height.

And many a chief of martial fame,<28>
And prince of mighty sway,
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All ranged beneath our banners came
That memorable day.

Bright waving from its staff, in air,
Gall-grena high was raised<29>

With gems that India's wealth declare<30>
In radiant pomp it blazed.

The next in rank, and next in name,
Goll's Fuillaing-torrigh rose,<31>
Attendant on its master's fame,
And dreadful to his foes;

Oft, while the field of death he braved,
Triumphant in his might,

High o'er the ranks its beauty waved,
And led the rage of fight!

At length we moved;—then was the shock!
Then was the battle's roar!

Re-echoing shouts from rock to rock
Resounding, shook the shore!

With tenfold might each nerve was strung;
Each bosom glowed with flame!

Each chief exulting, forward sprung,

And rushed to promised fame!

The foe recoiled!—fierce on we prest,
For freedom or for death!

Each arm to vengeance was addressed,
And victory gasped for breath.

Almost the bloody field was won,

When through the ranks of fight,

Dark Lochlann's king, and Cumbhal's son,
Rushed forth, like flame, to sight.

Round on their falling hosts, their eyes
With rage and grief they threw;

Then, swift as bolts from angry skies,
They fierce to vengeance flew!

Each chief, with the collected rage
Of his whole host was fired;

And dire was the suspense, O Sage!
That dreadful sight inspired!

As when two sinewy sons of flame

At the dark anvil meet;

With thundering sound, and ceaseless aim
Their mighty hammers beat:

Such are the fierce contending kings!
Such strokes their fury sends;
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Such thunder from their weapons rings,
And sparkling flame ascends!

Dire was the rending rage of fight,
And arms that streamed with gore;
Until dark Lochlann's ebbing might
Proclaimed the combat o'er.

Beneath the mighty Fionn he lay,
Bound on the blood-stained field; <32>
No more to boast his martial sway,

Or hostile arms.to wield.

Then, base of soul, bald Conan spoke—
"Hold now the King of Spears,

Till, with one just and vengeful stroke,
I ease our future fears!"

"Ungenerous chieftain that thou art!"
(The hapless Magnus cried)

"With thee no mercy can have part;
No honour can abide!"

(Fionn replies)

"Not for thy favour e'er to cal!
My soul shall I abase;
Beneath a hero's arm I fall,
Beneath a hero's grace."

"Since then to me the glory fel!
Thy valour to subdue,

My arm shall now thy foes repel,
Nor injure those who sue.

"For thou thyself an hero art,<33>
Though Fortune on thee frown;
Rise therefore free, and free depart,
With unimpaired renown.

"Or choose, strong arm of powerful might!
Choose, Magnus, now thy course:

With generous foes in peace unite,

Or dare again their force.

"Better our friendship to engage,
And be in peace allied,

Than thus eternal warfare wage,
Defying and defied."

(Magnus)

"O never more my arm, through life,
Against thee, Fionn, shall rise!

O never such ungrateful strife

Shall Mehee's son devise!
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"And O! that on their hills of snow
My youths had still remained,

Nor thus against a generous foe
Unprosperous war maintained!

"Exulting in their conscious might,
And glorying in their fame,

And gay with spoils of many a fight,
And flushed with hope they came.

"(O sad reverse! O fatal hour!
In mangled heaps to die!)

Too mighty Erin! to thy power,
Pale victims, here they lie."

Thus was the mighty battle won

On Erin's sounding shore;

And thus, O Clerk! Great Cumbhal's son
The palm of valour bore!

Alas! Far sweeter to my ear

The triumphs of that day,

Than all the psalming songs I hear,
Where holy zealots pray.

Clerk, thou hast heard me now recite

The tale of Lochlann's shame,

From whose fierce deeds, and vanquished might,
The battle took its name.

And by that hand, O blameless sage!
Hadst thou been on the shore,

To see the war our chiefs could wage;
The sway their prowess bore:

From Laogare's sweetly flowing stream,<34>
Had'st thou the combat viewed,

The Fianna then thy thoughts would deem,
With matchless force endued.

Thou hast my tale. Though memory bleeds,
And sorrow wastes my frame,

Still will I tell of former deeds,

And live on former fame!

Now old, the streams of life congealed,
Bereft of all my joys!

No sword this withered hand can wield,
No spear my arm employs.<35>

Among thy clerks, my last sad hour

Its weary scene prolongs;

And psalms must now supply the power
Of victory's lofty songs.

££
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NOTES ON THE POEM OF MAGNUS THE GREAT.

1. Magnus the Great

Magnus is pronounced in the Irish, Manos; but the name being a foreign one,
is here purposely written according to the spelling of the original. The Irish names are,
in general, given in such spelling as will convey the sound of the original.

2. Once, while we chased the dark-brown deer.

"These hunting matches" (says O'Connor) "continued several days; and, in
some seasons, several months: at night they encamped in the woods, and reposed in
booths, covered with the skins of the animals they hunted down.The chase was also,
to them, a sort of military school, which rendered toil easy, and annexed pleasure to
the rudest fatigue. It gave them great muscular strength, and great agility and firmness
against the severity of the most rigorous seasons. It besides, taught them vigilance,
skill in archery, and great patience under long abstinence from food. They came out of
the forest expert soldiers; and no nation could excel them in rapid marches, quick
retreats, and sudden sallies. By these means it was, that they so often baffled the
armies of South-Britain, and the Roman legions, united." O'Connor's Dissertations, p.
57,111. 3d edit.

3. Whom lovely Morna bore.

Morna, or Muirne monchaoimh, (i. e. the beloved maid, with the gentle, or
engaging wiles,) was the mother of Fionn, and it was in right of her that he possessed
his palace of Almhain. Vide keating.

4. Seven warlike bands to join us came.

These were the Fianna Eireann, the celebrated militia, so renowned in the
annals of this country, and in the songs of her bards. Dr.Warner gives the following
account of that formidable body.—

"The constant number of this standing army in times of peace, when there
were no disturbances at home, nor any want of their assistance to their allies abroad,
were nine thousand men, divided equally into three battalions. But in case of any
apprehensions of a conspiracy, or rebellion against the monarch, or if there was any
necessity for transporting a body of troops to Scotland, in order to defend their allies,
the Dalriadans, it was in the power of Fionn, the generalissimo, to increase his forces
to seven battalions, of three thousand each. Every battalion was commanded by a
Colonel; every hundred men by a Captain; an officer, in the nature of a Lieutenant,
was set over every fifty; and a Sergeant, resembling the Decurio of the Romans, was
at the head of every five and twenty. When they were drawn out for action, every
hundred men were distributed into ten files, with ten (of course) in each; and the
leader of the file gave the word to the other nine. As it was thought a great honour to
be a member of this invincible body of troops, their General was very strict in
insisting on the qualifications necessary for admission into it.

"The parents (or near relations) of every candidate for the militia, were to give
security that they would not attempt to revenge his death, but leave it to his fellow-
soldiers to do him justice. He must have a poetical genius, and be well acquainted
with the twelve books of poetry. He was to stand at the distance of nine ridges of land,
with only a stick, and a target; and nine soldiers were to throw their javelins at him at
once, from which he was to defend himself unhurt, or be rejected. He was to run
through a wood, with his hair plaited, pursued by a company of the militia, the
breadth of a tree only being allowed between them at setting out, without being
overtaken, or his hair falling loose about him. He was to leap over a tree, as high as
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his forehead; and easily stoop under another that was as low as his knee. These
qualifications being proved, he was then to take an oath of allegiance to the King, and
of fidelity to Fionn, his commander in chief.

"The reader will judge of the propriety of most of these qualifications; but this
was not every thing that was required, in order for admission into this illustrious
corps, every soldier, before he was enrolled, was obliged to subscribe to the following
articles. That, if ever he was disposed to marry, he would not conform to the
mercenary custom of requiring a portion with his wife; but, without regard to her
fortune, he would choose a woman for her virtue, and courteous manners. That he
would never offer violence to any woman. That he would be charitable to the poor, as
far as his abilities would permit. And that he would not turn his back, nor refuse to
fight with ten men of any other nation.

"In the times of peace, they were required to defend the inhabitants against the
attempts of thieves and robbers; to quell riots and insurrections; to levy fines, and
secure estates that were forfeited for the use of the crown; in short, to suppress all
seditions and traitorous practices in the beginning; and to appear under arms, when
any breach of faith required it. They had no subsistence money from the monarchs but
during the winter half-year, when they were billetted upon the country, and dispersed
in quarters. During the other part of the year, from the first of May to November, they
were encamped about the fields, and were obliged to fish and hunt for their support.
This was not only a great ease to the monarch and his subjects, but it inured the troops
to fatigue, preserved them in health and vigour, and accustomed them to lie abroad in
the field: and in a country which abounded so much with venison, fish, and fowl, as
Ireland did, it was no other hardship than what was proper to the life of soldiers, to be
obliged to draw their subsistence in the Summer season from these articles.

"They made but one meal in the four and twenty hours, which was always in
the evening; and besides the common method of roasting their meat before the fire,
they had another very remarkable, and which they seem most to have practised. The
places which they chose to encamp in, were always in the neighbourhood of water,
where great fires were made, in order to heat some large stones, for cooking of their
meat; here large pits were dug, into which they threw a layer of stones, when they
were hot, and then a layer of flesh, covcred up in sedges or rushes; then another
course of stones, and another of flesh, till the pit was full, or their quantity of meat
was finished. While their food was stewing in this manner, they washed their heads,
necks, &c. till they had cleansed themselves from the dust and sweat, occasioned by
hunting; and this contributed as much to take off their fatigue as it did to promote
their health and cleanliness. When they were dressed, and their meat was ready, they
uncovered the pits, and took out their food, of which they ate large quantities with
great cheerfulness and sociability.

"If their exercise led them, as it often did, to too great a distance to return to
the camp, as soon as dinner was ended they erected little temporary tents or booths, in
which their beds were laid out, and constructed with great exactness. Next the ground
were placed the small branches of trees, upon which was strewed a large quantity of
moss, and over all were laid bundles of rushes, which made a very commodious
lodging, and which, in the old manuscripts, are called,' The Three Beds of the Irish
Militia.' The marks of their fires continue deep in the earth, in many parts of the
island, to this day; and when the husbandman turns up the black burnt clay with his
plow, he immediately knows the occasion of it; and even now that soil is called by the
name of Fullacht Fionn. The militia were as much under discipline, when encamped
thus in the summer, as when they were at quarters, and they were at stated times
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obliged to perform their military exercise. Besides these regulations for the army, the
celebrated Fionn, who was as great a philosopher as a general, drew up several
axioms of jurisprudence, which were incorporated into the celestial judgments of the
state."

Warner's Hist of Ireland, p. 289.

5. Conan of the froward mind.

Conan, wherever he is mentioned, or wherever he appears, always bears the
same character for insolent perverseness: but, like Homer's Thersites, he was endured,
and probably for the same reason.

6. O chief of Erin's battling host!
Whom should yon navy bring?
Haply some Prince, or hero's boast,
To match our wondrous King!

Let Fergus, peaceful bard, advance
To meet their haughty lord;

He, with accustomed art, perchance
The threatened blow may ward.

In the translation of this passage, more is given than is absolutely expressed in
the original, but not more than is implied; the words of Conan here are very few; he
only says, "Who, O mighty Fionn of battles! Who should there be but some great
chief, or prince, coming against thee? Let Fergus then, with his consummate art, go
and meet him; he is accustomed to such errands." From the epithet perverse, or
froward, being bestowed on Conan, immediately before; and from the angry reply of
the usually gentle Fergus, I collected the full force of the intended irony, and
understood whatever my translation has added.

7. Loud sounds his martial voice afar.

"With us" (says Mr. Walker) "as with the ancient Greeks, (//iad, book v.)
before the use of trumpets was known in our armies; it was the business of those
herald-bards, (who had stentoric lungs,) to sound with the voice the alarm, and call the
squadrons together." Hist. Mem. of Irish Bards.

A loud and well toned voice was, indeed, peculiarly necessary to the bard;
since, without it, it was impossible, that the animated exhortations of his Rosc Catha
[battle cry] could be heard, amidst the din of arms.

8. Mac-Mehee, of the crimson shields.

The shields of the Danes were usually coloured crimson. We find in
Holinshed's Chronicle, where he describes the army led by Hasculphus against
Dublin, in the reign of Henry II, that their shields, bucklers and targets, were round,
and coloured red, and bound with iron.Perhaps, however, it is only in a figurative
sense, that the red shield is here mentioned by the poet, as having been often dyed in
the blood of the enemyj; it is in this sense, that we frequently read of the red spear, the
red sword, &c.

9. Whose navy's speckled pride.

Breac, speckled. I have nothing but conjecture to offer upon this epithet; and
must leave it to those who are better versed in Northern antiquities, to determine what
kind and degree of ornament is here meant.

10. As the meed of conquest won,
His spouse and dog to gain.
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It is not certain, whether such a demand as that of "the spouse and dog" was
usual, upon similar occasions, amongst the Scandinavians, or Celtic nations. Among
the Asiatics and other ancients, it was the custom to demand earth and water, as a
token of submission. The spouse and dog are here insisted on, evidently in the same
sense; and perhaps it was the practice of the Northerns to do so.

11. His Bran, whose fleetness mocks the wind.
This Bran is much celebrated in many of the Fenian tales and poems, for
fidelity and extraordinary endowments.

12. Lochlann's blood of pride.
Lochlann is the Gaelic name for Scandinavia in general.

13. His mind, like the unchanging sun,
Still beaming in his face.

The reader's attention is particularly called to the peculiar beauty of this
image, and indeed of the whole preceding passage. How exquisitely is the character of
Fergus supported! he greets the enemy with courtesy: he is answered with insolence;
yet still retains the same equal temper, for which he is everywhere distinguished. We
see his spirit rise, but it is with something more noble than resentment; for his reply to
Magnus breathes all the calmness of philosophy, as well as the energy of the patriot,
and the dignity of the hero.

14. Soon his twelve judges’ tribe.

In the original, Clann an dha comharleach déag. (Tribe of the twelve
counsellors or judges.)

"Odin, the conqueror of the North, established in Sweden a supreme court,
composed of twelve members, to assist him in the functions of the priesthood, and
civil government. This, doubtless, gave rise to what was afterwards called the senate;
and the same establishment, in like manner, took place in Denmark, Norway, and
other Northern states. These senators decided, in the last appeal, all differences of
importance; they were, if [ may so say, the assessors of the prince; and were in
number twelve, as we are expressly informed by Saxo, in 4is Life of King Regner
Lodbrog. Nor are there other monuments wanting, which abundantly confirm this
truth. We find in Zealand, in Sweden, near Uppsala, and, (if I am not mistaken) in the
county of Cornwall also, large stones, to the amount of twelve, ranged in the form of a
circle, and, in the midst of them, one of superior height. Such, in those rude ages, was
the hall of audience; the stones that formed the circumference were the seats of the
senators; that in the middle was the throne of the King." Malley's Northern
Antiquities, p. 44, note

15. Macluya.
Written Mac Luigheach.

16. Brown Dermid cried.
For an account of Dermid, see notes on The Chase.

17. Fallan.
Written Feelan.

18. I dreamed that with the Moorish King.

Righ tire na bhfear ngorm—The King of "the Country of the Moors;" literally,
the King of the country of the blue men. This seems a strange passage, and I must
confess myself unable to conjecture whence it could have taken rise, or what
connection there could have been between the Irish and the Moors.
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19. Blest be your souls, ye arms of war!

How natural and how beautiful is this burst of feeling! We see the affections
of Fionn exult still more in the attachment of his heroes, than his pride does in their
prowess.

20. Nor from his might, nor from his rage,
Shall Erin's chieftain fly.

There is not one of the heroes who speaks with so much modesty as Fionn, the
greatest of them all. The rest promise, with confidence, a certain success to their
valour; he alone speaks without a boast, and is modest, though determined.

21. Auspicious arms around us blazed.

The pagan Irish had a custom, which was introduced by the Tuatha-de-
Danaan, of using charms to enchant their weapons, previous to their going to battle;
but perhaps, by the word auspicious, the poet only means, that their weapons had been
tried and victorious in fight.

22. Nor saffron, banquet, wine or song.

I cannot conjecture the reason why saffron is here introduced, and must
therefore dismiss the passage without anything more than a faithful adherence to my
original.

23. And many a proud and bossy shield,
And coat of martial mail.

We here see a marked difference between the arms and appearance of either
host. The troops of Magnus are covered with steel; but we meet with no coats of mail
amongst the chiefs of the Fianna.

"It should seem" (says Mr. Walker) "that body armour of any kind was
unknown to the Irish previous to the tenth century, as we find King Muirceartach, in
that century, obtaining the ascititious name of Muirchertach na Cochall Craicinn,
("Moriarty of the leather cloaks") for so obvious an invention as that of the leather
jacket. Yet coats of mail are mentioned in the Brehon laws, and the word mail is
supposed to be derived from mala in Irish. Though the poets* of the middle ages
describe the heroes of Oisin, as shining in polished steel, no relic of that kind of
armour has escaped the wreck of time in Ireland; nor has there even a specimen of the
brass armour, in which it is said the Danes so often met the Irish, fallen under my
observation. Smith indeed tells us, that corselets of pure gold were discovered on the
lands of Clonties, in the county of Kerry** but these might have been left there by the
Spaniards, who had a fortification, called Fort del Oro, adjoining those lands.

That the bodies of Irishmen should have been totally defenceless with respect
to armour, during their several bloody contests with the Danes, I am neither prepared
to admit nor deny; but I confess myself inclined to think, that their inflexible
attachment to their civil dress would not yield to the fashion of the martial garb of
their enemies, though it gave those people an evident advantage over them in the field
of battle. It is however certain, that the English did not find them cased in
armour."*** Hist. Essay on the Dress and Armour of the Irish, p. 106.

* The poet before us is, however, (as well as many others,) an exception.

** Nat. and Civ. Hist. of Kerry, p. 187. One of these corselets was purchased by Mr.
O'Halloran, the gold of which was so ductile, as to roll up like paper. Introd. to Hist.
of Ireland, p. 210.

*** Vide Spenser's State of Ireland.
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24. And many a sword with studs engraved
In golden pomp was there;

And many a silken standard waved

1ts splendid pride in air.

I am not certain whether these four lines relate to the troops of Magnus, or
those of Fionn, and have therefore purposely given to the translation, the same
ambiguity which is found in the original. It is, however, most probable, that the poet
here speaks of the Fianna, because the two lines from which this verse is translated
begin a stanza in the original, and in the third line, Fionn of the Banquets comes in.
However, golden-hilted swords have been found in great abundance in this kingdom,;
and we are told, in the Life of St. Bridget, that the King of Leinster presented to
Dubtachus, her father, a sword ornamented with many costly jewels, which the pious
virgin purloined from Dubtachus, and sold for the charitable purpose of relieving the
necessities of the poor. Hist. Essay on the Dress and Armour of the Irish, p. 118.

25. And many a helmet darkly frowned.

At what period helmets were first worn in Ireland, is a matter of mere
conjecture. That they were in use, previous to the tenth century, is certain, from some
coins, discovered ih the Queen's County, in the year 1786; (Trans. of the Royal Irish
Acad. 1787. See also Simon's Essay on Irish Coins.) But how much earlier, or of what
kind of metal they were formed, I have never been able to discover. Mr. Walker's
Memoirs of our ancient armour, give an account of a golden helmet, which was found
in the county Oo Tipperarys; it is described as resembling in form a huntsman's cap,
with the leaf in front divided equally, and elevated, and the skull encompassed with a
riband of gold crimped. Golden helmets are sometimes, but seldom, mentioned in the
Irish poems which have fallen under my observation; but with helmets of some sort,
all their warriors are armed. Clogad in general they are called, but hardly ever
described; and when they are, it is in such figurative language, that one can neither
determine on the form, nor the material of which they are composed. "The strong
helmet," and "the dark frowning helmet," are the most common; but sometimes we
meet with "the golden helmet," "the helmet enwreathed with gold," and "the helmet
blazing with gems of the East." These latter are in general described as a part of the
armour of foreigners, not of Irish.

26. And many a warlike axe was there.

The Irish were particularly cxpert in the use of the tua catha or battle-axe.
Cambrensis, in speaking of this dreadful weapon, as wielded by our countrymen, says,
"They make use of but one hand to the axe, when they strike, and extend their thumb
along the handle, to guide the blow, from which neither the crested helmet can defend
the head, nor the iron folds of the armour, the body; whence it has happened, in our
time, that the whole thigh of a soldier, though cased in well-tempered armour, hath
been lopped off by a single blow of the axe; the whole limb falling on one side of the
horse, and the expiring body on the other."

27. And many a glittering spear.

A great number, and variety of spear-heads have been found, in different parts
of this kingdom. The Collectanea de Rebus Hibernicis has furnished drawings of
several, and several more are given in Mr.Walker's Memoir on the Armour of the
Irish.

Stanihurst has described the dexterous manner in which the Irish use the spear
or lance. "They grasp" (says he) "about the middle, heavy spears, which they do not
hold pendant at their sides, under their arms, but hurl with all their strength over their
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heads." In spite of the incommodious length of these weapons, Harris tells us, that the
Irish usually cast them with such might, as no haubergeon or coat of mail were proof
against their force, but were pierced through on both sides. Hibern. p.51.

The helmet, the sword, the axe, and the spear; are the only arms with which
the poet before us has furnished the Irish troops,* though to the enemy he has given
coats of mail, and shields; and this circumstance so far confirms the most correct ideas
that we have been enabled to form of the arms of our ancient countrymen. This,
however, does not invalidate the authority and antiquity of other poems, in which we
find some of the most distinguished chiefs of the Fianna possessed of shields; not the
wicker target, but of metal, and sometimes embossed with gold. These, we may very
well suppose, were trophies borne sway from vanquished enemies, and therefore,
though we should find them still more frequently mentioned, it would not be a matter
of wonder.

* Even the target is not mentioned; but this appears only an omission of the poet, for it
is certain that it was universally in use amongst the ancient Irish.

28. And many a chief of martial fame.
The repetition of the word many is exactly literal; it had an admirable effect in the
original, and, I thought, alSo, appeared well in an English dress.

29. Gall-grena high was raised.
Gall-grena = The blazing sun. This was the celebrated standard of the Fenian general.

30. With gems that India's wealth declare.
The words in the original are Cloichibh tire anoir i.e. precious stones from the
country of the east.

31. Goll's Fullang-torrigh rose.
The standard of the tribe of Morna.

32. Beneath the mighty Fionn he lay,
Bound on the blood-stained field.

From this, and many similar passages, it appears that our ancient countrymen,
in their martial contests, thirsted rather for honour than for blood. In the heat and
confusion of a mixed engagement, numbers were necessarily slaughtered; but, where.
ever mercy could be shown, we find, that the conqueror spared the life of even his
bitterest enemy, and was content with the honour of laying him "bound on the field."

33. For thou thyself an hero art.

The ancient Irish have been repeatedly stigmatised with the name of
barbarians. Their souls, their manners, and their language, were thought alike
incapable of any degree of refinement. The reader will easily judge how little of the
marks of barbarism appear in the passage before us; yet this poem has been the
favourite of many centuries; and its antiquity has never been questioned, though the
date cannot be exactly ascertained. Here, however, it may be urged, that we do not
contend for its being of prior date to the middle ages. Does this then invalidate the
proof? And were we less barbarians, when torn with civil broils, and foreign
invasions, than when we were a conquering and flourishing people?

34. From Laogare's sweetly flowing stream.

In hopes of being able to ascertain the scene of this battle, I have endeavoured
to find which of our rivers was anciently called by the name of Laogare's stream, but
in vain. I can discover nothing more of it than what the poem points out, that it is near
to and within sight of the sea.
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35. Now old,—the stream of life congealed,
Bereft of all my joys,
No sword this withered hand can wield,
No spear my arm employs.

How beautifully pathetic is the close of this poem! Surely every reader of
sensibility must sympathise with a situation so melancholy, and so very feelingly
described!
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THE CHASE: A POEM
ADVERTISEMENT.

My curiosity respecting the poem of The Chase, was first awakened by a long
extract from it, which I saw in Mr. Walker's Memoirs of the Irish Bards. 1 accordingly
wrote to that gentleman, to request an entire copy of it, and also his opinion respecting
the age in which it was composed; together with any anecdotes upon the subject,
which his knowledge of Irish antiquities might enable him to afford me. To this
request I received an answer, from which I have obtained Mr. Walker's permission to
give the following. extract, as an introduction to the Poem.

"I am happy to find that my work has been the means of introducing the poem
of The Chase to your notice. It is indeed eminently deserving of the judgment you
have passed upon it. The story is extremely interesting, and admirably well
conducted; and for brilliancy of fancy, and powers of description, we may almost rank
the author with Ariosto himself.

"I am sorry I cannot afford you all the information I could wish, upon the
subject of this beautiful poem: indeed I have little more to offer than vague
conjecture.

"The legend, which either gave rise to, or was taken from the poem of The
Chase, is frequently alluded to in many of the written, as well as traditional tales of
the Irish: It is also ingeniously interwoven with the romance of Féis Tighe Canain. Of
its antiquity I cannot speak with any certainty; all my enquiries concerning the author,
and the age in which it was written, have been unsuccessful. Nor can we give it (at
least in its present dress,) either to Oisin, or to any other poet of the age in which he
lived. The marks of a classical hand appear frequently throughout the whole; and the
mention of bells also seem to bring it forward to more modern times; so that I fear we
should risk an error in ascribing it to any period earlier than the middle ages.

"I have never had an opportunity of visiting the scene of this poem, though I
often saw Slieve Gullion, at some distance, as I travelled through the county of
Armagh. But a friend, whose business often leads him to that mountain, drew up, at
my request, the following description of it, in which you will find mention of the lake
where the poet tells us the gallant Fionn paid so dearly for his complaisance, when he
sought the Enchantress's ring; and also of the cave whence she issued, when pressed
by the Fenian heroes to restore their beloved chief to his pristine form.

"I am tenant to a lady for Slieve Gullion," (says my correspondent,) "and often
visit it, during the summer, to see my cattle. In July last (1788) I went over the extent
of this mountain: from bottom to top it is reckoned two miles. On the summit there is
a large heap of stones, which is called Cailleach Birrn's House; in which it is said that
Fionn Mac Cumhal lies buried; and, at an hundred paces distance, on nearly the same
level, there is a circular lake, the diameter of which is about one hundred feet; and is
about twenty deep. On one side of this lake, another heap of stones is piled; and round
it, at all seasons, is a beaten path, leading to the Old Lady's, or Witch's House. Lately,
some peasants, expecting to find out this old woman, who, however, has at no time
thought proper to appear, threw down her house, and came to a large cave, about
twenty feet long, ten broad, and five deep, covered with large flags, in which either
the dame or money was expected, but only a few human bones were found. From the
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summit of this mountain, if the day happens to be clear, you command an extensive
prospect of Lough Neagh and all the circumjacent country."

Mr. Walker, after this description of the mountain by his friend, adds his
regret, that he was not possessed of a complete copy of The Chase; but I afterwards
procured one from Maurice Gorman, of this city, (a professor of the Irish language,)
and from that copy I have made my translation,

THE POEM.

OISIN.

O son of Calphruin!—sage divine!
Soft voice of heavenly song,
Whose notes around the holy shrine
Sweet melody prolong;

Did e'er my tale thy curious ear
And fond attention draw,

The story of that Chase to hear,
Which my famed father saw?

The Chase, which singly o'er the plain,
The hero's steps pursued;

Nor one of all his valiant train

Its wondrous progress viewed.

ST. PATRICK.

O royal bard, to valour dear,
Whom fame and wisdom grace,
It never was my chance to hear
That memorable Chase.

But let me now, O bard, prevail!
Now let the song ascend;

And, thro' the wonders of the tale.
May truth thy words attend!

OISIN.

O Patrick!—to the Fenian race
A falsehood was unknown;
No lie, no imputation base
On our clear fame was thrown;

But by firm truth, and manly might
That fame established grew,
Where oft, in honourable fight<1>
Our foes before us flew.

Not thy own clerks, whose holy feet
The sacred pavement trod,

With thee to hymn, in concert sweet,
The praises of thy God;

Not thy own clerks in truth excelled
The heroes of our line,
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By honour trained, by fame impelled
In glory's fields to shine!

O Patrick of the placid mien,
And voice of sweetest sound!
Of all thy church's walls contain
Within their hallowed round,

Not one more faithful didst thou know
Than Cumhal's noble son,

The chief who gloried to bestow<2>
The prize the bards had won!

Were Morna's valiant son alive,<3>
(Now in the deedless grave,)
O could my wish from death revive
The generous and the brave!

Or Mac-O'Dhuibhne, graceful form,<4>
Joy of the female sight;

The hero who would breast the storm
And dare the unequal fight.

Or he whose sword the ranks defied,
Mac-Garra, conquest's boast,<5>
Whose valour would a war decide,
His single arm an host,

Or could Mac-Ronan now appear,<6>
In all his manly charms;

Or—Oh my Oscar! wert thou here,<7>
To fill my aged arms!

Not then, as now, should Calphruin's son,
His sermons here prolong;

With bells, and psalms, the land o'er-run,
And hum his holy song!

If Fergus lived, again to sing,<8>

As erst, the Fianna's fame;

Or Daire, who sweetly touched the string<9>
And thrilled the feeling frame;

Your bells, for me, might sound in vain,
Did Hugh the little, live;<10>

Or Fallan's generous worth remain,<11>
The ceaseless boon to give;

Or Conan bald, though oft his tongue<12>

To rage provoked my breast;

Or Fionn's small dwarf, whose magic song<13>
Oft lulled the ranks to rest.

Sweeter to me their voice would seem
Than thy psalm-singing train;
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And nobler far their lofty theme,
Than that thy clerks maintain!

ST. PATRICK

Cease thy vain thoughts, and fruitless boasts;
Can death thy chiefs restore?—

Son of the King of mighty hosts,

Their glories are no more.

Confide in him whose high decree
O'er-rules all earthly power;

And bend to him thy humble knee,
To him devote thy hour;

And let thy contrite prayer be made
To him who rules above;

Entreat for his almighty aid,

For his protecting love!

Though (with thy perverse will at strife,)
Thou deem'st it strange to say,

He gave thy mighty father life,

And took that life away.

OISIN

Alas! thy words sad import bear,
And grating sounds impart;

They come with torture to mine ear,
And anguish to my heart!

Not for thy God these torrents spring,
That drain their weeping source,

But that my Father, and my King,
Now lies a lifeless curse!

Too much I have already done,
Thy Godhead's smile to gain;
That thus each wonted joy I shun,
And with thy clerks remain!

The royal robe, the social board,
Music and mirth are o'er,

And the dear art I once adored

I now enjoy no more;

For now no bards, from Oisin's hand,
The wonted gift receive;<14>

Nor hounds, nor horn I now command,
Nor martial feats achieve!

O Innisfail! thy Oisin goes<15>
To guard thy ports no more;

To pay with death the foreign foes
Who dare insult thy shore!<16>
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I speak not of the fast severe

Thy rigid faith has taught;
Compared with all the rest I bear,
It is not worth a thought.

ST. PATRICK

O! Oisin of the mighty deed
Thy folly I deplore;

O cease thy frenzy thus to feed,
And give the subject o'er.

Nor Fionn, nor all the Fenian race,
Can with his power compare,

Who to yon orbs assigns their place,
And rules the realms of air!

For man yon azure vault he spreads,
And clothes the flowery plains;

On every tree soft fragrance sheds,
And blooming fruit ordains!

'"Tis he who gives the peopled stream,
Replete with life to flow;

Who gives the Moon's resplendant beam,
And Sun's meridian glow!

Would'st thou thy puny King compare
To that Almighty hand,

Which formed fair earth, and ambient air,
And bade their powers expand?

OISIN

It was not on a fruit or flower

My King his care bestowed;

He better knew to show his power
In honour's glorious road.

To load with death the hostile field;
In blood, his might proclaim;

Our land with wide protection shield,
And wing to heaven his fame!

In peace, his tranquil hours to bless,
Beneath soft beauty's eye

Or on the chequered field of chess,<17>
The mimic fight to try;

Or Sylvan sports, that well beseem<18>
The martial and the brave;

Or, plunged amid the rapid stream,

His manly limbs to lave.

But, when the rage of battle bled!—
Then—then his might appeared,
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And o'er red heaps of hostile dead.
His conquering standard reared!

Where was thy God, on that sad day,
When, o'er lerne's wave,

Two heroes ploughed the watery way,
Their beauteous prize to save?

From Lochlann's King of Ships, his bride,
His lovely Queen they bore,

Through whom unnumbered warriors dyed,
And bathed in blood our shore.<19>

Or on that day, when Tailk's proud might<20>
Invaded Erin's coast;

Where was thy Godhead in that fight,

And where thy empty boast?

While round the bravest Fianna bled,
No help did he bestow;

'"Twas Oscar's arm avenged the dead,
And gave the glorious blow!

Where was thy God, when Magnus came?<21>
Magnus the brave, and great;

The man of might, the man of fame,

Whose threatening voice was fate!

Thy Godhead did not aid us then;

If such a God there be,

He should have favoured gallant men,
As great and good as he!

Fierce Anninir's wide-wasting son,
Allean, of dreadful fame,<22>

Who Tamor's treasures oft had won,
And wrapped her walls in flame;

Not by thy God, in single fight,

The deathful hero fell;

But by Fionn's arm, whose matchless might
Could every force repel!

In every mouth his fame we meet,
Well known, and well believed;

I have not heard of any feat

Thy cloudy King achieved.

ST. PATRICK

Drop we our speech on either side,
Thou bald and senseless fool!<23>
In torments all thy race abide,<24>
While God in heaven shall rule.

OISIN
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If God then rules, why is the chief
Of Cumbhal's generous race

To fiends consigned, without relief
From justice, or from grace?

When, were thy God himself confined, <25>
My King, of mild renown,

Would quickly all his chains unbind,

And give him back his crown.

For never did his generous breast
Reject the feeling glow;

Refuse to succour the distressed,
Or slight the captive's woe.

Hs ransom loosed the prisoner's chains,
And broke the dire decree;

Or, with his hosts, on glory's plains,
He fought to set them free!

O Patrick! were I senseless grown,
Thy holy clerks should bleed,

Nor one be spared, to pour his moan
O'er the avenging deed!

Nor books, nor crosiers should be found,<26>
Nor ever more a bell,

Within thy holy,walls should sound,

Where prayers and zealots dwell.

ST. PATRICK

O Oisin, of the royal race!

The actions of thy sire,

The king of smiles, and courteous grace,
I, with the world, admire;

Thy story therefore I await,
And thy late promise claim,
The Chase's wonders to relate,
And give the tale to fame.

OISIN.

O Patrick! though my sorrowing heart
Its fond remembrance rend,

I will not from my word depart,
Howe'er my tears descend!

Full joyous past the festive day

In Almhain's stately hall,<27>

Whose spears, with studded splendours gay,
[llumed the trophied wall

The feast was for the Fianna spread;<28>
Their chiefs, assembled round,
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Heard the song rise to praise the dead,
And fed their souls with sound.

Or on the chequered fields of chess
Their mimic troops bestowed;

Or round, to merit or distress,
Their ample bounty flowed.

At length, unnoticed of his train,

The Fenian king arose,<29>

And forth he went where Almhain's plain
With neighbouring verdure glows.

There, while alone the hero chanced
To breathe the fragrant gale,

A young and beauteous doe advanced,
Swift bounding o'er the vale.

He called his fleet and faithful hounds,
The doe's light steps to trace;

Sgeolan and Bran obeyed the sounds,<30>
And sprung upon the chase.

Unknown to us, no friend to aid,

Or to behold the deed;

His dogs alone, and Luno's blade,<31>
Companions of his speed.

Swift on to steep Slieve Gullion's foot,<32>
The doe before him flew;

But there, at once, she mocked pursuit,

And vanished from his view!

He knew not whether east or west

She passed the mountain's bounds,
But east his random course he pressed,
And west his eager hounds!

At length he stopped, he looked around,
To see the doe appear;
When soft distress, with plaintive sound,
Assailed his gentle ear.

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

And on he followed in its quest,

Till to Lough-Shieve it led.

There he beheld a weeping fair,
Upon a bank reclined,

In whose fine form, and graceful air,
Was every charm combined.

On her soft cheek, with tender bloom,<33>
The rose its tint bestowed;
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And in her richer lip's perfume,
The ripened berry glowed.

Her neck was as the blossom fair,
Or like the cygnet's breast,

With that majestic, graceful air,
In snow and softness dressed:

Gold gave its rich and radiant dye,<34>
And in her tresses flowed;

And like a freezing star, her eye

With Heaven's own splendour glowed.<35>

Thyself, O Patrick! hadst thou seen
The charms that face displayed;
That tender form, and gracefulmien,
Thyself had loved the maid!

My king approached 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;
I nothing of it know;

Far other thoughts my bosom share,
The thoughts, alas, of woe!"

"Is it the husband of thy youth,<36>
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-haired virgin said.)

"Let me conjure thee, generous king!<37>
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 disarrayed,
And plunged into the stream.

At the white-handed fair's request,
Five times the lake he tried;
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On every side his search addressed,
Till he the ring descried.

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,<38>
To conquer, or engage,

Paid, premature, its mournful debt

To grey and palsied age.

While magic thus our king detained,
In hateful fetters bound;

We in fair Almhain's halls remained
And festal joy went round.

The mirthful moments danced along
To music's charming lore;

And, to the sons of lofty song,
Wealth poured her bounteous store!

Thus fled the hours, on heedless wing,
From every care released;

Nor thought we of our absent king,
Nor missed him from the feast:

Till Caoilte, struck with sudden dread,<39>
Rose in the Hall of Spears

His words around strange panic spread,
And waked misgiving fears!

"Where is the noble Cumhal's son,
Renowned assembly! Say—

Or is our arm of conquest gone,—
Our glory passed away!"

We stood aghast. Conan alone,
The rash Mac Morna, spoke;
"O joyful tidings! I shall groan
No more beneath his yoke.

"Swift Caoilte, of the mighty deed!<40>
On this auspicious day,

I, to his fame and power, succeed,

And take the sovereign sway."

We laughed to scorn his senseless boast,
Though with a grieving heart;

And Almhain saw our numerous host,
With headlong haste depart.

The van myself and Caoilte led,
The Fianna in the rear;
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And on our rapid march we sped,
But saw no king appear.

We followed, where he led the chase,
To steep Slieve Gullion's foot;

But there we could no further trace,
And stopped the vain pursuit.

North of the mount our march we stayed,
Upon a verdant plain,

Where conquest once our arms arrayed,<41>
Though bought with heaps of slain!

Hope threw each eager eye around,
And stilled attention's ear,

In vain,—for neither sight or sound
Of our loved chief was near.

But, on the borders of a lake,

A tall old man we spied,

Whose looks his wretched age bespake
To want and woe allied!

Bare withered bones, and ghastly eyes,
His wrinkled form displayed;

Palsied and pale, he scarce could rise,
From age and strength decayed.

We thought, perchance, that famine gave
That wan and wasted frame,

Or that from far, adown the wave,

A fisherman he came.

We asked him, had he seen in chase,
Two hounds that snuffed the gale,
And a bold chief, of princely grace,
Swift bounding o'er the vale.

The head of age in silence hung,
Bowed down with shame and woe,
Long ere his hesitating tongue<42>
The cruel truth could show.

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 gloried in our grief;
Conan the bald, the base;
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He cursed with rage the Fenian chief,
And all the Fenian race.

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

Soon should this blade thy shaking head,
From thy old trunk divide!

"For never did thy envious mind
Bestow my valour's weed;

In secret has thy soul repined

At each heroic deed.

"I grieve not for thy strength decayed,
Shrunk form, and foul disgrace;

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,

Should sweep my hated foes away,
And bathe my steel in blood!

"Since Cumhal of the Hosts was slain
Upon the ensanguined field,<43>

By Morna's son, who ne'er in vain
Upreared his golden shield;<44>

"Since then, our clan in exile pine,
Excluded from thy sight;

And the famed heroes of our line
But live in thy despite."

CAOILTE.

"Did not my soul too keenly share

In our great cause of woe,

On aught like thee to waste its care,<45>
Or any thought bestow;

"Bald, senseless wretch! thy envy, soon
This arm should make thee rue;

And thy crushed bones, thou base buffoon,
Should bear thy folly's due!"

OSCAR.

"Cease thy vain babbling, senseless fool!<46>
Bald boaster, stain to arms,

Still forward to promote misrule,

But shrink at war's alarms!"

CONAN.

"Cease thou, vain youth, nor think my soul<47>
Can by thy speech be won,
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Servile to stoop to the contro!
Of Oisin's beardless son.

"Even Fionn, who, head of all thy line,
Can best their boasts become,

What does he do, but daily dine,

Upon his mangled thumb.<48>

"'"Twas not the sons of Boishne's clan,
But Morna's gallant race,

That thundered in the warlike van,
And led the human chase.

"Qisin, this silken son of thine,

Who thus in words excels,

Will learn of thee the psalming whine,
And bear white books and bells.<49>

"Cease Oscar, cease thy foolish boast,
Not words, but deeds decide;

Now then, before this warlike host,
Now be our valour tried!"

My son high raised his threatening blade,
To give his fury sway;

But the pale Conan shrunk dismayed,
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 desired,

Engaged my son to give the boon
His cowardice required.

Once, twice, and thrice, to Erin's chief
The sorrowing Caoilte spoke:

"O say, loved cause of all our grief!
Whence came this cruel stroke?

"What cursed Tuathan's direful charm<50>
Has dared that form deface?

O! who could thus thy force disarm,

And wither every grace?

"Gullion's fair daughter," (Fionn replied,)
The treacherous snare designed,<51>
And sent me to yon magic tide,

Her fatal ring to find."

Conan who, penitent of tongue,
Would now his guilt revoke,
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Forward, with zeal impatient sprung,
And vengeful ire bespoke.

"May never from this hill" (he cried,)
"Our homeward steps depart,

But Gullion dearly shall abide

Her dark and treacherous art!"<52>

Then our stout shields with thongs we bound,
Our hapless King to bear;<53>

While each fond chieftain pressed around,
The precious weight to share.

North of the: mount, to Gullion's cave,
The altered form we bore;

Determined all her art to brave,

And his lost powers restore.

Eight nights and days, without success,
We tore the living tomb,

Until we pierced 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 too great for sight.

A cup quite full she trembling bore
To Erin's altered chief,

That could his pristine form restore,
And heal his people's grief.

He drank.—O joy! his former grace,
His former powers returned;

Again with beauty glowed his face,
His breast with valour burned.

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 Fenian arms and martial deeds
Thus—thus restored 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 meagre-making face!

-118-



Reliques of Irtish Poetry

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, composed in the form of a dialogue between the
Saint and the poet. In all of them, the antiquary discovers traces of a later period than
that in which Oisin flourished; and most of them are supposed to be the compositions
of the eighth, ninth and tenth centuries. But be they of what age they may, as
productions abounding with numberless beauties, they plead for preservation, and
recommend themselves to taste: and as (at 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! But
Irishmen—all of them at least who would be thought to pride themselves in the name,
or to reflect back any part of the honour they derive from it; they are particularly
called upon, in favour of their country, to rescue these little sparks from the ashes of
her former glory.

1. Where oft, in honourable fight.
"The heroes of ancient Ireland were sworn never to attack au enemy at any
disadvautage".—O'Halloran.

2. The chief who gloried to bestow
The prize the bards had won!

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
neither a witness, nor a party:—it is the Son, the Father,—the Hero,—the Patriot,
who speaks; who breathes his own passions and feelings on our hearts, and compels
our sympathy to accompany all his griefs; while, in a strain of natural and
impassioned eloquence, he descants on the fame and virtues of a parent whom he
describes as at once so amiable, and so great; and bewails the loss 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!—Besides passages which occur in
this, and the two poems of Magnus and Moira Borb, the Agallamh Oisin agus
Phadraig ["Dialogue of Oisin and St. Patrick"] exhibits a very pathetic instance,
where, lamenting the loss of his father and his celebrated Fianna, 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 remnant of the Fianna! Why, O why am I yet
alive? Alas, O Patrick? Grievous is my state! The last of all my race! My heroes are
gone! My strength is gone! Bells I now hear, for the songs of my bards; and age,
blindness and woe, are all that remain of Oisin!"

3. Were Morna's valiant son alive.

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

4. Or Mac O'Dhuibhne, graceful form.
Diarmad, or Dermot Mac O'Dhuibhne. This hero was celebrated for his extraordinary
beauty, and the graces of bis form:—but we find he was not less brave than beautiful.

5. MacGarra, conquest's boast.

Possibly this was the Mac Garraidh Mac Mord, king of Connaught,
mentioned in the War-Ode to Oscar, at the battle of Gabhra. His having been, at that
time, the enemy of the Fianna, 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 a point of
honour to speak of them in honourable terms. It is very seldom that an instance to the
contrary occurs, as the attentive reader will perceive, through the whole course of
thesc poems.

6. Or could Mac-Ronan now appear.
Caoilte Mac Ronain; he is a very distinguished chief amongst the Fianna, and
a favourite with all their poets.

7. Oh my Oscar! Wert thou here.
Oscar, the son of Oisin, who was killed at the battle of Gabhra.

8. If Fergus lived, again to sing.
Fergus, the brother of Oisin, and chief poet of the Fianna. See Diss. on the
War-Ode.

9. Or Daire, who sweetly touched the string.

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.

10. Did Hugh the little, live.
Hugh, or Aodh Beag Mac-Fionn.

11. Or Fallan's generous worth remain.
We meet this hero again, in the poem of Magnus.

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

13. Or Fionn's small dwarf, whose magic song
Oft lulled the ranks to rest.

It is not easy to determine whether the poet here only means that this dwarf
had a voice of that particular cadence, as naturally 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 offer. In the learned and curious work of Mons.
Mallet, we find that, amongst thc nations of the North, the Laplanders were
considered as dwarfs, on account of the comparative lowness of their stature; and also,
that their extreme ingenuity in the mechanic arts, which a disposition of mind,
naturally pacific, gave them leisure and inclination to pursue, had acquired them the
reputation of being skilled in magic. Perhaps the little being here mentioned might
have been one of those. Oisin, we see, piqued at the insinuation of St. Patrick, takes
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pains to show him, that, from the first of the heroes, down to the last; even the very
dwarf that belonged to Fionn, was dearer, and more acceptable to him than he was.

14. For now no bards, from Oisin's hand,
The wonted gift receive.

All Irish histories, chronicles and poems, concur in testimony of the high
respect in which the office of the bard, and the favours of the Muse, were formerly
held in this kingdom. Oisin, at once a hero and a bard, is supposed to have felt equally
for both; as a bard, to have felt the dignity and importance of those talents, which had
power to confer the immortality of fame, that, as a hero, he so ardently desired. We,
therefore, are not to 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 or encouraging an art, of which he was himself a master.

15. O Innisfail! thy Oisin goes
To guard thy ports no more.

Dr. Hanmer, in his Chronicle, gives us a long list of the chieftains under the
command of Fionn Mac Cumhal, who were particularly appointed to the care of the
harbours of Ireland; at the end of which he adds, "These were the chiefe commanders
by direction from Fin M'Koyll, who tooke farther order that beacons should be set up
in sundrie places of the land, where, in time of danger, they might have direction for
reliefe, and to draw a head for their defence."

16. To pay with death the foreign foes,
Who dare insult thy shore.

We find Oisin, in this passage, does not appear, so old, or so infirm, as he is
represented in many of the Fian Poems; on the contrary, he laments—not his
inability—but the religious restraints which detain him from the field. Perhaps the
poet here means to show the over-strained zeal of the early Christian missionaries,
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 extreme, 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 duty; the object only was changed; through
an unhappy error, they thought themselves performing an acceptable service to
heaven, by contradicting the very purposes for which heaven designed them; by
refusing to fulfil the obligations of active life, and withdrawing alike from the spheres
of domestic and public duty, to devote themselves to the austerities of secluded
penitence, productive only of individual, instead of general advantage. Still, 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 letter 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 religious than their mistaken countrymen,
stood forth, and said, "If we all do as our brethren have done, and fight not for our
lives 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 will we die all, as did our brethren!"—And the consequence was, that
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"The work prospered in their hands, and they recovered the law out of the hands of
the Gentiles, and out of the hands of Kings, and suffered not sinners to triumph."
Macabees, 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 recover from their error; an error to which,
Mr. O'Halloran thinks, we may in part attribute the success of Danish invasions, and
of English arms, in Ireland; for, while such numbers of their princes and chiefs
abandoned the government, and the defence 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
factious sons, too few of her nobler offspring remaining for her defence.

17. Or on the chequered field of chess.

Ficheall 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. Hyde says, the old Irish 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 certain noble Irish families, whom
we could name, (to say nothing of others,) hold their lands upon this tenure, viz, that
one of 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 consider how to answer you next year. This being done, a public notary
commits to writing the situation of the game; by which method, a game that neither
has won, has been, and will be confirmed for some hundreds of years.

"[ find, in the old Brehon 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.

18. Or Sylvan sports.
See O'Connor's Dissertations, p. 111, 3rd edit.

19. From Lochlann's King of Ships, his bride,
His lovely Queen they bore,
Through whom unnumbered warriors died,
And bathed in blood our shore.

A note for this passage was furnished from Laoi Argeain Mhoir (i.e. the Poem
of Airgean the Great,) in the collection of J. C. Walker, Esq. the story of which is
briefly this.

Two heroes, (Mac-Connacher and Ainle,) were forgotten by Fionn at his feast.
They resented the neglect of their chief, deserted from his standard, and went over to
that of his enemy, Airgean, King of Leinster.
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The graceful beauty of Ainle's form, inspiring the young Queen of Lochlann
with a guilty and fatal passion, she fled with him and his friend to Ireland, whither
they were pursued by the furious King, who determined, if possible, to sacrifice all the
Fianna, for the crime of a single hero. The poet expressly tells us, that Fionn 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 such conditions of peace, as he
thought might prevent the necessity of his fighting in so dishonourable a cause:—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 victorious.
Ainle himself was killed in the engagement; but the poet does not deign to take any
further notice of the unhappy partner of his crimes.

20. When Tailk's proud might
Invaded Erin's coast.

Tailk or Tailc Mac Trein:—a poem on this subject is in the same collection
with that of Airgean the Great; there is also another copy of it, entitled Laoi Chnoic an
Air, (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 Fenian commander. He grants it, of course, but his generosity costs
him dear. Tailk pursues his wife, and fights the Fianna, who refuse to give her up to
him, After an incredible slaughter, he is at length subdued, and killed by Oscar, the
grandson of Fionn.

The Princess beholds the havoc she has occasioned, and overcome by the
emotions of grief, terror, and suspense, which she had suffered during the conflict,
and shocked to see the numbers 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.

21. Where was thy God, when Magnus came?
See poem of Magnus the Great.

22. Allean, of dreadful fame.
No connected, or probable account, has been learned of this hero, and his
conquests.

23. Drop we our speech on either side,
Thou bald and senseless fool!

It must be owned, this railing is rather of the coarsest; but our 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.

24. In torments all thy race abide.

In the Agallamh Oisin agus Phadraig ["Dialogue of Oisin and St. Patrick"] the
Saint gives his reason for supposing what he here asserts.

Because, conceived for nobler aims,
For views beyond this finite scene,
The Fenian chief confined his aims,
Nor broke the thraldom of his chain;
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Because, while God's creation lay,
In boundless glory to his view,

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

For this, his wealth avails him not!

The man who Heaven's award disdains,
Shall find his last an awful lot,

Replete wit, never-ending pains.

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

Did Dermot of the dark-brown locks survive,
Did glorious Goll or Fallon now remain,

Or dreadful Oscar of the mighty arm;

No power of man or Deity should hold

Their much-loved monarch in disgraceful bands!
Did Morna's tribe or Boisgne's heroes breathe,
Thence would they bring their mighty Fionn, or rend
Tle infernal sceptre from its deathless lord!

25. When, were thy God himself confined, (and following stanzas.)
What a beautiful idea of the character of Fionn, these three wild stanzas
convey!

26. Nor books, nor crosiers should be found,
Nor ever more a bell.

"Small bells, (such, we mean, as were appended to the tunic of the Jewish high
priest, and afterwards employed by the Greeks and Romans, for various religious
purposes, but particularly to frighten ghosts and demons from their temples,) were
undoubtedly introduced with Christianity into this kingdom; being then universally, as
now, tingled occasionally at the altars of the Roman Catholics, by the officiating
priest. Their use amongst the Christian clergy is supposed to be coeval 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 end of the seventh century; but as he does not ascertain the size of
the bells, nor mention belfries, we may conclude he only means the small bells
alluded to above. Sir John Hawking, on the authority of Polydore Virgil, ascribes the
above invention of such bells as are suspended in the towers, to Paulinus of Nola,
about the year 400; but W. Strabo assures us, that large suspended bells were in his
time (in the ninth century) but a late invention. Now, as the persecuted Christians, in
the infancy of the church, dared not openly avow their profession, much less publicly
summon a congregation by the sound of a bell, we are inclined to lean to Strabo's
assurance; so that we cannot venture to give an higher antiquity to large suspended
bells in this kingdom, than the calm which immediately succeeded the expulsion of
the Danes; at which time, according to Walsh, the Christian clergy counverted the
round towers into steeple-houses or belfries; from which latter 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, cloc and clog signifying a bell, and teach, a house, in that
language." Hist. Mem. of the Irish Bards, p. 93.
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Of the large suspended bell, Mr. Walker certainly supposes the poet to speak,
when he says, that the mention of bells seems to bring the poem to more modern
times.But this gentleman, not having the original of the passage now before us to
consult, did not perfectly recollect the precise words that must dctermine the
distinction. There is not the least mention of a steeple or belfry;—the words are
simply these, No clog na trath ar do chill (literally) "nor a bell of prayer-time in thy
church"; trath is in the genitive case plural, yet I conceive that it must mean a bell at
prayer time, (of or during the time of prayer). The reader is, however, at liberty to
decide.

27. Almhain's stately hall.

Almhain, or Almhuin, (pronounced Alwin,) the palace of Fionn Mac Cumbhal,
in the province of Leinster: it was built on the top of the hill, called, from it, The Hill
of Allen,in the county of Kildare.

In the Buile Oisin, (i. e. Rhapsody of Oisin,) wherein he gives an account of
the seven celebrated battalions of the Fianna, there is a passage, partly descriptive of
the palace of Almhain, Its economy, feasts, &c

In Fionn's fair halls at banquets have I been,

At banquets truly glorious to behold!

A thousand goblets graced the festive scene,

Each goblet twined with wreaths of rich wrought gold.

At Almhain, by the noble Fianna held,

Twelve matchless palaces, to troops assigned
Of Tages' race, the pomp and splendor swelled,
And spoke the greatness of the owner's mind.

Around twelve fires, in either palace placed,
Twelve hundred heroes shared the genial board;
Where hospitality the joy increased,

With all that wealth or plenty could afford.

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

28. The feast was for the Fianna spread.

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 entertainments. See O'Connor 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, and war; science, and law; government, and morals. These serious speculations
gave way, in their turn, to sports and pastimes, wherein they sung the actions of their
ancestors, and the exploits of their heroes. 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.

29. The Fenian king arose

Fionn was not a king, though, indeed, few kings were possessed of more
authority and power. Righ na bhFian (king of the Fianna,) means no more than
general, or military sovereign over that formidable body.

30. Sgeolan and Bran obeyed the sounds.
Sgeolan, and Bran, were the two famed and favourite dogs of Fionn.
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31. Luno's blade.

In the original, Mac an Luin (the son of Luno). This sword, tradition tells us,
was made by a smith of Lochlann, named 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 distinguished by names, as amongst those of
the northern nations, and also of ancient Britain.

Anecdotes have been sought for, in vain, of this famous Lun, or Luno; but,
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 Antiquities, vol. ii. p. 46.

"Give me out of the tomb," (says Hervor,) "the hardened sword, which the
dwarfs made for Suafurlama." Five Pieces of Run. Poetry, p. 13.

32. Swift on to steep Slieve Gullion's foot.

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 between Almhain in Leinster, and Slieve Gullion in Ulster,
and in the county of Armagh.

33. On her soft cheek, with tender bloom.

The Irish poets, both ancient and modern, abound, and excel in descriptions of
female beauty. The one before us, though exquisitbly 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 other songs and poems, in the
Irish language.

34. Gold gave its rich and radiant dye,
And in her tresses flowed.

A learned friend remarked, on this passage, that the poet here drew from his
store of Eastern imagery, for that golden hair was unknown 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 waying tresseSare most
general; sometimes we are told of hair like the raven's wing, and often of locks of
shining brown,which, from the brightness ascribed along with the colour, we may
conclude to have been auburn.

35. And like a freezing star, her eye
With Heaven's own splendour glowed.

For this description 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'Neill, he has given the
following beautiful simile, 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."

36. Is it the husband of thy youth.

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 Fenian commander appears uniformly the same in all the Irish poems;
and whether our bards, when they gave it, drew a faithful picture, or not, it is still a
proof, that they must have had some good and perfect models before them, to show
what Nature ought to be; since, in their favourite character, we see all the mildness
and tenderness of female disposition, united with the ardour of the warrior, the
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firmness of the patriot, and the calmness of the philosopher. In the son of Cumhal we
see every quality, that is either interesting, amiable, or great.

37. Let me conjure thee, generous king!

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

In the romance of Féis Tighe Canain, where the story of this poem is related,
Fionn 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.

38. That form where strength and beauty met,
To conquer, or engage.

Our Irish poets inform us, that Fionn was married extremely young; yet even
so, he must have been advanced in life at this period, since we find his grandson
Oscar introduced in the following 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; yet 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 with which this poem abounds. Our
magical bard conjures up such delightful enchantments, that our attention should be
too much engrossed by the grace and grandeur of his images, to count the knots on his
poetical wand.

39. Till Caoilte, struck with sudden dread.

We learn, from Irish romance, that the Fianna, and the chiefs of the Danaanian
race, were enemies, (see Féis Tighe Candin), and as these people were supposed to be
skilful in magic, the heroes of Fionn were naturally alarmed for the safety of their
general, when they missed him from the feast, and recollected the determined enmity
and supernatural power of the Tuatha de Danaan. Caoilte, in the passage before us,
seems to apprehend that Fionn was snatched away by enchantment from amongst
them. For a particular account of these Tuatha de Danaan, the reader is referred to the
ancient history of Ireland.

40. Swift Caoilte.
Caoilte was remarkable for his speed in running.

41. Where conquest once our arms arrayed.

The battle here alluded to, is described in a poem, entitled Laoi an Duibh mac
Dithribh. The terrible Mac-Dirive, after an obstinate combat, is at last slain by the
hand of Oscar.

42. Long ere his hesitating tongue
The cruel truth could show.

It 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. In the poem, we
are only told, that Fionn, when questioned by his chieftains, did not, at first, give a
direct answer; but, after some time, imparted the secret to the ear of Caoilte. In the
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romance, Fionn himself tells the story and says, that he felt it grievous to his heart to
acquaint them, that he was the object of their search; nevertheless, when his faithful
bands surrounded him, he at last informcd them of his fatal adventure.

43. Since Cumhal of the Hosts was slain
Upon the ensanguined field.

Combhal, or Cumbhal, the father of Fionn. He was killed in a battle against the
tribe of Morna; we find, however, that this tribe were afterwards reconciled to the
Fianna, and obedient to their chief, who treated them with the utmost kindness. This
complaint of Conan'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 Fenian general.

44. Upreared his golden shield.

Here we find mention of a golden shield; but it is not supposed 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. Cambrensis and Stanihurst bear testimony to
the riches of our mines. Doctor Boat also, in his Natural History, mentions the gold
and silver mines of Ireland; and Donatus, Bishop of Fesulae, 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 Leabhar Leacan, (or Book of Sligo,) informs us, that in the reign of
Tighearmas was first introduced the boiling and refining 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, numbers of utensils, arms,
collars, chains, &c. of pure gold, have been dug up in different parts of the kingdom.
But it would be endless to multiply proofs upon this subject. If the reader wishes auy
further testimonies, he will find them at large in Mr. O'Halloraan's Introduction to the
History and Antiq. of Ireland.

45. Did not my soul too keenly share
In our great cause of woe,
On aught like thee to waste its care
We are here, at once, let into the character of Conan, and see that contempt
alone is the cause of the forbearance with which his insolence is suffered to pass.

46. Cease thy vain bab'ling, senseless fool!
Bald boaster.

We could wish that this dialogue were not so coarsely conducted; but the
heroes of Homer are still less acquainted with good breeding, than those of our Irish
bard; and Conan is only the Thersites of Oisin. In justice, however, to the Fenian
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 abusive; but, on the contrary, polite to a degree that might afford
improved example, even to modern refinement. See Magnus.

47. Cease thou, vain youth
Conan, afraid to reply to Caoilte, yet ventures to discharge his spleen upon
"Oisin's beardless son."

48. What does he do, but daily dine,
Upon his mangled thumb.
This strange passage is explained by some lines in the poem of Duibh mac
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Dithribh, where Fionn is reproached with deriving all his courage from his fore-
knowledge of events, and chewing on his thumb for prophetic information. The reader
will easify perceive the source of this ridiculous mistake of the wonder-loving
multitude; a habit taken up, when deep in thought, was construed into divination; 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 Féis Tighe Candain, among other curious particulars, Fionn
is said to have derived a portion of his knowledge from the waters of a magical
fountain, in the possession of the Tuatha de Danaan; a single draught of which was
sold for three hundred ounces of gold.

49. Oisin, this silken son of thine,
Who thus in words excels,

Will learn of thee the psalming whine,
And bear white books and bells.

From this passage, it appears, that Oisin was supposed to have been won over,
at least in part, by some of the missionaries who preceded the arrival of St. Patrick in
Ireland. Here also we seem to have proof, that the bells, mentioned 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 Oscar would learn in time to bear 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.

50. What cursed Tuathan's direful charm.

In the original, Tuatha dé (i.e. Tuatha-de-danaan.) Most of the Irish romances
are filled with Danaanian enchantments; as wild as the wildest of Ariosto's fictions,
and not at all behind them in beauty.

51. Gullion's fair daughter, (Fionn replied,)
The treacherous snare designed.

This apparent malice, and ingratitude, of the enchantress, is fully accounted
for in the romance. Fionn had ever been the servant 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.ing—son of Cumhal." He surpassed
his contemporaries as much in the manly beauty, and majestic graces of his
countenance 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 daughters of Gullion Cualgne, of the
Danaanian 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 man
whose hair was grey, she determined, if possible, to make this rash vow a bar to her
union with Fionn. She assembled her friends of the Tuatha-de-Danaan; and, by the
power of their enchantments, they called forth a magical lake, on the side of Slieve
Gullion, which had the property of rendering any person grey-headed, who should
enter the waters thereof. This done, she assumed the form of a beautiful doe, and
appeared to Fionn, as already related: then followed the chase; but the romance gives
only three days and nights to the destruction of the enchantress's cave; the poem gives
eight. Also, in the romance, the magical cup, which restored our hero to his former
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shape, endowed him, at the same time, with added wisdom, and knowledge. His hair,
however, remained grey; but the enchantress, after acknowledging, in much 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 to continue grey; but the reason of his refusal
does not appear.

52. But Gullion dearly shall abide
Her dark and treacherous art

Her name, as we have seen, was Miluachra, though she is here called Gullion,
as being daughter to the Enchantress Gullion.

53. Then our stout shields with thongs we bound,
Our hapless King to bear.

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, one alone would have been sufficient to have borne Fionn
from the field.
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MOIRA BORB: A POEM

Advertisement.

The original 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 Fenian poems, it is ascribed to Oisin; but,
though it may, possibly, have originated with him, it has certainly assumed, since that
period, a different form from any that he could have given it. The poetry, indeed,
breathes all the spirit of the Fenian bard; but the language is evidently not earlier than
that of the middle ages.

The Poem

A tale of old,—of Fenian deeds I sing:

Of Erin's mighty hosts, the mighty King!
Great Cumhal'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,<1>
With deaf'ning clamour pours upon the plain,

Foams o'er his echoing banks, and seeks the main.

Careless we ranged 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-sailed 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 questioned 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.

Alas! with them is quenched the hero's flame,
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, lost companions! Once your mighty sway
Made the proud princes of the earth obey;

Your conquering powers through every region led,
And wide around victorious triumphs spread!
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But to my tale.—Our wondering chiefs arose,

To see the bark its beauteous freight disclose:
Swift glanced its course through the divided wave,
And the near stream a ready harbour gave.

As morn from ocean lifts her lovey light,

Fresh from the wave, with gentle splendours bright;
So rose the maid, as she approached the shore,

And her light bark to land its burden bore.

Decked by soft Love with sweet attractive grace,
And all the charms of mind-illumined face;

Before our host the beauteous stranger bowed,
And, thrown to earth, her eyes their glories shroud.

Her soft salute returned, with courteous air,
Fionn, by the hand of snow, conducts the fair.
Upon his left, the valiant Goll was placed,
And on his right, her seat the stranger graced.

And, oh, to tell the charms her form arrayed!
The winning sweetness that her face displayed!
On her alone we could or think, or gaze,

And our rapt souls were lost in sweet amaze!

"Soft Mariner!" (the son of Cumhal cried,)

"What chance has torn thee from protection's side?
Why comest thou here, and from what happy earth?
And whose the noble race that gave thee birth?"

"Truth, O great chief! thy artless story frames:
A mighty King my filial duty claims.<2>

But princely birth no safety could bestow;
And, royal as I am, I fly from woe.

"Long have I looked that mighty arm to see,
Which is alone of force to set me free:

To Erin's far famed chief for aid I fly,

And on that aid my trembling hopes rely."

"Say, wherefore, loveliest! art thou thus distressed?
Whom dost thou flyi—by whom art thou oppressed?
Why dost thou seek me, o'er the rolling sea,

And from what peril shall I set thee free?"

"And art thou, then, that generous son of fame,
Whose aid the wretched, and the helpless claim?
O then, to me that needful aid extend!

And, oh, thy strength to guard my weakness lend!"

With soothing speech, the pitying King replied,
"Fear not, sweet maid! Thy cause to me confide.

Speak but thy sorrows! Whom dost thou accuse?
Who persecutes thee, fair one?—who pursues?"
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"O! I am followed o'er the rolling wave!

O! mighty Fionn! Thy trembling suppliant save!
The son of Sora's King with wrath pursues,<3>
The chief 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 become his bride,
Until thy power shall in my cause be tried."

Then spoke my Oscar, Erin's lovely boast,
Pride of her fame, and glory of her host!

With generous zeal his youthful bosom glowed;
His fervent speech with rapid ardour flowed.

"Fear not, (he cried) no power shall force thee hence;
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 Morna rose;
Each 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 arrayed,
To guard, from her approaching foe, the maid,
For now, swift riding on the subject wave,

A wondrous chief to sight his terrors gave!

In the same path the princess took, he came,

And more than human seemed his monstrous frame;
A magic steed its giant burden, bore,

And swiftly gained upon the trembling shore!

Fierce did he seem, as one in fight renowned;
Dark on his head a gloomy helmet frowned:
Embossed with art, he held a mighty shield,
And well his arm its ponderous orb could wield!

Two spears of victory, on its front engraved,
Stood threatening, as if every foe they braved!
Never our eyes had such a sight beheld,

Nor ever chief so dreadfully excelled!

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 waved its massy weight on high!
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Of princely sway the cloudy champion seemed,
And. terror from his eye imperial streamed!

A soul of fire was in his features seen,

In his proud port, and his impetuous mien!

His wondrous steed was like the torrent's force;
White as its foam, and, rapid as its course.!
Proud, the defier of our host he bore,

And sprung with fury to the hostile 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!

My King, whose arm would every peril dare,
Then calm demanded of the trembling fair,

"Is this the chief of whom thy terror spoke,
Against whose power thou didst our aid invoke?"

"O that is he! that is my deadly foe!

Too well, alas! his dreadful face I know!

O Cumhal'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 tried!"

While thus to Cumhal's noble son she spoke,

Fierce through the host, the foreign champion broke!
Glowing with rage, in conscious might arrayed,
Forward he rushed, and seized the trembling maid!

Swift flew the spear of Morna's wrathful son,
And to the foe unerring passage won:

Through his pierced shield the aim its fury guides,
Rends its proud bosses, and its orb divides.

Impatient Oscar glowed with ardent fire
With raging scorn, and with indignant ire;
And, darting fate from his impetuous hand,
He stretched the dying courser on the strand!

Unhorsed, and furious for his wounded steed,

And breathing tenfold vengeance for the deed;
With wrath augmented the fierce champion burned,
And mad with rage, on his assailants tuned.

Dauntless he stood, with haughty ire Inflamed,
And loud defiance to our host proclaimed;
Against us all his single arm he raised,

While in his hand the dreadful falchion blazed!
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Enraged, our hosts the proud defiance hear,
And rush to vengeance with a swift career.

Fionn 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 weapons can prevail.

Those chiefs, who every foe till then excelled,
Foiled by his force, his single arm repelled.

Low on the blood-stained field with shame they lay,
Bound by his hand, and victims of his sway!

Great Flan Mac-Morna fell beneath his sword
By valour, friendship, and by song deplored!
Of all the champions who his arm sustained,
Not one unwounded on the field remained.

Had not our chiefs been all well armed 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 Goll's brave bosom 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 champions wage!
Whoever had that fatal field beheld,

He would have thought all human force excelled.

Loud was the clash of arms that streamed with gore;
And deep the wounds each dauntless bosom bore!
Broke are their spears, and rent each massy shield,
And steel, and blood bestrew the deathful field.

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 displayed!

At length they slacked the fury of the fight,

And vanquished Sora owned superior might:

No more he could the sword of Goll sustain,

But gashed with wounds, he sunk upon the plain.

Woe was the day in which that strife arose,
And dyed with blood the harbour of his foes!
Woe to the champions of that lovely dame,
Woe to the land to which her beauty came!
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The valiant Sora by the stream we laid,

And while his last and narrow house we made,
We on each finger placed a glitt'ring ring,

To grace the foe, in honour of our King.<5>

Thus fell the foreign champion on our coast,
And gave a dear-bought conquest to our host.
The royal maid our courtesy embraced,

And a whole year the Fenian palace graced.

Six following months, beneath the leech's hand,
The wounds of Goll our constant care demand:
The valiant Goll, unvanquished in the fight,
Goll of the weapons of resistless might.

With Fionn, the chief of princely cheer, he lay,
Whose friendly 'tendance eased the tedious day,
Fionn, who was ever to the brave a friend,

Fionn, who the weak would evermore defend!<6>

But why of heroes should I now relate?
Changed is my form, and changed is my estate!
These altered looks, with age and sorrow pale,
Should warn to cease from the heroic tale!

££

NOTES ON THE POEM OF MOIRA BORB

1. Where fierce Mac-Bovar rolls his headlong wave.

The words of the original are Eas ruadh mac bobhair na mhoill, literally, the
fiercely rushing cataract, deafening son of the leap! This is a very beautiful fall of the
river Erne, at Ballyshannon, and the principal salmon leap 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 £400 a year.

2. A mighty King my filial duty claims.

This passage is not translated literally, as it was difficult to know what turn to
give it: the words in Irish are Is mé inghean an righ fo thuinn "1 am the daughter of
the King under Waves:" or it may be rendered, King of Waves, or King of Tonn), (in
the genitive) Tuinn). 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.

3. The son of Sora's King with wrath pursues.

Tradition informs us, that Moira, or (as some write it) Boiry Borb, was a
Lusitanian Prince, of great fame and prowess, but cruel, and extremely fierce, as the
word Borb (i.e. fierce) implies. This admitted, it follows, of course, that Sora (in the
original, Sorcha) must have been, anciently, the Irish name for Portugal.

4. Woe to the champions of that lovely dame,
Woe to the land to which her beauty came.

It is probable, that this passage alludes to some subsequent consequences of
the death of Moira Borb.
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5. We on each finger placed a glittering ring,
To grace the foe, in honour of our King.

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

6. With Fionn, the chief of princely cheer, he lay,
Whose friendly 'tendance eased the tedious day,
Fionn, who was ever to the brave a friend,
Fionn, who the weak would evermore defend.
In the Buile Oisin (Rhapsody of Oisin) we find the following beautiful
character, and personal description, of this celebrated hero.

Superior to all warriors, in war,

'"Midst stars of glory Fionn appeared a star:
King of mild majesty and numerous bards,

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

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

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

Each female heart received the potent shock,
Of him whose breast was as the chalky rock:
Fame thus to thee her brightest page affords,—
Mild son of Morna, King of glittering swords!
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AN INTRODUCTORY DISCOURSE TO THE WAR ODE.

The military Odes of the ancient Celtae have been noticed 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; also, Du Cange, Mezeray, and
many other antiquaries and. historians affirm, that this custom continued amongst the
Gauls, many centuries after their dereliction by 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 retained by the French
noblesse, in the different invasions of the Holy Land, prove how well this custom was
supported by civilized nations of the middle ages.

But it will, no doubt, appear singular, that, while France and Germany suffered
no ruin or subversion of their states, from that epoch, 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 preserved a number of these original productions, which throw many rays
of light on the obscurest periods of Celtic antiquity.

But the war ode was not peculiar to the Celtae 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
this office in Ireland. "Hacon, Earl of Norway," (says Mons. Mallet) "had five
celebrated poets along with him in that famous battle of which I have been speaking,
when the warriors of Joms-bourg were defeated; and history records that they sung
each an Ode, to animate the soldiers, before they engaged."<1>

We see here a remarkable difference between the Scandinavian and Celtic
poet, in the execution of this military duty: the ode of the scald was composed for the
purpose, and sung before the engagement: while the Irish 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, continued, to the last, those
sublime and elevating strains, which, inspired by the sight of heroic valour, and called
forth by, and suited to the instant occasion, wrought up courage to a pitch of frenzy,
and taught the warrior to triumph even in the pangs of death. But it was only when
victory was doubtful, and occasion 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 orfidigh, or instrumental musicians; while the battle
raged, they stood apart, and watched in security (for their persons were held sacred)
every action of the chief, in order to glean subjects for their lays.<2>"

Indeed, the enthusiastic starts of passion; the broken, unconnected, and
irregular wildness of those Odes which have escaped the wreck of ancient literature in
this kingdom, sufficiently and incontestibly point out their true originality to every
candid reader. It need not here be objected, that the character in which we find the
copies now extant of these Odes, is different from that which was in use among the
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pagan Irish, and that the language of them, also, is too intelligible to be referred to so
remote an era. 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 communicate to others the knowledge, and the pleasure 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
exploded, 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 translated, I procured from
Maurice Gorman,; there is also a copy of them in the collection of Mr. O'Halloran of
Limerick, and another, as I am informed, in the College collection. An accomplished
proficient in the learning and antiquities of this country, whose name (had |
permission) I should be proud to reveal, made the following elegant, and spirited
remarks, on a literal translation oil 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
composed 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 simplicity of it is no
small part of its merit, and has more in it of the true sublime, than all the flowers 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, exhorting him to persevere, and giving, as it were, fresh
energy and effect to every stroke of his sword."

It may appear strange to see a bard rushing, fearless and unhurt, through the
midst of contending warriors; his hand encumbered with the harp, and unprovided
with any arms for either defence or attack: but the Character of the File was held so
sacred amongst the ancient Celte, 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 accompany 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 Leabhar Leacain (or Book of Sligo)
has thus preserved the relation: Fierce wars were carried on, about the middle of the
fourth century, between Eochaidh, Monarch of Ireland, and Eana, the King of
Leinster. Cetmathach, the Monarch's laureate, had satirised so severely the enemy of
his King, as to provoke the bitterest resentment of Eana, who vowed unsparing
revenge. In the battle of Cruachan, the Monarch was defeated; and Cetmathach,
pursued by the furious King of Leinster, fled for safety amidst the troops of the victor,
who, though the enemies of Eochaidh, would have protected his bard: but the brutal
Eana was not to be appeased, and the life of the laureate fell a sacrifice to his art.
Eana, for this atrocious deed, was ever after branded with the opprobrious name of
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Ceann-salach, (foul, or dishonourable head.) It has descended down, through his
immediate posterity, to the present day; numbers of his race, of the name of Cin or
Kinsella, now existing in Ireland.

Of the first of the following Odes, Oscar, the son of Oisin, is the hero, but we
are not told who the bard was that composed it. We have, however, sufficient reason
to conclude, that it was sung by Fergus, the uncle of Oscar; first, because he was the
appointed ard-file of the Fianna; 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.

Bhi Feargus File

Agus orfideach na bhflatha,
Dar mbrosdadh 'san nionghuin,
Dol dionsoigh an chatha

[Fergus the bard was there
And the prince's musicians,
To encourage them to charge into battle.]

Mr. Walker, in his Memoirs of the Irish Bards, takes particular notice of
Fergus. "Oisin" (says he) "was not Fionn's chief bard, or ollamh-re-ddn. This
honourable station was filled by Fergus Fibheoil, (of the sweet lips) another son of the
great Fenian commander; a bard on whom succeeding poets have bestowed almost as
many epithets, as Homer has given to his Jupiter. In several poems, still extant, he is
called Fergus Fir-ghlic, (the truly ingenious;) Fathach, (superior in knowledge;)
Focal-ghear, (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<3> called the Cath Fionn-Tragha (The Battle of Ventry,) Fionn
is often represented as calling on Fergus, to animate the drooping valour of his
officers, which the bard never 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.<4>

"Several admirable poems, attributed to Fergus, are still extant; Dargo,<5> a
poem, written on occasion of a foreign prince of that name invading Ireland. Dargo
encountered the Fianna, and was slain by Goll, the son of Morna. Cath Gabhra (the
battle of Gabhra.) This battle was fought by the Fianna 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.

"These poems abound with all the imagery, fire, and. glowing description of
the ancient Gaelic, and justify the praises bestowed on Fergus. Each poem concludes
with Fergus's attestation of his being the author. Besides these, there are, A Panegyric
on Goll, the son of Morna,<6> and another on Oscar<7> In the latter, the poet has
interwoven an animating harangue to the hero, who is the subject of it, in the battle of
Gabhra."

In most of the Fenian poems that I have seen, Fergus is honourably noticed,
both for his poetical powers, and the peculiar sweetness of his temper and disposition:
thus in The Chase,
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Did Fergus live, again to sing,
As erst, the Fianna's fame!

Also in Magnus,

Mild Fergus then, his errand done,
Returned with wonted grace;

His mind, like the unchanging sun,
Still beaming in his face."<8>

The Annals of Innisfallen, and other ancient 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 follows:—
The celebrated body of the Fianna 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. It would be tedious here to
relate the various causes assigned by different writers for the discontents which
occasioned this battle: historians, in general, lay the chief blame upon the Fianna; 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 Fianna were almost totally destroyed;<9>
for, relying 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, Oisin, relating the events of the battle to St. Patrick, tells him,
that "few in number were the Fianna, on that fatal day, opposed to the united forces of
the kingdom, headed by their Monarch! Fionn and his heroes were not there to assist
them; they were absent on a Roman expedition." Oscar, the grandson of Fionn,
commanded 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 animated
exhortations of his bard, he performed prodigies, he slew numbers, and Cairbre
himself at length fell by his hand. Victory then seemed to declare for the Fianna, till
Oscar, 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 [ have now
before me two that bear the name of Oisin, and are possessed of considerable merit: |
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.

££

NOTES TO THE INTRODUCTORY DISCOURSE

1. North Antig. vol. 1. p. 386. See Torf. Bartholin, p. 172, who produces other
instances to the same purpose; particularly that of Olave, king of Norway, who placed
three of his scalds about him to be eyewitnesses of his exploits: these bards composed,
each of them, a song upon the spot, which Bartholin has printed, accompanied with a
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Latin version.

Other songs of the same kind may be found in the same author.

Here is one instance wherein we find a Scandinavian war ode composed (as it
appears) either during, or after the engagement; but their established custom was, to
sing the ode (as is related above) before the battle joined.

2. Walker's Hist. Mem. of the Irish Bards, p. 10.

3. This composition is not written in verse, but it does indeed abound with all the
ornaments of poetry.

4. O'Halloran's Hist. Irel. Vol. 1. p. 275.

5. 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 think it would answer for
translation. From the character given of this poem, I am tempted to suppose that my
copy is a corrupt and bad one; perhaps a future day may enable me to procure a better.

6. See the second War Ode in this collection.
7. This I suppose is the same with the original of the following Ode.

8. Probably this extreme gentleness of Fergus' temper, was the reason why he was
chosen Ard-File, or chief poet to the Fianna, though his brother Oisin was so
eminently distinguished for his poetical talents. Oisin, most likely, would not have
accepted of the laureatship: 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 Fergus was
much more adapted than that of Oisin, to fill the place he held, even supposing the
poetic powers of Oisin superior to those of his brother.—Oisin, like the Caractatus of
the inimitable Mason, felt too much of

the hot tide
That flushes crimson on the conscious cheek
Of him who burns for glory!"

And he would never have borne to hold the harp, in battle, while able to wield a
sword.

9. The Book of Howth affirms, that they were a/l destroyed, Oisin excepted; and that
he lived till the arrival of St. Patrick, to whom he related the exploits of the Fianna.
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WAR ODE TO OSCAR.

THE SON OF OISIN, IN THE FRONT OF THE BATTLE OF
GABHRA

RISE, might of Erin! rise!<1>

O! Oscar, of the generous soul!

Now, on the foe's astonished eyes,

Let thy proud ensigns wave dismay!

Now let the thunder of thy battle roll,

And bear the palm of strength and victory away!

Son of the sire, whose stroke is fate,<2>

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 squadrons pour!

O hear the voice of lofty song!

Obey the bard!

Stop—stop M'Garaidh! check his pride,<3>

And rush resistless on each regal foe!

Thin their proud ranks, and give the smoking tide
Of hostile blood to flow!

Mark where Mac-Cormac pours along!—<4>
Rush on—retard

His haughty progress!—Iet thy might

Rise, in the deathful fight,

O'er thy prime foe supreme,

And let the stream

Of valour flow,

Until thy brandished sword

Shall humble every haughty foe,

And justice be restored.<5>

Son of the King of spotless fame,

Whose actions fill the world!<6>

Like his, thy story and thy name

Shall fire heroic song,

And, with the prowess of this day, the lofty strain prolong!
Shall tell how oft, in Gabhra's plain,

Thy dreadful spear was hurled:

How high it heaped the field with slain,

How wide its carnage spread,

Till gorged upon the human feast, the glutted ravens fed.<7>

Resistless as the spirit of the, night,
In storms and terrors dressed,
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Withering the force of every 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 you 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,<8>

Drives on the scattered wreck

Its ruin leaves;

So let thy sweeping progress roll,

Fierce, resistless, rapid, strong,

Pour, like the billow of the flood, o'erwhelming might along!

From king to king, let death thy steps await,<9>
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 championed fame the royal heir!
Pierce the proud squadrons of the foe,

And o'er their slaughtered heaps triumphant rise!
Oh, in fierce charms, and lovely might arrayed!
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!—Ilay its haughty triumphs low!<10>

Wide around thy carnage spread!

Heavy be the heaps of dead!

Roll on thy rapid might,

Thou roaring stream of prowess in the fight!
What though Fionn be distant far,

Art thou not thyself a war?<11>

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 vanquished Tamor's groans ascend the skies!<12>

Though unequal be the fight,

Though unnumbeed be the foe,<13>

No thought on fear, or on defeat bestow,
For conquest waits to crown thy cause,
and thy successful might!

Rush, therefore, on, amid the battle's rage,
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Where fierce contending kings engage,
And powerless lay thy proud opponents low!

O lovely warrior! Form of grace,

Be not dismayed!<14>

Friend of the bards! Think on thy valiant race!
O thou whom none in vain implore,

Whose soul by fear was never swayed,

Now let the battle round thy ensigns roar!

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 Fianna fly;<15>

On that brave arm thy country's hopes rely,
From every foe thy native land to shield!

Aspect of beauty! pride of praise!

Summit of heroic 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!

Raise thy red shield, with tenfold force endued!

Forsake not the famed path thy fathers have pursued!<16>
But let, with theirs, thy equal honours rise!

Hark!—Anguish groans!—the battle bleeds
Before thy spear!—its flight is death!—
Now, o'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 displayed!
Slack not the noble ardour of thy might!
Pursue—pursue with death their flight!
Rise, arm of Erin!—Rise!

££
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NOTES ON THE WAR ODE TO OSCAR.

1. Rise, might of Erin, rise!
Eirighe! literally, arise!—It means here, rouse thyself! exert all thy powers!

2. Son of the sire, whose stroke is fate
Oisin, the father of Oscar, was as much celebrated for his valour, as for his
poetical talents.

3. Stop—stop M'Garaidh.
This Son of Garaidh was then King of Connaught, and he led a chosen band to
the battle of Gabhra.

4. Mark where Mac-Cormac pours along!

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 Fianna. He was also nearly related to the chiefs of the
party he opposed, his sister having been the wife of Fionn Mac-Cumbhal.

5. Shall humble every haughty foe,
And justice be restored.

Injustice was the complaint, and the cause of quarrel, assigned both by the
King's forces, and the Fianna: The Book of Howth has preserved a speech of Oscar'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. It 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 honourably 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 repelling its invaders; and also increasing its glory by the splendour of
foreign conquests, and the rich trophies of foreign tributes to its power; but that now,
after so many battles fought, and so many honours 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 ever from the land.

6. Son of the King of spotless fame,
Whose actions fill the world!

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

7. Shall tell how oft, in Gabhra's plain
Thy dreadful spear was hurled:
How high it heaped the field with slain,
how wide its carnage spread,
Till gorged upon the human feast, the glutted ravens fed.

The poets tell us of an incredible slaughter, made in this battle, by the sword of
Oscar: the brave and fierce Mac-Garaidh, King of Connaught, of the tribe of Monti,
and Cairbre, Monarch of Ireland, besides numbers of inferior chieftains, fell by his
single arm.
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8. As the proud wave, on whose broad back
The storm its burden heaves.

It is impossible that the utmost stretch of human imagination and genius 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!

9. From king to king, let death thy steps await.
The monarch, and the provincial kings, who were united against the Fianna.

10. Mark where yon bloody ensign flies!
Rush!—seize it!—lay its haughty triumphs low!

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'Halloran: "The duty of the hereditary standard-bearer was, to
preserve the royal banner; to be amongst the foremost of the troops in action, and in
the rear on a retreat; for the troops had ever their eye on 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 Oscar been able to seize upon the enemy's
banner, they might have mistaken it disappearing for the usual signal, and so been
thrown into confusion.

11. What though Fionn be distant far,
Art not thou thyself a war?

Fionn, at the time of this battle, was absent on a Roman expedition, and
Cairbre took advantage of this circumstance, to hasten the issue of the contest. A
beautiful and most affecting poem (ascribed to Oisin) on this subject, informs us, that
Fionn, with his troops, returned on the eve of the battle, and that he arrived in just
time enough to take a last adieu of his dying grandson. Their meeting is described,
and is deeply pathetic. The poet also adds, that "Fionn never after was known to
smile: peace, after that, had no sweets, nor 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!"

12. And vanguished Tensor's groans ascend the skies!

Tamor, or Teamor, the royal seat of the Monarch of Ireland "Its chief court"
(says O'Connor) "was three hundred feet in length, thirty in height, and fifty in
breadth. It had access by by fourteen doors, which opened on their several apartments,
fitted up for the kings and deputies of each province: the royal 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 ["Learned Counsellors"]; behind the throne. The particular
reasons for such a disposition are not set down in any MSS. come to our hands.

"This high court of convention was surrounded by four other large houses,
fitted up for the lodging and accommodation of the several provincial kings and
deputies, during the session; close to these were other houses; one for state prisoners,
another for files, and another for the princesses, and the women who attended at court.

"Teamor was the royal seat of the kings of Ireland, and the principal court of
legislation, from the days of Ollamh Fodla, down to the reign of Dermod Mac
Cervaill; so that the Feis["festival"] of Teamor continued, from time to time, through
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a series of more than eleven hundred years."—Dissertations on the Hist. of Ireland, p.
117, 3rd edit.

The fear of extending this note to too great a length, has obliged me, though
reluctantly, to give only extracts from Mr. O'Connor's description. For a more
enlarged account of this celebrated place, see Collectanea, vol. 1.

13. Though unequal be the fight,
Though unnumbered be the foe.

The Fianna were greatly out-numbered in this battle. In another poem on the
subject, attributed to Oisin, and addressed to St. Patrick, we find this passage. There
was Cairbre Liffecar, at the head of Erin's mighty hosts, 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 also
from Ulster, and the Munster troops, against our Leinster legion; besides the king of
Connaught, and his valiant bands, who joined with the monarch against us, in that
day's engagement. Unfair and unequal was that division of our forces, for small was
the band of the Fianna."

14. O lovely warrior! Form of grace,
Be not dismayed!

Here it appears that Oscar begins for a moment to yield; but quickly after,
animated and renovated by the exhortations of his bard, we find him again dealing
death around.

15. To thee for aid the Fianna fly.

The Irish, in general, were frequently called Fenians, or Phenians, from their
great ancestor Phenius Farsa, or, perhaps, in allusion to their Phoenician descent. But
the Leinster legions proudly arrogated that name entirely to themselves, and called
their celebrated body, exclusively, Fianna, or Fianna Eireann.

16. Forsake not the famed path thy fathers have pursued!
All of the tribe of Boisgne were particularly famed for prowess, and celebrated
by our ancient poets.
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ODE TO GAUL, THE SON OF MORNA.
ADVERTISEMENT.

To throw light on the subject of the following ode, I have endeavoured, in
vain, to procure a copy of the legend of Bruighean Beag na hAlmhuine,["The Smaller
Meeting at Almhain"] mentioned in Mr. Walker's Irish Bards; in which, he says, is
related "the celebrated contention for precedence, between Fionn and Goll, near
Fionn's palace at Almhain. The attending bards," (continues he,) "observing the
engagement to grow very sharp, were apprehensive of the consequences, and
determined, if possible, to cause a cessation of hostilities. To effect this, they shook
The Chain of Silence, and flung themselves among the ranks, extolling the sweets of
peace, and the achievements of the combatants' ancestors. Immediately both parties,
laying down their arms, listened, with mute attention, to the harmonious lays of their
bards, and in the end rewarded them with precious gifts."<1>

I regret much that I have never seen this legend, and therefore can only
conjecture, that the ode before us was composed, or rather recited, extempore, upon
the same occasion. There is frequent mention made, in our romances and poems, of a
memorable contest between the rival tribes of Morna and Boisgne, of which Goll and
Fionn were the leaders; and that, by the mediation of the bards, it was finally
concluded in peace: but I have never seen 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

High-Minded Goll, whose daring soul
Stoops not to our chief's control!<2>
Champion of the navy's pride!
Mighty ruler of the tide!

Rider of the stormy wave,

Hostile nations to enslave!<3>

Shield of freedom's glorious boast!

Head of her unconquered host!

Ardent son of Morna's might!

Terror of the fields of fight!

Long renowned and dreadful name!

Hero of auspicious fame!

Champion, in our cause to 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 goest to mingle in the loud alarms,
And lead the rage of fight!

Thine, hero! thine the princely sway

Of each conflicting hour;
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Thine every bright endowment to display,
The smile of beauty, and the arm of power!
Science, beneath our hero's shade,

Exults, in all her patron's gifts arrayed:

Her chief, the soul of every fighting field!
The arm, — the heart, alike unknown to yield!

Hear, O Fionn! thy people's voice!

Trembling on our hills we plead;<4>

O let our fears to peace incline thy choice!
Divide the spoil, and give the hero's meed<5>
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 sou!

To fit him for the wide control,

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 honour's sacred light,
Rending storm of death is he!

Fionn of the flowing locks,<6>0 hear my voice!
No more with Goll contend!

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 Goll its terrors owe;<7>
But from a brave undaunted heart

His glories flow!

Stature sublime, and awful mien!<8>
Arm of strength, by valour steeled!
Sword of fate, in battle keen,
Sweeping o'er the deadly field!

Fionn of the dark-brown hair, O hear my voice!
No more with Goll contend!
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Be peace sincere henceforth thy choice,
And gain a valiant friend!

In peace, though unexhausted from his breast
Each gentle virtue flows,

In war, no force his fury can arrest,

And hopeless are his foes.

Leader of the shock of arms,
Loudest in the loud alarms!

Friend of princes, princely friend,
First in bounty to transcend

Patron of the schools' increase! <9>
Sword of war, and shield of peace!

Glory of the fields of fame!

Pride of hosts! Illustrious name!
Strength of power! triumphant might!
Firm maintainer of the fight!

Fierce in the conflicting hour;
Bulwark of the royal power!

O generous charm of all-accomplished love!
Locks of bright redundant shade!

Breast where strength and beauty strove!

White as the hue the chalky cliffs displayed!<10>
To thee glad Erin should her homage pay-

And joy to own thy glorious sway!

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 soul may tower,

Nothing is above thy power!

Hear, O Fionn! My ardent zeal,

While his glories I reveal!

Fierce as ocean's angry wave,<11>

When conflicting tempests rave!

As still, with the encreasing storm,
Increasing ruin clothes his dreadful form,
Such is the chief, o'erwhelming in his force,
Unconquered in his swift, resistless course!

Though in the smiles of blooming grace arrayed,
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,
And fatal is his arm!

Bounty in his bosom dwells;
High his soul of courage swells!
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Fierce the dreadful war to wage,

Mix in the whirl of fight, and guide the battle's rage!
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 slaughtered dead,
Thundering on to Glory's goal!

Pride of Fenian fame, and arms!
Mildness of majestic charms!<12>
Swiftness of the battle's rage!
Theme of the heroic page!

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,<13>
In peace, each peaceful science to diffuse:
Prince of the noble deeds! Accomplished name!
Increasing bounty! Comprehensive fame!

Ardent, bold, unconquered Knight!

Breaker of the bulwark's might!

Chief of war's resistless blade,

With spears of wrath, and arms of death arrayed!
Heroic Goll! Beneath thy princely sway,

The earth might bend, and all her host obey!

Hear, O Goll! The poet's voice!
O be peace thy generous choice!
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!

GAUL.

I yield, O Fergus! To thy mild desire;
Thy words, O bard! Are sweet;
Thy wish I freely meet;
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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!<14>

The accents of whose glowing lip well know that soul to sway.

BARD.

O swift in honour's course! thou generous name!
[lustrious chief, of never-dying fame!

££

NOTES ON THE WAR ODE TO GAUL.

1. Hist. Mem. Irish Bards, p. 44. The legend here alluded to is not in the possession of
Mr. Walker; if it was, his politeness and public spirit would not have suffered him to
refuse it.

2. High-minded Goll, whose daring soul
Stoops not to our chief’s control.
Fionn Mac-Cumhal, then general of the Irish militia.

3. Champion of the navy's pride!
Mighty ruler of the tide!

Rider of the stormy wave,
Hostile nations to enslave!

"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 long kept under contribution. To this, however, many objections have
been made; as if a people, who invaded Ireland in thirty large ships, could ever be
condemned to make use of naevogs, 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 objections have
been made to the accounts of the Phoenicians, the Tyrians, and, after them, the
Greeks, having very considerable fleets, and making very distant settlements." O'Hall.
Introd. to the Hist. and Antiq. of Ireland, p. 425.

The same learned author proceeds to bring forward such proofs of the naval
power of our early ancestors, as must do away every doubt, in minds of any reason or
candour; but a quotation of them at large would exceed the limits of a note; my
readers are therefore referred to the valuable work front which the above is taken. In
many parts of Colonel Vallancey's inestimable Collectanea, they may also find proofs
of the knowledge of the early Irish in naval affairs;—indeed, the astonishing 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 degrec
of proportionable variety in their structure.

4. Hear, O Fionn! thy people's voice!
Trembling on our hills we plead.

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, annexed to this ode, I have hazarded a conjecture, that it was
one of the extemporaneous compositions, so celebrated in the romance of Bruighean
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Beag na hAlmhuine, yet this passage seems an objection, 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 quotation from
the romance expressly tells us, that the ode was sung at the combat.

5. Divide the spoil, and give the hero's meed!

Possibly it might have been about the division Of the booty, gained in some
British, or perhaps continental expedition, that the tribes of Merni and Boisgne were
at variance; at least it appears by this passage, that a part of their discontents arose
from some such occasion.

6. Fionn of the flowing locks.

The natural and beautiful ornament of hair was much cherished and esteemed
amongst the ancient Irish. I know not whence the idea of their matted locks (so often
mentioned by English chroniclers) had its rise:—certain it is, that we meet with no
such expression, in any of our Irish annals, legends, or poems:—on the contrary, the
epithets "flowing—curling—waving locks," perpetually occur, and are apparently
esteemed as essential to the beauty of the warrior, as to that of the fair.

7. Not to mean insidious art,
Does the great name of Goll its terrors owe.

"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 dishonourable
means used. Heralds were sent to announce fair, open war, and the place, time and
action were previously settled. If any unforeseen accident disappointed either party, as
to the number of troops, &c. notice was sent to his opponent, and a further day was
appointed, and generally granted." O'Hall. Int. to the Hist. and Antiq. of Ireland, p.
223.

Indeed, for a spirit of honour, 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 Finglas, 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 Finglas's
Breviate of Ireland. Sir John 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 better than the Irish; or will rest better satisfied with the execution
thereof, although it be against themselves. Davies' Hist. of Ireland. Also Cooke,
treating of our laws, says, "For I have been informed by many of them that have had
judicial places there, and partly of mine own knowledge, that there is no nation of the
Christian world, that are greater lovers of justice than they are; which virtue must of
necessity be accompanied by many others." Cooke's Institutes, chap. 76.

8. Stature sublime, and awful mien.

Amongst our 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 knighthood. See O'Halloran, Keating.

9. Patron of the schools' increase.
To be esteemed the patrons of science, was (next to military renown,) the chief
objecr of ambition, with the princes, and chieftains of the ancient Irish.
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10. White as the hue the chalky cliffs displayed!

"The breast like the chalky cliff." — "The hero with the breast of snow" —
"The side, white as the foam of the falling stream," — frequently occur in our Irish
poets' descriptions of their youthful warriors. The ideas which these passages 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 conventence 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? So false a compliment, one would think,
must rather have drawn resentment upon him than thanks, by reminding his slovenly
heroes what filthy creatures they were. But indeed the assertion seems too absurd for
argument, and is most worthily answered by a 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, &c.

11. Fierce as ocean's angry wave,

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. I have already
apologized for this frequent repetition, and entreat my readers to recollect what has
been said upon the subjest. But an extemporaneous composition, like this, ought to be
exempt from that severity of criticism which may with justice be exercised on the
production of study, and the labours of time.

12. Mildness of majestic charms!

"The knowledge of arms was but a part 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 fo be
polite in words and address, even to their greatest enemies." O'Halloran.

13. Love of the fair, and favourite of the muse,

Irish history informs 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, obtained, on that account, from their files, and from their countrymen in
general, a distinguished portion of honour, respect and celebrity.

14. To thee my soul I bend,
O guileless friend!

A character gan fheall, (without guile or deceit,) was esteemed the highest
that could be given, amongst the ancient Irish: 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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ODE TO A SHIP.
ADVERTISEMENT.

The following descriptive ode was written by a 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, a voyage to Spain; but the
idea of thus celebrating he subject, was probably suggested by the third Ode of
Horace: for though the Irish poet can by no means be said to have copied the Roman
one, yet he seem 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 Irish bard upon this subject:—I shall not, therefore, risk the censure,
but my readers are at liberty to do it, if they please.

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

ODE,
BY FITZGERALD,
Written on setting out on a voyage to Spain.

Bless my good ship, protecting power of grace!
And o'er the winds, the waves, the destined 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!

So may we safely pass the dangerous cape,
And from the perils of the deep escape!

I grieve to leave the splendid seats

Of Teamor's ancient fame!

Mansion of heroes, now farewell!

Adieu, ye sweet retreats,

Where the famed hunters of your ancient vale,

Who swelled 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 now thy sails,
To catch the favouring gales.
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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 every peril to direct;

To steer us safe through ocean's rage,

Where angry storms their dreadful strife maintain;
O may thy power 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 destined shore

Her course triumphant guides;

As though beneath her frown the winds were dead,
And each blue valley was their silent bed!

Through all the perils of the main

She knows her dauntless progress to maintain
Through quicksands, flats, and breaking waves,
Her dangerous path she dares explore;

Wrecks, storms, and calms, alike she braves,
And gains, with scarce a breeze, the wished-for shore!
Or in the hour of war,

Fierce on she bounds, in conscious might,

To meet the promised fight!

While, distant far,

The fleets of wondering nations gaze,

And view her course with emulous amaze,

As like some championed son of fame,

She rushes to the shock of arms,

And joys to mingle in the loud alarms,
Impelled by rage, and fired with glory's flame.

Sailing with pomp upon the watery plain,
Like some huge monster of the main,

My ship her speckled bosom laves,
And high in air her curling ensign waves;
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Her stately sides, with polished 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! she 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;

When her sharp keel,where dreadful splendours play,
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 prayer!
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.

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 promised 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 safe in port our gallant vessel rides!
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ELEGIES.

Transcriber's Note: In the eighteenth Century the word Elegy was used for
many other poems as well as laments for the dead.
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ELEGY TO THE DAUGHTER OF OWEN.
ADVERTISEMENT.

Of the Irish marbhna or funeral elegy, I have been 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 countrymen, which I have never seen.

The Irish language, perhaps beyond all others, is peculiarly suited to every
subject of elegy; and, accordingly, we find it to excel in plaintive and sentimental
poetry. The love 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 (though
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'Flanagan, 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 it
is, of all my originals, the one I most wished to give in its expressions, as well as its
thoughts, to the English reader; but in this, notwithstanding all my efforts, I am
conscious that I 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 I might be at liberty to adhere closely to the expressions of
my original, which are comprehensive, and striking, beyond the power of any one to
conceive, who is unacquainted with the genius of the Irish language. In some
passages, a single word conveys the meaning and force of a sentence; it was,
therefore, impossible to translate it without periphrasis, and, of course, many of its
native graces are lost: I shall be most happy to see some abler pen restore them, as |
really lament sincerely my inability to do all the justice I wished, to that tender
simplicity, 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
passages 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 the English version. I apprehended it might, otherwise, be too long,
and have therefore omitted what I thought could best be spared.

ELEGY

Daughter of Owen! Behold my grief!

Look soft pity's dear relief!

Oh! Let the beams of those life-giving eyes
Bid my fainting heart arise,
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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!

But hear, O hear thy lover's sighs

And with true pity, hither turn thine eyes!

still, though wasted with despair,

And pale with pining care,

Still, O soft maid! this form may meet thy sights
No object yet of horror, or affright.

Long unregarded have I sighed,
Love's soft return denied!

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 the to an early tomb descend

For, ah, what medicine can my cure impart,

Or what physician heal a broken heart?

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

If love can move, or gratitude engage!

For thee alone, all others I forsake!

For thee alone, my cares, my wishes wake,

O locks of Beauty's bright redundant flow,
Where waving softness, curling fragrance grow!

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

With thee my will, enamoured, hugs its chain,
And Love's dear ardours own thy potent reign!
Take then the heart my constant passion gave
Cherish its faith, and from its anguish save!
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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,
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 blooming charms!

Again for me thy fragrance breathe,

And thy fair tendrils round me wreathe!

Again be soft affection's power displayed,
While sweetly wand'ring in the secret shade:
Reach forth thy lip,—the honeyed 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!

Soft into mine its whiteness steal,

And its dear pressure let me feel!

Unveil the bashful 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 polished 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!

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 fondly o'er the glassy stream he hung,
Enamoured he his lovely form surveyed,

And died, 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!

Ilide the bright tresses of thy hair!

And oh! those eyes of radiant ruin hide!
What heart their killing lustre can abide
Slow 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 incautious sight displayed,

Be that dear form, in tender grace arrayed!

The rosy finger's tapering 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.

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!
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Why, while my heart, (fond subject!) blessed thy sway,
Why did'st thou steal its vital soul away?
Ah! with the theft the life of life is fled,

And leaves me almost numbered 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 fettered to thy love!

Thou whose fair hand bids the soft harp complain,
Flies o'er the string, and wakes the tender strain,
Wilt thou not some—some kind return impart,
For my lost quiet, and my plundered heart?

O thou dear angel-smiling face!

Fair form of fascinating grace!

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 expressed,
And heal with love the sorrows of my breast!
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ELEGY TO A FAITHLESS LOVER
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 simp!icity which it breathes. No account can be
obtained, either of the writer, or of the period in which 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.

ELEGY.

Ah that he could but still deceive,
And I still think him true!

Still fondly, as at first, believe,
And each dear scene renew!

Again, in the sequestered vale,
Hear love's sweet accents flow,
And quite forget the tender tale,
That filled my heart with woe!

See this dear trifle,—(kept to prove
How I the giver prize;)

More 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.

Return ye days to love consigned
Fond confidence, and joy!

The crowded fair, where tokens kind
The lover's cares employ!

Return once more, mine eyes to bless,
Thou flower of Erin's youth!

Return sweet proofs of tenderness,
And vows of endless truth!

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 snatch thee hence,
And—Oh!—to distance bear

My love!—my comfort!—my defence!—
And leave me—to despair!
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Yes,—yes, my only love thou art!
Whoe'er it may displease,

I will avow my captive heart,
And speak its master's praise!

Ah, wert thou here, to grace my side
With dear, protecting love!

Envy might rage, and spite deride,
And friends in vain reprove!

May pangs unnumbered pierce the breast
That cruel envy arms,

That joys in, constancy distressed,

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 drowned in woe!

While friends upbraid, and foes rejoice
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!

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! Adieu!

Dear, though forsworn!—yet, cruell! Tell
Why falsehood dwells with you?

-166-



Reliques of Irtish Poetry

ELEGY BY EAMONN A'CHNOIC
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 dwellings and possessions,
"hoping" (says Mr. O'.Halloran) "for safety within the precincts of the Irish 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 depredations committed on the enemy.

"It was not choice, but necessity, 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 Irish, men, women and children, to
have no other beds but the ridges of potato-gardens, and little other covering 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 up all bowels of humanity, so that
most of them perished by the sword, cold, or famine!"<1>

From passages in this elegy, we may infer, that, to the misfortunes of its author
alone, the desertion of his mistress was owing; but I have not been able to discover the
name of this fair inconstant.

After the translation was made from the copy first obtained 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 oampa veipiie an pgeal,
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31 maIn aguy méa TEhy thoige
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-167-



Charlotte Brooke

Ah! What woes are mine to bear,

Life's fair morn with clouds o'ercasting!
Doomed the victim of despair!

Youth's gay bloom, pale sorrow blasting!

Sad the bird that sings alone,

Flies to wilds, unseen to languish,
Pours, unheard, the ceaseless moan,
And wastes, on desert air, its anguish!

Mine, O hapless bird! Thy fate!—

The plundered nest,—the lonely sorrow!—
The lost—loved—harmonious mate!—
The wailing night,—the cheerless morrow!

O thou dear hoard of treasured 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 several beautiful elegiac songs still extant, composed by Edmond
Ryan, or Edmond of the Hill, (Eamonn A'Chnoic), as he is called, from his roving life,
but the following is the only one of them that I have ever met with. The air to which it
is sung "dies in every note, "and the poem, though usually styled a song, I have here
classed under the title of elegy, because it seemed more properly to belong to that
species of composition.

ELEGY.

Bright her locks of beauty grew,
Curling fair, and sweetly flowing;
And her eyes of smiling blue,

Oh how soft! how heavenly glowing!

Ah! Poor plundered 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 arms receive thee!

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 vanished)
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Is it because forlorn I rove,
Without a crime, unjustly banished?

Safe thy charms 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!
Driven from his home, behold him rove,
Condemned in exile here to languish!

O thou dear cause of all my pains!
With thy charms each heart subduing,
Come,—on Munster's lovely plains,
Hear again fond passion suing.

Music, mirth and sports, are here,
Cheerful friends the hours beguiling;
Oh wouldst thou, my love! appear,
To joy my bosom reconciling!

Sweet would seem the holly's shade,
Bright the clustering berries glowing!
And, in scented bloom arrayed,
Apple-blossoms round us blowing.

Cresses waving in the stream,
Flowers its gentle banks perfuming;
Sweet the verdant paths would seem,
All in rich luxuriance blooming.

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

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 heaven, when life is flown,
To cheer the soul and heal its sorrow.

See thy falsehood, cruel maid!

See my cheek no longer glowing!
Strength departed, health decayed;
Life in tears of sorrow flowing!

Why do I thus my anguish tell?—
Why pride in woe, and boast of ruin?-

-169-



Charlotte Brooke

O lost treasure!—fare thee well!—
Loved 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.

Every scene with thee would please!

Every care and fear would fly me!

Wintry 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 medicine'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!

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.

££

NOTES TO THE ELEGY BY EAMONN A'CHNOIC

1. O'Halloran's Int. to the Hist. and Ant. of Ireland, p. 382. EAMONN A'CHNOIC
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF JOHN BURKE
CARRENTRYLE, ESQ.

ADVERTISEMENT.

The following funeral elegy was composed by Cormac Common, "who" (says
Mr. Walker) "was born in May, 1703, at Woodstock, near Ballindangan, in the county
of Mayo. His parents were poor, and honest; remarkable for nothing but the
innocence, and simplicity of their lives.

"Before he had completed the first year of his life, the smallpox deprived him
of his sight. This circumstance, together with the indigence of his parents, prevented
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.

"Showing 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 con amore; but his
patron dying suddenly, the harp dropped from his hand, and was never after taken
up—TIt is probable he could not afford to string it.

"But poetry was the muse of whom he was most enamoured. This made him
listen eagerly to the Irish songs, and metrical tales, which he heard sung and recited
around the 'crackling faggots' of his father, and his neighbours. These, by frequent
recitation, became 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 hospitable halls of country squires. Endowed with a sweet voice,
and a good ear, his narrations were generally graced with the charms of melody; (I say
were generally graced, because at his age, nature sinks in years,' and we speak of the
man, with respect to his powers, as if actually a tenant of the grave.) He did not, like
the Tale Teller mentioned by Sir William Temple, chant his tales in an uninterrupted
even tone; the monotony 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 chants them pretty much in the manner of Cathedral Service.

"But it was in singing some of our native airs that Cormac displayed the
powers of his voice; on this occasion 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 musical powers were not confined to his voice; he composed a few
airs, one of which is extremely sweet. It is to be feared that those musical effusions
will die with their author.

"But it was in poetry Cormac delighted to exercise his genius; he has
composed several songs and elegies that have met with applause. As his muse was
genera!ly awakened by the call of gratitude, his poetical productions are mostly
panegyrical, or elegiac;<1> they extol the living, or lament the dead. Sometimes he
indulged in satire, but not often, though richly endued with that dangerous gift.
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"Cormac was twice married, but is now a widower. By both his wives he had
several children; he now resides at Sorrelltown, near Dunmore, in the county of
Galway, with one of his daughters, who is happily married. Though his utterance is
materially injured by dental losses, and though his voice is impaired by age, yet he
continues to practise his profession: so seldom are we sensible of our imperfections. It
is probable that where he was once admired, he is now only endured. One of his
grandsons leads him about to the houses of the neighbouring gentry, who give him
money, diet, and sometimes clothes. His apparel is common!y decent, and
comfortable, but he is not rich, nor does he seem solicitous about wealth: his person is
large and muscular, and his moral character is unstained."

THE ODE.

Yes, Erin, for her Burke,<2> a wreath shall twine,
And Britain own the honours of hio 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 widowed virtues! (cherished 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 proclaim,
Generous and brave, with every virtue blest!

Flower of the tribes of honourable fame!

Alas! To the cold grave he now is borne!

No more to wake the huntsman to the chase;
No more, with early sports, to rouse the morn,
Or lead the sprightly courser to the race.

The learned, and eloquent in honour's cause!
Of soul enlightened, end of fame unstained!
The friend of justice,—to expound our laws,
Or yield the palm; by song or science gained!

O death!—since thou hast laid our glory low;
Since our loved 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 honours in the tomb!

Sublime his soul!—yet gentle was his heart.;
His rural sports, his gay convivial hour
Avowed 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!
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With sweet persuasion to ensure success,
Or soothe his sorrows, o; supply his need!

O tomb that shroudest his beloved remains!
O death, that did'st our dearest hope destroy!
Thy dreary confine all our bliss contains,
And thy cold gates are closed 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 quenched, our glory passed away,
Our Burke snatched from us, never to return,
Whose name bright honour's fairest gifts array,
And science hangs her wreath upon his urn.

Eternal pleasures filled his social hall,

And sweetest music charrned, with magic sound;
Science and song obeyed his friendly call,

And varied joys still danced 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 uncontrolled!

O death remorseless that has sealed his doom!
Thy plains, O Munster!—all our glory hold,
And fame lies buried with him, in the tomb!

Thy rival, thou (Sir Edward) wilt not mourn:<3>
His death, to thee, shall now the plate resign;
His laurel, else, thou never should'st have worn,
Nor had the prize of manly sports been thine.

See Munster pour her horsemen from their plains,
To the loved dead the last sad rites to pay;

Nor Thomond one inhabitant contains,

To guard her treasures on this fatal day!

Respectful sorrow guides their solemn pace,

(Their steeds in mourning, slow procession led:)<4>
Till in the tomb their much-loved 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,
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Death came, our Burke from our fond arms to tear,
And lay, with him, our pleasures in the grave!

How oft his loss pale memory 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!

No more the melody of hounds he leads!,

No more morn echoes to their cheerful 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 contains;
My tears shall, each returning month, descend,
To bathe the earth that holds his loved remains!

££

NOTES TO THE ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF JOHN
BURKE CARRENTRYLE, ESQ.

1. I have never been so fortunate as to meet with any of Cormac's compositions,
except the following elegy.

2. "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.

3. Thy rival, thou (Sir Edward) wilt not mourn.
Sir Edward O'Brien, father to the present Sir Lucius.

4. Their steeds in mourning, slow procession led.
In the original,—they came leading their steeds,—or more literally, the
horsemen came, but not mounted on their steeds.

-174-



Reliques of Irtish Poetry

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.<1>

M'Cabe was rather of a humorous, than a sentimental turn; he was a wit, but
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 trembled, he had just power to totter to the grave of his friend,
and then sunk to the ground. A flood of tears, at last, came to 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 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 I 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.

THE ELEGY

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 remained,

But the cold clay that all they loved contained:
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 chokes my voice, and trembles on my tongue.
Lonely and desolate, I mourn the dead,

The friend with whom my every comfort fled!
There is no 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 torn!

Oh insupportable, distracting grief!

Woe, that through life, can never hope relief!
Sweet-singing<2> harp!—thy melody is o'er!
Sweet friendship's voice!—I hear thy sound no more!
My bliss,—my wealth of<2> poetry is fled.

And every joy, with him I loved, is dead!
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Alas! what wonder, (while my heart drops blood
Upon the woes that drain its vital flood,)

If maddening grief no longer can be borne,

And frenzy fill the breast, with anguish torn.

££

NOTES ON THE ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF
CAROLAN.

1. Vide Hist. Mem. of the Irish Bards, Append. p. 97.

2. Both of these expressions are exactly literal—Mo Cheol-Chruit mhilis!—Mo
Shaibhreas Ddin!
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THOUGHTS ON IRISH SONG.

It is scarcely possible that any language can be 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 advantage 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:

Sa chuil aluinn deas, na bhfdinigibh cheart,
Is breadh iad, 'sas glas do fhuile!<1>

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 composition 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
such 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 found myself quite unequal. I wished,
among others, to have translated the following lines of a favourite song; but it
presented ideas, of which my pen could draw no resemblance that pleased me:

A cheann dubh dilis dilis dilis!
Cuir do cheann dilis thoram anall!

A bhéilin meala, a bhfuil baladh na thyme air,
Is duine gan chroidhe nach tabhradh duit gradh!<2>

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 impossible to peruse them
without being sensible of their beauty.

There are many Irish songs; now in common use, that contain, in scattered
passages, the most exquisite thoughts, though on the whole too unequal 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 recollection 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 lyric nonsense, one often
finds a thought that would do honour to the finest composition.
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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
retaining the heat that consumed, while it loses the light that had cheered it. In another
song, a lover, tenderly 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.

'St blath geal na sméir;

Is blath dearg na subhcraebh;
'St planda bhearr meinn mhaith
Le hamharc asul

'St mo chuisle 'si mo run i

'St blaith na nubhall cumhra;
Is samhradh ansa bhfhuacht
Eidir nodhluigh agus cairg.

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,
Stolen sighs, and love-breathed 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, 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.

I regret much that I have not been able to diversify 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 remarks, and the same reasons hold good in
regard to its poetry.
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"We see" (says Mr.Walker) "that music maintained 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 was their tender affection for their country, that the
subjection to which the kingdom was reduced, affected them with the heaviest
sadness. Sinking beneath this weight of sympathetic sorrow, 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 passion. 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
oppression, from the busy haunts of men, were obliged to lie concealed in marshes, in
gloomy forests, amongst rugged mountains, and in glens and valleys resounding with
the noise of falling waters, or filled with portentous echoes. Such scenes as these, by
throwing a settled gloom over the fancy, must have considerably increased their
melancholy; so that when they attempted to sing, it is net to 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 semitones, 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 I/ Penseroso."<3>

To illustrate his position, Mr. Walker introduces 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 incentive: even the Duke of Newcastle, and several of the
ministry, sometimes condescended to visit it. He was one night called upon to play
some Irish 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 otherwise. But, added he,
take off the restraints under which they labour, and you will not have reason to
complain of the plaintiveness of their notes.

"Offence was taken at these warm effusions; his house became gradually
neglected, and be died, soon after, of a broken heart. An. Irish harper, who was a
contemporary of Maguire, and, like him, felt for the sufferings of his country, had this
distich engraven on his harp:

Cur Lyra funestas edit percussa sonores?
Sicut amissum sors diadema gemit!<4>

"But perhaps the melancholy 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 remarkable susceptibility of
the Irish of the passion of love; a passion, which the munificent establishments of the
bards left them at liberty freely to indulge. While the mind is enduring the torments of
hope, fear, or despair, its effusions cannot be gay. The greater number of the
productions of those amorous poets, Tibullus, Catullus Petrarch, and Hammond,<5>
are elegiac. The anonymous traveller, whom we have already had occasion to
mention, after speaking of the amorous disposition of the Irish, pursues the subject, in
his account of their poetry." 'The subject 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.<6>
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I have never read the Travels here cited, but it should seem that their author
intended not to extend his remarks beyond that species of poetry which may be
classed under the title of Songs. So far his observations are perfectly just; but the
heroic poetry of our countrymen was designed for the noblest purposes;—love indeed
was still its object,—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 reasons, which appear to me to deserve attention, and
which I therefore beg leave to lay before the reader.

I 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 ancient poetry of Ireland was ever
composed in a very lively strain. I by no means would assert that this is certainly the
case; for, as yet, | am but young in researches: I only conceive a probability of its
being so, from my never having met with an instance to the contrary.

Love and war were the two favourite objecte of passion and pursuit, with our
ancient countrymen, 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 anything but plaintive
tenderness, or epic majesty, is to be found in the compositions of our bards; 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 seldom witty.
The French abound in works of wit and humour;—the English are more in earnest,
and therefore fall short of the vivacity of the Gallic muse, but infinitely excel her in all
that tends to constitute the vital spirit of poetry. In Ireland, this fascinating art was still
more universally in practice, and still more enthusiastically admired. The Muse was
here the goddess 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.

Fancy is, in general, the vehicle of wit; imagination 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 them who possessed the sublimest genius,
descended but seldom to sport with it. Young, Rowe, Thomson, 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 Muse: 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.
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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 before received it.

ADVERTISEMENT.

The two first of the following songs are the compositions of Turlough
O'Carolan, a man much and deservedly 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, | 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 curiosity; 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 kingdom, 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 I 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
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
cultivate it; about the age of twelve, a proper master was engaged to instruct him in
the practice of the harp; but though fond of that instrument, he never struck it with a
master's hand. Genius and diligence are seldom united; and it is practice alone that
can perfect us in any art. Yet his harp was rarely unstrung: but, in general, he only
used it to assist him in composition; his fingers wandered among the strings, in quest
of the sweets of melody.

"At what period of his life Carolan commenced itinerant musician is not
known, nor is it confidently told whether, like Arnauld Daniell "I/ n'eut abord d'autre
Apollon que le besoin;'<7> or whether his fondness for music induced him to betake
himself to that profession. Dr. Campbell, indeed seems to attribute his choice to an
early disappointment in love;<8> but we will leave those points unsettled and follow
our bard in his peregrinations.

"Wherever he goes, the gates of the nobility and gentry are thrown open to
him, like the Demodocus in Homer, 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 supply his want of skill in practical music. 'Carolan’ (says Mr. Ritson<9>)
'seems, from the description we have of him; to be a genuine representative of the
ancient bards.'
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"It was during his peregrinations, that Carolan composed 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 (fearing 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 1733 he lost a beloved, and tenderly lamented wife; and he subjoins a
beautiful monody, composed by the mourning bard on the occasion: he also adds, that
Carolan did not long survive her—"He died in the month of March, 1738, in the
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 all the other skulls, which are promiscuously scattered about the church-yard, by
a perforation in the forehead, through which a small piece of ribband is drawn.

"Though Carolan died universally lamented, he would have died unsung, had
not the humble muse of McCabe poured a few elegiac strains over his cold remains.
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 torn with anguish. [see above]"

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 vigorous mind, but a mind
undisciplined, through the defect, or rather the absence of cultivation. Absolutely the
child of nature, he was governed by the indulgencies, and at times, by the caprices of
that mother. His imagination, ever on the wing, was eccentric in its poetic 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 mediocrity. So happy, so elevated was he, in some of his
compositions, that he excited the wonder, and obtained the approbation, of a great
master, who never saw him; I 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 cornpositions he preferred to all others:
Vivaldi charmed him; and with Corelli he was enraptured. He spoke elegantly in his
maternal language, but had advanced in years before he learned English; he delivered
himself but indifferently in that language, and yet he did not like to be corrected in his
solecisms. It need not be concealed, that he 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 justice, 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 composed some pieces of church music. This idea
contributed to his devotion, and thanksgiving; and, in this respect, his enthusiasm was
harmless, and perhaps useful. Gay by nature, and cheerful from habit, he was a
pleasing member of society; and his talents, and his morality, procured him esteem
and friends everywhere."
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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 a 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.

££

NOTES TO THOUGHTS ON IRISH SONG

1. Sa chuil aluinn deas, na bhfainigibh cheart,
Is breadh iad, 'sas glas do shuile!
"Your beautiful green eyes, set in the background of your lovely face" [TN]

2. A cheann dubh dilis dilis dilis!
Cuir do cheann dilis thoram anall!
A bhéilin meala, a bhfuil baladh na thyme air,
Is duine gan chroidhe nach tabhradh duit gradh!
"O Blackhaired one, lovely, lovely, lovely! Your lovely head overcomes me!
O honeyed mouth, scented with thyme, Only someone with no heart would not love

you! [TN]
3. Hist. Mem. of the Irish Bards, p. 12.

4. Cur Lyra funestas edit percussa sonores?
Sicut amissum sors diadema gemit!

"Why does the harp, when plucked, produce such mournful sounds, like
mourning for a lost jewel!"[TN]

5. James Hammond (22 May 1710 — 7 June 1742) was an English poet and politician.
[TN]

6. Hist. Mem. of the Irish Bards, p. 125.

7. 1l n'eut abord d'autre Apollon que le besoin: "He had no divine inspiration, but only
necessity." [TN]

8. Phil. Survey of South of Ireland.
9. Hist. Essay on National Song.
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SONG FOR GRACEY NUGENT BY CARLOLAN.

Of Gracey's charms enraptured will I sing!
Fragrant and fair, as blossoms of the spring;

To her sweet manners, and. accomplished mind,
Each rival Fair the palm of Love resigned.

How blessed her sweet society to share!<1>

To mark the ringlets of her flowing hair;

Her gentle accents,—her complacent mien!
Supreme in charms, she looks,—she reigns a queen!

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.

Blessed is the youth whom favouring fates ordain
The treasure of her love, and charms to gain!

The fragrant branch, with curling tendrils bound,
With breathing odours—blooming beauty crown!.

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!

Hers is the voice—tuned 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 footsteps 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.

Her pearly teeth, in beauteous order placed,

Her neck with bright, and curling tresses graced:
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, Coolamber. She lived with her sister, Mrs. Conmee, near Ballynagar,
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in the county of Roscommon, at the time she inspired our bard." Hist. Mem. of Irish
Bards. Append. p. 78.

1. "How blest her sweet society to share!
To mark the ringlets of her flowing hair."”

Hair is a favourite object with all the Irish poets, and endless 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 inspire it with
expression:—as "Locks of gentle lustre."—"Tresses of tender beauty."—"The maid

with the mildly flowing hair,"&c. &c.

A friend to whom I showed this song, observed, that I had omitted a very
lively thought in the conclusion, which they had seen in Mr. Walker's Memoirs. As
that version has been much read and admired, it may perhaps be necessary, to
vindicate my fidelity, as a translator, that I should here give a literal translation of the
song, to show that the thoughts have suffered very little, either of increase or
diminution from the poetry.

"I 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 all the fair-ones of the provinces.

"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 curling 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 is 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 flowing 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 MABEL KELLY BY CAROLAN.

The youth whom favouring 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 fill his mind,
Nor any care can entrance find,

Nor sickness hurt, nor terror shake,—
And Death will spare him, for thy sake

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 ranged 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!

The timid lustre of thine eye

With Nature's purest tints can vie;<1>
With the sweet bluebell's azure gem,
That droops upon its modest stem!

The poets of lerne'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 listening soul—
That can the wildest rage control;

Bid the fierce crane its powers obey,
And charm him from his finny prey.

Nor doubt I of its wondrous art;
Nor hear with unimpassioned heart;
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Thy health, thy beauties,—ever dear!
Oft crown my glass with sweetest cheer!

Since the famed fair of ancient days,

Whom bards and worlds conspired to praise,
Not one like thee has since appeared,

Like thee, to every heart endeared:

How blest the bard, O lovely maid!

To find thee in thy charms arrayed!—
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 ecstasy 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!

Even 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.<2>

In beauty, talents, taste refined;

And all the graces of the mind,

In all unmatched thy charms remain,
Nor meet a rival on the plain.

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,<3>
Inspire his verse, and swell his fame!

££

NOTES TO THE SONG FOR MABEL KELLY

1. The timid lustre of thine eye
With Nature's purest tints can vie.

It is generally believed that Carolan, (as his biographer tells us) "remembered
no impressiou of colours."—But I cannot acquiesce in this opinion: I think it must
have been formed without sufficient grounds, for how was it possible that his
description 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?
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2. Even 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.

Every reader of taste or feeling must surely be struck with the beauty of this
passage. Can anything 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.

3. O'er rival Bards to lift his name,
Inspire his verse, and swell his fame!

How modestly the poet here introduces a prophecy of his future reputation for
genius!
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SONG BY PATRICK LINDEN.

O fairer than the mountain snow,
When o'er it north's pure breezes blow!
In all its dazzling lustre dressed,

But purer, softer is thy breast

Colla<1> the Great, whose ample sway
Beheld two kingdoms homage pay,
Now gives the happy bard to see

Thy branch adorn the royal tree!

No foreign graft's inferior shoot

Has dared insult the mighty root!

Pure from its stem thy bloom ascends,
And froni 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 sued in vain!

With softened 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 Savage 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!

See how the swan presumptuous strives,
Where 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 conveyed,
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 Oh! to speak the rapture found
In thy dear voice's magic sound!
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Its powers could death itself control,
And call back the expiring soul!

The tide that filled the veins of Kings,
From whom thy noble lineage springs;
The royal blood of Colla, see
Renewed, O charming maid! in thee.

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 portray
Each pictured form, in bright array!
With Nature's self maintaining strife,
It gives its own creation lifel

O perfect, all-accomplished maid!
In beauty's every charm arrayed:
Thee ever shall my numbers hail,
Fair lily of the royal vale!

££

NOTES TO SONG BY PATRICK LINDEN.

1. Colla 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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THE MAID OF THE VALLEY.

Have you not seen the charmer of the vale?

Nor heard her praise, in Love's fond accents dressed?
Nor how that Love has turned my youth so pale!—
Nor how those graces rob my soul of rest!—

That softest cheek, where dimpling 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!

My blessings round the happy mansion wait,

That guards that form, in tender beauty dressed!
Those lips, of truth and smiles the rosy seat!
Those matchless charms, by every bard confessed!

That slender brow!—that hand so dazzling fair,
No silk its hue or softness can express!

No feathered songsters can their down compare
With half the beauty those dear hands possess!

Love in thy every feature couched a dart!

O'er thy fair face, and bosom's white he played;
Love in thy golden tresses chained my heart,

And heaven's own smile thy 'witching face arrayed!

Not Deirdre's charms that on each bosom stole,<1>
And led the champions of our isle away;

Nor she whose eyes threw fetters o'er the soul,

The famed Blanaide like thee the heart could sway!<2>

Of beauty's garden, oh thou fairest flower!
Accept my vows, and truth for treasure take!

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 Fenian chiefs, and arms shall wake the string,
And Love and War divide the lofty song;

££

NOTES TO THE MAID OF THE VALLEY.

1. Not Deirdre's charms that on each bosom stole,
And led the champions of our isle away.
See notes to the poem of Conloch.

2. Nor she whose eyes threw fetters o'er the soul,
The famed Blanaide like thee the heart could sway?

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.
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"Feircheirtne was Ollamh File 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 slaughter, and pursued, at a distance, Blanaide and
her paramour, to the court of Conor Mac-Nessa, determined to sacrifice his perfidious
mistress to the manes of his patron.

"When the bard arrived at Emania, he found Conor, and his court, together
with the amorous fugitives, walking on the top of a rock, called Rinchin Beara,
enjoying the extensive prospect which it commanded. Blanaide, happening to detach
herself from the rest of the company, stood, wrapped in deep meditation, on that part
of the cliff which overhung a deep precipice. The bard, stepping up to her, began an
adulatory conversation; then suddenly springing forward, he seized her in his arms,
and throwing himself, with her, headlong down the precipice, both were dashed to
pieces." Hist. Mem. of the Irish Bards, p. 32. See also Keating.
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MAON: AN IRISH TALE.
ADVERTISEMENT.

The story of the following Tale is to be found in the ancient history of Ireland,
and is related by Keating, O'Halloran, Warner, &c.<1>

DEDICATION
TO MR. AND MR
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, TRANT,
THI
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TALE
I
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RESPECTFULLY ADDRE
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ED,
BY THEIR OBLIGED,
AND MOST OBEDIENT SERVANT,
CHARLOTTE BROOKE.
INTRODUCTION

Accomplished pair! These simple lays,
With favour's eye peruse;

And take from me, in artless phrase;
The message of the Muse.

A Muse, who ne'er, on Pindus' mount,
Trod 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!

Who trained, 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 fired the soul,
And sped the daring blow!—

Or, bowed to Pity's soft control,

Wept o'er a dying foe.

Or searched all Nature's treasures round,
To deck a favourite fair;

Or tuned to loye a tender sound,

And sang a faithful pair.

This power, while late my couch I pressed,
To mental sight appeared;

To my charmed soul sweet words addressed,
By waking Fancy heard.

Shrined in the form of reverend age,
The friendly vision came;

Robed as of old, a bardic Sage,
And. took Craftiné's name.<2>

"O thou," (he cried) "whose timid mind
Its purpose would delay!

Half shrinking from it,—yet inclined,—
Half daring, to essay.

"Let not the frown of critic wrath,
Or smile of critic scorn,
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Affright thee from the splendid path,
Fame 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 can'st, pale trembling beam,
Ere suns eclipse thy ray;

Thy little star awhile may gleam,

'Till Phoebus brings the day.

"For oft the Muse, a gentle guest,
Dwells in a female form;

And patriot fire, a female breast,
May sure unquestioned warm.

"No more thy glorious task refuse,
Nor shrink from fancied 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;

Poured 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 encircled round;

Long o'er its silent form, she hung,
Nor gave her soul to sound.

"Roused from her trance, again to reign,
And re-assert her fame,

She comes, and deigns thy humble strain
The herald of her claim.

"Swells not thy soul with noble pride,
This honour to embrace,

Which partial fates for thee decide,
With such distinguished grace?—

"Coward!—from the bright path assigned,
Thy feet had turned away,

From the bright prize thine eye declined,
Too weak for Glory's ray:

"Did not a steadier soul exhort,
A steadier counsel guide,
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With zeal thy timid mind support,
And its vain terrors chide.

"I know the pair by Genius loved,

By every Muse inspired,

Who thy unpractised strains approved,
And thy ambition fired!

"To them the Muse of ancient days
Avows the tribute due;<3>

To them her grateful thanks she pays,
And—coward!—not to you.

"What should she do her love to show?—
From all her ample store,

What favours can her hand bestow

That were not theirs 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 accomplished 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 confessed,
Whose tale the bard pursues;

Like them, united, graced and blessed
By Virtue, and the Muse."

THE TALE.

Bowed to dark Cobthach's fierce command,
When struggling Erin groaned;

And, crushed beneath his bloody hand,

Her slaughtered sons bemoaned;

Of all whose honest pity dared
One tear humane to shed;

My life alone the savage spared,
Nor touched the sacred head.

Protected by the Muse's power,
And the bard's hallowed name,

I 'scaped the death-devoted hour,
The hour of blood and shame!

When Nature pleaded, Pity wept,
And Conscience cried in vain;
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When all the powers of vengeance slept
Upon a monarch slain.

Shocked History, from the dreadful day,
Recoiled 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,
Spared not a brother's breast.<4>

When Nature, prescient as my soul,
With earthquakes rocked the ground;
Air bade its deepest thunders roll,
And lightnings flashed around!

While, on each blasting beam, their forms,
(The sons of death) were reared;

And, louder than the mingling.storms,
The shrieks of ghosts were heard!

Till, oh! dark, cheerless, slow, and late,
The burdened 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 shortening breath
Arrests my feeble cries:

And seals awhile, in transient death,

My light-detesting eyes.

Yet soon, to further horrors doomed,

I raised my sickening head;

And Life her languid powers resume,—
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 appeared!

As when the Spirit of the Deep,

His dreadful course maintains;

While his loosed winds o'er Ocean sweep,
And gloomy horror reigns!

Satiate with groans, and fierce with blood,
The dark malignant power
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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 smiled with hideous joy.

Close by the murdered Monarch's side,.
The earth brave Ollioll pressed;<5>

A dagger, bathed in life's warm tide,
Yet quivering in his breast.

Clasped round the dying Prince's neck,
His little Maon lay;<6>

While the third dagger rose to strike
Its unresisting prey.

Roused at that sight; to madness stung,
I rushed amid the foe;

And, o'er the trembling victim flung,

I met the destined blow.

O happy wound! close to my breast,
(Though streaming from the knife)
My precious charge, thus saved,

I pressed, and guarded him with life.

Shocked at the sacrilegious stroke,

The arm of death recoiled;

While from the crowd the passions broke
That in their bosoms boiled.

The royal blood, that round them streamed,
They could with calmness view;

But, for the bard, their frenzy deemed,

The fiercest vengeance due!

A thousand swords to guard me rose,
Amid the conflict's roar;

While safe, from his surrounding foes,
My trembling charge I bore.

Long while he seemed, 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 played.

Reason, at length, a second dawn,
With cheering lustre, shed;
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And, from the tyrant's power withdrawn,
To Munster's King we fled.

There, long concealed from every foe,
Beneath the royal care,

I saw my lovely scion grow,

And shoot its branch in air.

Oh, while I viewed his blooming face,
And watched his opening mind
While, in a form of matchless grace,

I saw each virtue shrined:

With more than a parental pride,

My throbbing heart o'erflowed;

And each fond thought, to hope allied,
With sweet prediction glowed!

One daughter, bright in beauty's dawn,
The royal cares beguiled;

All sportive as the gladsome fawn,
And as the moon-beam mild.

Like the first infants of the spring,
Sweet opening to the view;

Fanned 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 early harms,
Was cradled in her eye.

By ties of sweet attraction drawn,
And paired by infant love,

Oft, lightly sporting o'er the lawn,
The royal children rove;

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 Maon 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 beauteous vision flies
That blissful fancy forms;
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As the soft smile of azure skies
Is chased by chiding storms.

Again fate lours, and dangers frown—
The bloody Cobthach hears—

Once more the dagger threats to drown
In Maon's blood his fears.

And must we fly?—must Maon's heart
Its Moriat then forego?—

Must 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 arrayed!

On this right arm my hope relies,
And Gallia's friendly aid."

But Maon knew not yet, how near,
How tenderly allied,

To his own blood;—how very dear
The victims that had died.

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 given 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 appeared.

Indignant passions filled his eye,
And from his accents broke;

While the pale lip, and bursting sigh,
His burdened soul bespoke.

In vain, his fury to assuage,
I every art bestowed;

-204-



Reliques of Irtish Poetry

Still, with the rash resolves of rage,
His restless bosom glowed,

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 bewailed,—
I trembled to behold;

And fear, and pitying love prevailed
To leave dire truths utold.

To Gallia now fate called—still, stil!
His birth we dared not show;

We dreaded lest some fatal ill
Should from his knowledge flow.

Youth's headlong passions moved our fears
The secret to secure,

Till practised thought, and manlier years,
His mind and arm mature.

When, from his weeping Moriat torn,
He bade the last adieu;

When from her sight—her palace borne,
He ceased its walls to view;

Then fresh distractions filled his breast,
The fears of anxious love;

Ah!—Dby some happier youth addressed—
Should Moriat faithless prove!

He stopped—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 faltering cried)

Thee too—thee too his cruel fate
From Maon must divide!

"To tend thy lovelier pupil's youth,
Do thou behind remain;

Remind her of her Maon's truth,
His constancy, his pain.

"Thou who hast formed my Moriat's heart,
With sweet and happy skill;

Obedient to thy gentle art,

And fashioned to thy will:

"O still that heart, those wishes guide
Beneath soft Love's control;
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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 that 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 every sound!

"The mournful sweetness soon will bring
To mind her Maon's woe;

And memory, o'er the tender string,

In faithful tears will flow.

"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,—shocked at his command;
In vain all arts I tried,

His cruel purpose to withstand,

And with him still abide:

In vain all arguments addressed,

In vain did I implore;

He wept—he strained me to his breast,—
But left me on the shore.

Sad, devious, careless of their course,
My lonely steps returned,

While sorrow drained its weeping source,
And age's anguish mourned.

Bereft of him for whom alone

Life deigned to keep a care,

For him I heaved the ceaseless groan,
And breathed the ceaseless prayer.

I only lived at his request,—

His bidding to obey;

And cheer his Moriat's faithful breast,
To wasting grief a prey.

From her fair eye to wipe the tear,
Her guardian and her guide:
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Dear to my heart! but doubly dear,
As Maon's destined 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 grieved,
For oft glad tidings came;

Oft our reviving souls received
The news of Maon's fame.

The prince of Gallia's fertile land,

To Erin's throne allyed,

Graced his young kinsman with command,
And placed him near his side.

Together o'er the martial field
They chase the routed foe;
Together 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 trained and valiant band
Well knew her foes to quell.

The terror of the Gallic arms

To east—to west he spread,

And, safe returned 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 cried) "what hinders now
The work his virtue planned?

What hinders to perform his vow,

And free his captive land!

"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 destined for his bride."

Ah sounds of death!—she faints, she falls!
Down sinks the beauteous head.—
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At length our care to life recalls,
But peace, alas! is fled.

"Where now is Virtue?—where is Love?
O Faithl O Pity!—where?

Can Maon cruel,—perjured prove,

And false as fondly swear?

"Ah no, ah no!—it cannot be!—
Too well that heart I know!—
Alas!—now, now the cause I see
Whence all, my sorrows flow!

"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,
No more restrain his hand.

"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 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 deep,—from Love and me
He never will depart.

"Even now, perhaps, his softening soul
The fond ideas move,

And yield it to the sweet control
Of—ah, too mighty Love!

"Friends, kindred, country, honour, fame,
And vengeance are forgot;

And, with a fond, ill-omened 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!

"Tell him his country claims him now.—
To her his heart he owes;
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And shall a love-breathed 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.—

"Haste, haste thee hence!—tell him—yet stay!—
O Heavenl my heart inspire!

O what—what further shall I say,

His soul with fame to fire?—

"Soft—soft—'tis mine!—O happy hour!
It cannot fail to move!

O blest be Erin's guardian power!

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,<7>
And the beech tablet holds;

And there the soul of glory wakes,
And all her heart unfolds.

"'Tis done!—now haste thee hence," (she cried)
With this to Gallia fly;—

And O! let all thy power be tried,

To gain him to comply!

"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 Maon 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 bore.

And soon, at Gallia's splendid court,
I lowly bent the knee,
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While fondest hopes my heart transport;
Again my Prince to see.

My hopes were just.—Sublime he came,
Arrayed in glory's charms!,

I 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 Maon'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 lightened board
With sparkling shells is crowned;
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.

"Maon! Bright and deathless name!
Heir of Glory!—son of fame!

Hear, O hear the Muse'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 speakl
Hear her, aid and pity seek!

"Maon, (she cries) behold my ruined land!

The prostrate wall,—the blood-stained field:—
Behold my slaughtered 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 befell

Come see where death, in bloody pomp arrayed,
Triumphed o'er thy slaughtered race!

Where murder showed his daring face,

And shook his deadly blade.

"Hark!—Hark!—That deep-drawn sigh!—
Hark!—from the tomb my slaughtered princes cry!
Still attention! hold thy breath!—,

Listen to the words of death!—

Start not Maon!—arm thy breast!
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Hear thy royal birth confessed.
Hear the shade of Laoghaire tell
All the woes his house befell.

"Son of my son!" (he cries,) "O Maon! Hear!—
Yes, yes,—our child thou art!

Well may the unexpected tale

Thus turn thy beauty pale!

Yet cheer, 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 swelled,
And murder bathed amid the royal flood.

"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 murdered sire, in death,

Bless thee with his latest breath!

"Tears!—shall tears for blood be paid?—
Vengeance hopes for manly aid!

There—to yon tomb direct thine eyes!—

See the shade of Ollioll rise!

Hark!—he groans!—his airy side

Still shows the wound of death!

Still, from his bosom, flows the crimson tide,
As when he first resigned his guiltless breath!

"Maon!" (he cries,) "O hear thy sire!

See, from the tomb, his mangled form arise!
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-stained throne!
Tear from his brow my crown!

Pluck, pluck the fierce barbarian down!
And be triumphant vengeance all thy own!"
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Ha!—I behold thy sparkling eyes!

Erin!—'tis done!—thy Tyrant dies!

Thy Maon comes to free his groaning land!
To do the work his early virtue planned.

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!

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 visionl 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 confessed!

See that dear, that beauteous breast

Beat with thy mystic throb!

Hear the big sob

Heave the soft heart, and shake the tender frame!

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 voice!—

A 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?—
Can that fair breast a nation shield?—

No,—but with our prince allied,

Erin's loved and. lovely bride,

Then, our joint empire, how might it extend!
And wide our glittering standards be unfurled!
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To our united power the earth might bend,
And our high sceptre, then, should sway, a world!

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 cried)
To wear thy country's crown;
Nor ever be thy Maon's bride,
Though splendid his renown!

"Yet think not, bard, my senseless breast
Quite dead to Glory's flame;

Think not I slight a prince, confessed
The favourite son of fame.

"Once, bard,—I do not blush to own,
Though 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;<8>

"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 Maon's bride,

Or, 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 Heavenl"—I 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 Maon's wondering eyes,
Craftiné stood to view.

Forward, with lightning's speed, he sprung,
And caught me to his heart;
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While eager round my neck he clung,
As if no more to part.

Then sudden, starting from my breast,
His eye my form surveyed;

Its searching beams his doubts expressed,
And struggling soul displayed.

"And is it then Craftiné speaks?"
(At length he falterring cries;)

"Is it that honoured sage who seeks
His pupil to misguide?

"Can then Craftiné bid me fly
From Virtue's firm control,

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?

"One lovely maid of heavenly charms,
Betrothed, 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 Aid¢, formed 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!

"To thee had changing passion strayed
From vows of earlier youth;

Thy bright example, glorious maid!
Had shamed me into truth.

"Yet think me not, though true to love,
So dead to virtuous fame,

214-



Reliques of Irtish Poetry

To prize a selfish joy above
The patriot's hallowed flame.

"O Erin! that I hold thee dear,

This arm shall soon attest;

For now revenge—revenge draws near,
In death and terrors dressed!

"And, O revered and royal shades!

Ye dwellers of my soul!

Whose memory this sad heart pervades,
With limitless control!

"Bend from your clouds each radiant face,
While, firm as fate's decrees,

I swear, the manes of my race,

With vengeance to appease:

"But Moriat!—never from my breast
Shall thy mild virtues part!

There ever shalt thou reign, confessed
The sovereign of my heart!

"Say bard, who thus thy soul has swayed?
Who could thy sense misguide,

To bid me leave my lovely maid,

And seek another bride?"

"No art, O Maon, swayed my breast,
But Power the mandate gave:;
Denied 'my age its needful rest,
And sped me o'er the wave."

"What haughty power could thus assume
An empire o'er my soul?—

O'er Love and Virtue thus presume

To arrogate control?

"A power, to whom thy humble vow
Ere long shall be addressed

A power to whom thy soul shall bow,
And stoop its lofty crest."

"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 my Moriat's hand
This fruitless voyage decreed."”

"Moriat!—away—it cannot be!
Shame on thy cruel art!—
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Hence, hence away, while yet thou'rt free,
And with thy tale depart."

"Unjustly, Prince, am I disgraced,
And guiltless do I stand;

Behold the characters she traced;
Behold her well known hand."

"Ha!—blindness to my tortured sight!
O hope! Behold thy grave!—

O death to every fond delight

That Love to promise gave!

"Say, bard, while sense yet lives to hear,
Whence came this cruel change?

O what, from vows so fond, so dear,
Could such a soul estrange?

"What happy rival, in her heart,
Now holds her Maon'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 Maon's fame

Can rival Maon's love.

"O haste," (she cried) "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-breathed 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.

"For me, on duty I rely

My firm support to prove,

And Erin shall the room supply
Of Maon 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,
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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 part

Her patriot virtue planned"

With rapturous weonder's sweet alarm,—
With speechless joy oppressed,

The trembling Maon reached his arm,—
And sunk upon my breast.—

Dissolved 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 bowed;

Sweet in persuasive charms she shone;
And thus her suit avowed:

"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 Maon's arm attend,

And speed him hence to Erin's coast,
His country to defend.

"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 blessed,
And with acceptance smiled.

Then rising, on the Prince she turned
Her more than angel face;

Her eye with heavenly radiance burned
And beamed benignant grace.

"Now go;—to Erin's happy shore
Direct thy course," (she cried)
"Peace to thy native land restore,
And o'er its realms preside;

"And tell that sister of my soul,
Thy loved Momonian Maid,
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Like her, I strain to Virtue's goal,
On Glory's wings conveyed.

"Tell her, though oceans roll between
Our shores, at distance placed,

Yet is she by my spirit seen;

And by my heart embraced,

"And say,—when death dissolves our frames;—
When free to ZAther's wing,

And borne aloft on purest flames,

Our 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 dimmed her sight;
Her cheek its rose withdrew;

And quick as lightning's radiant flight,

She vanished from our view:

Maon, pale, mute, o'erwhelmed, distressed,
Had sunk before the Maid,

And, to the spot her feet had pressed

His grateful lips he laid.

A while the pitying Monarch gazed,
And dropt a tender tear;

Then from the earth the youth he raised,
His drooping soul to cheer.—

Now, snatched from every trophied wall,
Bright standards float in air,

And, to their Champion's glorious call,
The Gallic chiefs repair.

Fate-winged, along the rolling wave,
Their ships exulting flew;

And Erin soon her harbours gave

To our enraptured view.

Then Retribution's dreadful hour
Appalled the guilty breast!

Stern frowned the terror-giving power,
In blood and vengeance dressed.

As when fierce Neith mounts his car,
With dreadful splendours bright;<9>
And, thundering in the front of war,
Sweeps o'er the fields of fight!

Dismayed before the withering God,
The routed armies fly;
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Death in his arm, fate in his nod,
And battles in his eye!

So his bright car our Maon graced,
In martial charms arrayed:

So his young arm, by vengeance braced,
Shook high its deadly blade!

But 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, oppressed
She sinks upon the plain.

She sinks—but Love's extended arms
From earth her beauties raise;

And Love's soft voice awakes her charms
And cordial cheer conveys.

Speechless awhile, she looks,—she sighs
Unutterable joy;

Nor memory yet a thought supplies

The transport to destroy.

At length, her recollected breast

Recalls the Gallic Bride,

When shuddering, back she shrinks distressid,
Nor seeks her soul to hide.

"Ah Maon! 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 I kneel, and here adore
With a devoted heart.

"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 viewed
The wretch, to honour dead;
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And shame and hatred had pursued
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?—
What words her strain shall swell?

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.

Conceive the Patriot's glowing breast
Whom grateful nations crow!

With virtue, love, and empire blest,
And honour'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! adieu.—

He spoke, and, lost in splendid light,
He vanished from my view.

££

NOTES TO MAON, AN IRISH TALE

1. This story is found in Section 29 of Geoffrey Keating's History of Ireland, on this
site at https://www.exclassics.com/ceitinn/for32.htm

2. Shrined, in the form of reverend age,
The friendly vision came;
Robed as of old, a Bardic Sage,
And took Craftiné's name.
Craiftiné, a celebrated Irish bard who flourished in A.M. 3648. Vide Keating.

3. To them the Muse of ancient days
Avows the tribute due.
The mention of the Muse, in this place, may appear rather too classical, but the
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ancient Irish had their Muse, as well as the Greeks and Romans, and her name was
Be-gubha.

4. When the dark blade, with murder keen,
Spared not a brother's breast.

Cobthach, a prince of an envious and aspiring temper, repining at the greatness
of his brother, Laoghaire Lorc, then monarch of Ireland, determined to wade through
murder to the throne. To effect this purpose, he pretended illness, and was constantly
and affectionately visited by his unsuspecting brother; but finding that he still came
attended, and, therefore, gave no opportunity for the meditated blow, he requested a
private interview with him; it was granted, and the following day appointed for the
purpose; Laoghaire came, but found his brother apparently dead; and bending ovcer
him, in the bitterness of his sorrow, was stabbed, by the perfidious and ungrateful
Cobthach, to the heart. See Keating, Warner, &c.

5. Close by the murdered Monarch's side,
The earth brave Ollioll pressed.

Ollioll Aine, son to Laoghaire Lorc, who was thus murdered by his brother
Cobthach.

6. Clasped round the dying Prince's neck,
His little Maon lay.
Maon, son to Ollioll Aine.

7. In her soft hand the style she takes.

Before the use of paper or parchment, the matter on which the Irish wrote their
letters was on tablets cut out of a beech tree, and smoothed by a plane, which they
inscribed with an iron pencil, called a style; the letters themselves were anciently
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 othcr nations before
paper and parchment were discovered. Warner's Hist. Irel. Int. p. 65.

8. How sweet a rote the royal vales
Of Fearmorka hold.
In the west of Munster.

9. As when fierce Neith mounts his car,
With dreadful splendours bright.
The God of Battles of the Pagan Irish.
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF CONLOCH
Teadt Conlaoich 5o hejnnn.

TaGtrs THAE an bopblaod
AN cutard cpndva Colacch
UN e manda Fannca mn
0 Ohin-p3atarX o hétmn
Earflce vuc 4 laoich lunn
U thacaorh Aluinn aipmgann
T coptiuil le Do Ceaf naft nDAN
To tabury yeal ap realpdin
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N0 & TAINEFIT anoip

0 énich oipeatt an Dor

Vo veabad vo Taipze
Ut vedad Tymteara an €ipnm
CORMEUD 1) 1tadn 4T promath
tép ST monlaodad an Ulbum
Hlo Toxam vo 110F o1 leay
Wneipc ¢dra an oIcIo

P ap & $in Bugs ccdy pe peal
I Dan Tulleavé le haonnead
Corpgre e Tupa 0o cich

O g 5o 13 an ludyn bpayc
Top v3uge an laod va 1amhach
Conlaoch ¥1aoéna poiptinach
Ho gut ceanglad c2uao vaft 1luast jup
Angerbionn 1y pu it pé'n atyup
U0 1in canay Condubag fre cach
C100 Feabmioly oo tul na Dajl
00 bampead eafpa no yxéal

I D TTIOCLAD 1 Djotda uajde
Cmgiop Conall nap tag Lah

Vo buam yxéala von macar

Ve deapbuim le pugim an 1aoid
Supt ceanglad Conall le Copliorc
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Ygéala uarpy aift ceann na Con
Vo 11470 (i3 atipta Uad

T o Oun-vealgan FHianac nn
]’eab out) g1alian oe1sinn

¥ ailTe ¢ Faé don fonth an ccom
I mall Tangaony vap ccabap
Ta Conall maft yTead ambioo
T cedo paps vloIf na COdeay
It veacaip Siunn Tan beid ambiuso
Oeir na breapt 0o facad 4 CCopgut
It peacal olynn oul dum cata
legy an laod left ceanglad Conall
Ha pmuain Tan oul ng B4l
A1401¢ Nt napun naCEéap

Wlath Treay nap Lo nead
Fuapgall hooe & éutbpeach

U Tan cualad Cuna lann
€15edn aguy cugbpead Chonuyll
U cuptad bud Tpeme Lith

TeJo aF buain eIl von mac i
Tnoro ma bo hegeany burc

1o ygeila map aptaip

bein 0o pofa a clabupde bygy
Tul ma beagal DUIT cotfiac
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1 Sugay liom ot cutrach
Yxedla Tabapnt paon éufiad

Tt pa TTugaln 00 Nead ¥a e
Vov Fealiniiy rern od nofrunn
21 110 THOTOID fie CEfle

Teajic compac vob ajomésle

Un macaom 5o braajs afoin

Re yhoy na cppdoryrse comlogn
WnoIya 0F1401C Can 0O 1Feal

6 T4 vo ¢ieudo 5o haobeésl

Teldjp 50 TTIocLam aip oo leay
T na cell geayoa Tmieday

Le1g Dam TuwyTim 4 an mig§
Oprugo tiom gy Th macane

Jajps oejp 30 brejeio L pasl
edo ' rhulamyg iyn ceagmin
I mé Coillaoch ac na Con
O131te oileay Oun-vedlzan

e an 11an o’ehagbusr 4 mborn
2 Dun-y3atarl aip oedSlugin.
THuaf 4 IC §an 00 maan
Wb Lataifl THAT DO COPTalf

o 30 TTinngead y1 vedna
¥ao épéa¥a 1y ol gonta

Iv thé an TaTaip ‘thaph thac
Hap daread cpob na apbnac
WDE an cnam Tan vopuy
Lath 00 Bj le RaT-donuy.

Jrme’nbanc & Suih 5o Tunn

J1 me’n long 1ap noul pa yTiup
Iy me’nTuball ambapp an épard
Tp beas 00 1401l 4 TusTHn. ]
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Tnlad 110 a a0in thic Uoyee
Vo Toprg von épiére Uladh
Vo cotiptac 1te Com-cuallzne
Uch! uch! ca Tpnudide cupay
Tnudg nac neach osle aift mbic
AUTd aip TTOllad Do Tlojbye
Lo mapbuinn ye an o’ epic
Céo ap ¢évatb vo viomb
THuAE 110 4 Choblior datina
vathna 115§ Fan aontoy
Tlach émo bay po peanbav
Yul oo Tnedfouy vo cdoméojip
BB41T von Teaflach on Cepaobpuad
'V po éeatm caomyladrl na ccunad
Haé nead ©16bh vo thapbh maomnac
In Trdonflat ca md pudan
a1t 0o Laoulpie buddach
Haé belapuy & vot Tpotmiun
Aask von duad vo Chonall
HMag hapb <G accothtnom compuic
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF THE LAMENTATION OF
CUCHULLAIN

20a1t 00 SuthyIitard meand Pdacha
Haé toug Dath gadun cutha
POha1C o’'rhopburde daom-épucach
a1 0o Vhubach vaol ulad
FNasT Do Chopnac Chonlumzear
Haé Laty oo poinne hapinpa

Haé & pudp mug bhatl gona

Un yF1AT Coficqia, 1O Lémnm
Tpudg naé yan Wautham majSnd
1o a tagfin na lann brdobpad
1o 4 gepliadum na mbopblaoé

Vo Tujc mo Contaod ciotira
THudg nad pan ino1ac olppoec
Topnctuft 1) cuthgio catha
O*rhop afiacad Tan 01o3allT

O 11o%ftard €atina macha

THiltag nach a ccdéarh loélan
Co TUIT accOMTHOM THODA

o a cebéarb na gpérge

110 apann eigm oon bothan

Va maplcaoy <h a toeagall
Yan Cappdm né ya nirbeipn

1o accpch ¥ axan na yadpilog
1 $145 claodldd arp h'mnTmn
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Truaf naé agcpoca Cpunead
HHa H¥14n ra rujlcead vofipivg
Vo TurcHy a o lacha
Ho agcmch yuléamn Topda
O Taim anoy am’ bealasoh
Jr 110 thaiC ©'pheanarb Wlban
1aé ted vo Triotad haallyy
Y ar mai€ o’ Ga1flib na ¥hpancad
 Uch! 1% meapa tatt Tapla
o nlhap! vathta adonuy
U Chonliold na ylead Fcofica
e pem ajp nodpTad Trola
Lo Vet ra buad Fan flomeanc
Uy TTOMOE AT DUIT 11an CCHICT)
L an Tpor dofoche am wipge
THudg nap hin vuscy) Yojre
00 14D uihatm cEo cutialo
N0 bhetd oubbach 1y hy dngnao
Tap-ejpr cohfalc fre trémiac
N0 Etéchta anot 1t 10mda
1 hj ongnad mo bheid Tuipyead
T'5an meic Wpnead oo laaip
A3 111 e ey na-fiolreart
' Tan thac oileay gan bpataypt

Tan Cohtaod ca N vane

besT san 11aorys gan Uinnte

bheit gan Undban iy jonnya

Hoca Yothya haé linopaas
T-fi--a-3-0 p-1-n
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF MAGNUS THE GREAT

Ld010 Bdagnuir moip.

0. U élénug chanuy na panim

0.

Vait Hom gein ni mak an datl

"M aé eiyom Tagr mal beay 15891
i an brein naé bracan fiam
Van o clabary a verfmerc Fhmn
T e binn leat teay ape an bpgh
RIE na palm agp read mo bBéjl

I e vIn 1y céol path £

P4 TAOI AT 10Mdpbi0 Do falm
le ¥ian Faodedl na nattn nodc
A! a ey Lan ole Lot

Hatt peatiuy vo éean 11ed Copp
Cutmafic onc 4 03lio1d mosf
Fyile oo béol 11 bmn Lot
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Un Tallah cofay apt Ehonn
Romasc ljom Tead aip an Hréin.
14 500 aF £1404€ na leanyg
Haé TTapla pealy A ap ngaf
To bracamaip mdpan bipc

U Tea¥ yan Tpasg taip leap
TH1Zindoro anoifr ya niage
Cruimio an ¥han ay gac ano
Teact ccard anopfoil O prith
TiEmadso 1o 1iac nigm Ty
U & an 5o 0o chath
¥1on péinoe vlag an Trldsg
Cla D0 tracao v1ippnao yIe
To birurge vén a CLAT “ra bliayn
WD y10 DO P aro Condn haol
2Qac o mea ra cladn "gnjoth!
Uyan weye Cumall na ¢cat
Cla 1130 ann af £lac no g
Woubapic Condn apip

W veaf Fhynn ¢l (1adad ann
¥ Feapiur Lonilic vo thac

O te dleact vo vol 1ya ceeann
Parallay opcT a Chonain mhaogl

V0 11470 ¥eaniuy va caoih cpul
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Racdaora D1anpard an yxéit

Ut {140 0N wern pni Do Fusc
Slaarior Feanifur apmad 03

UM ya pdo agcdim na brean

Ir vrarnargior oo Fus hép

C1a Na 11075 Taityg Tan leap ?

T4 B@ashuy opuinh mapt Tpiad
hac an Whe1Brs na ¥FIAT noeapts
atrop§ Loclann cean na ccpiod
S0t nadé min pjoch 1 reany
Cnead pa’piliay an burdean deb
Fa M3 loclann na long mhpeac
a4t DIApfars cumorn aip Fionn
i pothard a TTORE Talp leaps

0o greagatt IQaghuy $o bopd
Upoms todlann na long mbpeac
bedja mé a bean 6 Fiyonn
Vaymdeoin ajfe Tamn, aguy bjdan
bhedpaio an ¥hidn cotpac opiiard
Voo 1liaf rul a4 oTjubrar bpan
Iy caperd ¥ionn cat a nolay

Yul ra Tougard uaro a4 bean

Vatt 00 Liim a TheapSury £éil

Uy an bréh e mép oo Teann
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Vo beatiad 1o bran "ya pian
o cotiac ©1an Taft 4 ceann
U Do Lah Te mdft 0o VOIS

Uy 0o 1105 Te My Do thuyftn

Uty 10N 00 TAIME Taft leap

1 Bedqia biran wam Taft TUMD
Ol Feapduy 1o Djralai rein
Ta patitall le Fpém o épac
Ihpigeay pa p5éala Tall

U Lata Ehmn nap ugll guc
Bpow§ Loctan ylio ya Tpary
C.ap & an £a< diynn « éelo

1 §8abard Tan btalad lann

1o vo beun voo éh ‘na el

11 Tiubpran mpe o bean

T hedp To flacad e afepé
"1y Sjubiiad mipe bpan o’
To tocada an biy um béal

DO #1430 thae Cutiagt e Folt
Thayt mop an Flon o beik TToy
Tan cotivprac vilgepgead ceanty
Thabuarpc oo Wyhagnuy apm noy
Vaip an Liphpm ont 4 Fhym

0 00 chipt than TaoNh anoy
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1% Tonnbafic na ccotilann tean
Y 3atrad a Ceann fie na copp.
00 f1a1o Oycatt 50 1o b
CorsrIonTa 1% 1ive TofC

'Y clann an va domammlead veas.
160 mo thugiiTip e va cctdor
Do 11dod mac lurfdeach an ass
RS Fronn-loclann vail an 0
CoIpgEIo0 mype & vom’ lath

1o va bréadamn vy buy mdé
Eatilamh na hge ge ceann

00 1140 Oraqunud ponn Tat) on
COIpgLead mipe & oon fein

o cuicread rem aip a fon
prling vo donnalfic a pejp

U Faolan va @i a ceapt

R Tifte na bredpa ngopm

Sutt yIapay ‘ya cean coln
beimd beanna¥, beipnrd budyd
00 prifo mac Cutall Fpuirooeans
PO Aagnury tac Wherorx na rluag
Corgreanvta ge mon 4 theany
TIT10 Da €11 111 an Fhian
Teannaro opita anapih 1%
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Yiead aip 3halainn gac i hoip
Yoo éudbaq ompa 5o THAIE
U1 o19¢che 1n duinn go 1a

Thét Enat Umne Besd gan ééol
Yleav, agay Fidn cndch 1y cérjt
1'e b againn gem £i’n ol

200t 390 DUINN FO'NH Dafla 10

To Bracamh na plojg fre pojic
ueinge 195 Loclann an 413

V4 Togban 'yan opdis§ pe’p nuf
Jotnda coTAN 101104 TiaT
Jomda +514T, Iy lUpead veapy
Jotdd Taoiyead 1y mac 1§

1y qragbe LioIc ©10b Tan g
Jotda clojoront noopnclad nep
Jomda ¥11dl Da cup pie cpany

U ¢ccat puilceach Yhnn na belead
Dob joirda pleat or aft cCponn.
D0ob 101104 ann CloTad CjluaD
T0H 101M04 TUAT AUy Ta

AN 14 cotintac ot b ann

VoY 1omo4 115 afuy ¢le)k
HoF¥ap Tal-gpeme pe cann
Yratad Thnn ¢a 1€op 4 TTHEATY
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Lat 0o élodasb Tire "nop

Vdp mo 9015 ra mép ameay
Hotan oiynn ulang ToftaId
bracad Foil hoip heic doipne
WHME ru i an oppdl érorad
TOr 1 vegjead gonmagpead
UF CHOMad 4 G 'pat) ccat

00 f1nn T4¢ ¢lart tagt 0o Feall
¥1an Ejpteant na ccothlann copitard
Do aim rhiedg ionye Tall.
Thapla mac Curhall na ccudch
Te 15 10étann na pudy nagg

Re cete app Tourcn pludy

Och! u ey, Tpuat an vifl.
Vo (ynneanaft ey Tedann

T o a0 vealpra fie 3 dpo
Corprac puglcead an pa (195 .

Fa gontad o mbpig ta ccoly
Ceangla 1% 1oclann yuan TTHISat
Re thac Cuthall na ccleay mhoph
11101 4t Teqp thop «n Fmdin

Vo ceangail ¥ionn pe nd éolg
UNH 1) natdeat Condn mion
L1olla oo By qydh e hole
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Cungbro dath I asnuy na lann
V'gappad a ceann pie na éopp

11 Brun pipc vaiiya, na Fdot
130T a conain thaoil Tan céeill

O Tiptla mé ro Spiyadh ¥hnn
Ty peapp 1o ann, Ha ga’o hein
O Tipla 11 pam Ipiywgh véin

Y oach peaptna hé pip ap hlac
Yuldirgéolan Tapra On brém

W Lamh Tpéan na mdft ccath

T4l po 11084 4 BQATHUI 115D
2Oan adajp plan 1o Tip g
cumann, cadmmedy axuy IHiD
140 vo §14n abe)d pan brajh.
Epercnrye v dugc 1o bt dd

Un gem thaippear-o 4l am’ éopp
Tan bujlle Tabapc ap' afad
icpeach Jom anoeannuy opc

- Yn cablach Tamig a coharg

Ho ¢1tag le ccundy gach gilgo
Chufarn a¥ geq tidft 4 pTaipim
ba l1a va maipl, no o4 thbed

U3 1y ouscyy cupuy Thiny

W Clejmf cadm na mbeann mhla
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a3 na geéolan va coll
Och! ba bmne tiom 4n 14.
AT 111 dusT 1384l Fo0 beron
U Slenuy caortn; ap mbonh Ttpeay
00 tirac 15§ Lodlann na $16§
Iy ©0 yan hamnmnead an cpeat.
Vapt va Lanhre a cleif ¢aro
Oa mberted am Topdil o dear
AT eay Laokape ypieab-1érh
Wi an byém ba mép o heay
. §e Taoimye meata Tan tladc
UZ v DAY 0 beaf tho 1EEal
At *Purte san Spadipi san foly
W% ervea¥ ne vopo Bap ccleats.
U é-1-8-1-p-1-35-h

-237-



Charlotte Brooke

IRISH ORIGINAL OF THE CHASE

Oin.

Phao.

IIL

Laoigh na Yealga.

2 Phiopiugy an cclrala TU an Trealy?
W 1ine Chalpimn na pralm painh
Vo poneao an donatt le ¥Fronn

Y gan e neach ann o’planab pail.
1 dualay aesc an 1§

W O FHC na nFNIoH NIANF
Intip ouiInn 1y ha can o

Clonnay aplomedad 180 an Tyealy?
Hi éanamaoiy an ¥hab 50

Dieag 1led mop ramlaifead prath
te ¢ine “yle neapt ap 1ath

Vo Ergmaoty vylan ay Jach shad
Ko ta1d nram clepead a ceqll
Te i binn vo canap prajtm
Dol phipmmn na an ¥lyah

¥i nap loca angliad Sang
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hop vusg 4on oume acepié
U Phavpuyg caonth 1 binne o4
Dob” phippsmg na Fronn an 43§
Yeaf ap Dajtit 00 bpronnac on
DVa thaipead mac Eopng meajt
Ho Toll &1ova nap Cap yedo
Ho ac J subne na mban
Laoc 0o futpread car ait éedo
Va thaftead mac Tafraro na lah
Feapt nap Fann 4F cup ah i
Opcatt no mac Ronain Enn
o éponan ran AL mép faimh
DVa thainead Feaniuy vile ginn
Feat 0o INIO fiah aft an behein
o Vaipe rhinnead gan loy
Unzud vo clugy M Cumpm ypéir
Va4 thasfread 400 bedag mac £Inn
Ho ¥aolan unn napr Eap nead
o Conan maol by gan {puiyy
Uorag me £aol Fnuam le yeal
" Ubac beay 0o b1 alg rIonn
Chujpiead Fac conn N fdaih "1ain
f 'b‘lrme fioth pogat « beil
Ha beusl oo Stém 11 oo Tuars |
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P. lejg reada a be va mdth
U 1inc an 1115 oob” phedqn clind
Seril von TE Do TNO Taé preansc
Cpot oo ceann 1y eac oo Flan.
buail o’uf azuy vil vo Dép
Ciero pot) T@ TA oy 00 ¢1onn
$10 st 1XnF040 leac a liad
It & pug breard agpe an brern

0. Uéon ol Oypm tro y3eal cuitaf
-1 bion Tiotrya teann oo §lone
Tuile10o piara 1] £ao’ Dla
UF guan an Ehidn 0o besd béo
OO0 an ceannad Lo ajp Hra
beid meaps vo Cliap thaft atdm
S an Brid gan eavad Tan ypofic
San Bironnad oy aipt a0t Dajth
&an AT T4001 N pToC
T CONMe.dDa POIT hd cuan
W bruag o’ocpay 1y 0o BT
sy poo” (g 1e a luach

P. lejgean vromapbad 1y coin
Onn thoip ha TTHEay TTREAN
Fronn n4a brlaid '1a naib va Srieom
Hi comdp pre 1115 na neull.
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€ v14 DO -Cum NEAth Iy Talath
2Upé oo e neafit na laod
Ute ctucarf ao thaf ban

Upe vo be bLAT na ccaoft.
Uye bein gealad 11 ghian

WUye beip 14yg alpe a inn

Wye *tn TOna 1y BLAT

ot Bionann TpaT 1y eufa gInn
i Beanath Tonta Na HLAT

+hn Sug mo fam-m3 4 full

WP ar CopTaic conpa laich

AU copnath ¢(idc pa capt ¢clito
Wi fupie ane f1any’ ap veily
Wit nOFaD e ancipy yvlorg
Lt ImIpT LITEI0ML aip pndh
At costiedo ¢aié a TTAT Fledid
2 Phavpurx ca 11419 DO V14

T dT TAINIT an Dlay Taft leaq
Re mnaoy 1935 Lodlann na long
lef TUT ponn J0M4D 1a TTHEAt
Hon 1a Taungg Tastc mac Tpien
Feajr amn an breid po cupp 4
1 led i3 Do TURC an peap

UF e hOpcalp amearyy Cal
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Ho'n 14 Camic POagnay mdp
Fea boph glomad 1 nage S
Jv D815 ba thajpead 0o 014

To éeupeobav le Fraha ¥inn
2Willean mac andompip thome
Re noditoe Teathalft ha TTEAD
y Lanm ap layti oo Fab 914

Ohol Da "t1atadF #1000 Lén
AWy 10104 cleay FHOH 11 Fled
AOha0oTI§ fre p10F Fraba it
1 Cualay 30 noéanao éay

VS Na néull-guqr vedny a Laim

¥ Iuftan oomapbiard-gaé tiofh
A feanort 1ot Ta Fan ¢et
T4 DI ANt DEAH D DAOID
1Ta al) Fhan ujle 1dadipém

3 Phapnurg Tpitaf nap 10¢ ol
luy na bipyan 00 ¢ttt a1 ¥hon
Tt 014 £&1n Da MM4D anajpc

Lo crioforead an £l va éon
11 mnie opulang (115 na brjaf
&n nead plath anaipc na 'ngudn
Lan ouay) apgro no o

110 ’ctuy 11015 30 mbepead buaro
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U Phavpurg ba mberny” gan céll
Y caprain led’ cleip vo accmn
T bBei balatl teabap ban

Ha clog na TThAT ab Do il

| Uy Binn leam a berk Teatr aipt an bpésn

Aherc an Theam ar ajlne* oeald
Hac curtinm leat mape Feallury olynn
Cionnay 'Tlonygnad led an creals.
% Phavnuiy 510 40%an cads

Besta pjoth anéuia nind
ICneorad e Tioim ra bpon.
Cionmay pinnead leo an crealy
La va prabe Frana ¥inn

Un AUlkhan Fim na plead ngéun
UF NG LICCI01L, “rag Ol
Cloiroion ceoll v° 4 bionao réuo
O’ éiie F10n an lare amad

Wit an Hrarce nalan dip
Chonapic cuige ann va ndo

€1lio 0% aip alein lujch

Thoi cwige yéeotan 1y bpran

0o leTg read ofifta aftaon

* djtne, properly pronouuced Zjtle.
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S an ¥hior vo dich po an 3l
lean ya 160 an eflso thaol.

H1 natb ey af mac an tum
UDB4 chom aguy e ern

Uispt lopry na heslve 50 vrAn

8o Tlab Tuilm na pran pérd |
A1 vool vow ejlp” ya THHab .
F1onn na viasg 1 4 64 choyn
Hiof breayac o vou, no 11afs
Cap Fab an gladh an ya cenoc.
Do Fa1b Lronn you 1a Ty liab

I 4 B4 chom map amp tach

AU Phadpury nap bole le vy«
LWratt Tugrao an Tplag a oot
Chuatasd ¥ionn 1 niop ehjan war
Sul ajp bpuac an locha yhés
2Unh DO By an thacaorh wni
Drhedpifia cast va bracap vé
0o by a gnuam map an Rop

Jr abedl am Ba8 na ccalyt

0o b1 a cneay map an mblich
'ta leaca Ban man an ael.

231t Dat an ojpt by apolc

Wat reulcan peaca Afors o by
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- W Phavtuirg va brasciead aopead
00 Wapta DO Peanc DO 1imaoh
Opupear T100n aF 1appad rre
Ui 1imaoy Teimh na ccliaca ndip
Oforiarg ve von fnluy §lom
Un bpacad tu mo choin v.a Toip #
2Unn oo ety m brhuil me ypeir
H1 £hacad mé oo Da chom

B 11 na Ferne gan tlay

I theaya rom £aAT mo Sugl

Un & oo Séile puarp by

O nfean alain, 10 o thac
Criean an AT ga brwsl o 6401
0o Caormh 11 drine opedch
1o crean ay abruil oo Hudn

U ammp 65 na thboy win

AUn réoi opuptadc {an Eonn)
Dubach liom 0o Bers map chim
41l oipt 0o By am mo Flaic

Vo 11410 amoift D4 brolo péyh
Thustitn vom lajh 'pan cypieab
U3 viH m Adban 0o bert 1 bpén
Teara nap ghulamy Fiopt laoch
Cuinim of a i na behan
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Parhainhe 0o Tabapic Tap ap
Thure fte ¥anao na ypeab nordn
Thop ehulamg Fronn cup na nzear
Hoétay a cneay bo Feal 3l
Chuagd 50 bruad an 1oéa fndri

O’ phugtdileath hna na tbay néro
Vo Suapcaty ah loch 14 ¢y
Hié1t £hais ve ann Clivio ha ceanh
Lo toug an gainne tap aw

Thust 0 dtan na nFpuad noeany
Tnat gua an painne Tan an
Hi frasnic lery teadt 50 bpuad
Tat nnead reanoip cpion 11as
0o 115 na belan geapt Cem énuaf
Do Boomaipne ¥riva Eiom

Un Pliyn ¥hm na pluag yen
A M £Iccion 'yrag 6t

U ¢lo ceorl ya bftonnad yéad
Eipgeay Clojlce a teayy caic
O'frapnaiy oy 410 Do Fad peayt
n Braca mac Chuthall gheft

2 Bumdean yéimh na vleas reant
eiffear Conan mac Wonna

T cuala n1am cedl oob® dotine
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04 4 Ta Fionn aift 1appnad

To 11a1b 4 mblpadna a Chaojice
rac Chuthall ma Teardars uase
g Chaojlce épuarg na ccoy ccaol
Tabamye oftam oo Lajmh

Oy ¢16nh Saich 0o belS pa e
Vo Himaps an Fhat a Bndn

4 d1on ap ylorg besrC van 1o1C
Tup hiow opuunn gean Jaijpe
Iy olyh bdoban po bert acaoy.
Tluagyceott tinn wjle amach
burdean calma na ccat ccpuag
Ui lopg 4 chon azur ¥hnn
Tslip Finn vo beinead buad
bhy ya 19 Cdoslce aift TTUY
rangian 50 dlc apn nodil

To Y11ab Tuglinne o Tuaif

T o TTuTama bad an ¢ach
Utiafica D4 TCUTaMaft UM
Oety Na p-uag- 10 &3 an ¥an!
U1t Briach an 1ocha 14 bdn
AT reandits mop yé Bal

Vo duadtmatt uile na Dail

Iy curpread gram A ac peatt
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Cnétha lotma v0 b1 cron

Un ccerleadva Fndos ‘va fean
ohearamumpne gup eapbard bro -
Thag ap an Laoich bert san Spuc
Sute an 1arzaine by yé

V0 TAMF accém te ppuc
O'prararsmusine oon ghean énjon
Un bracad ye laoich 50 ngo

Jr onhe amach am péot

€110 6% aguy V4 chom

Hion f1afd Fronn ogpeagad aq pgéal
Sutab e e wf na bygad

Sut leyg le Chofice 4 puan

Un peap 1ida 0o By vlan

Wit ccloy ough veapnbavh an 1T3éil
Sunab e Bronn Yein b anp
lergeamadro T gagnca oo

Do funpsd briore ay Faé gleann.
Oeitige Conan maol 3o bogib

)y noFay acols 30 v1in

Do thallar§ e Fionn 50 bea§

Do 1hallagl o yead an ghyin
Taiiya mpeay sun tu Yionn

To bampmmn an cionn Tin ok
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'T'eu naft thaord anofy no it

200 Fo1l mo Thad ‘ha mo Fnjoriy

Iy e m aonloct aim vo énut

Tan o’ Thiah ujle bei$ than Tasp

Lo noeapgard mo ¥leat *yrmo tanny

To cclapdm vo leacc am lap

O manbad Cuthagl na ccliap

Re mac BofIng na yxlac ndip

11 hustmaoione a¥ apt HoIT

T a brhuil bed Binm N1 o’a Noedm
Ca0. Wiap mberd an cpu « Hpul ¥ron

T'supt pudan 110 € thapt T

U Chonain thaoil Ta Fan dejll

bripeimnre oo béal 5o enajn
Ors-endior Orzap reatt ra Teann

Y5t 0od’ éalfadt 0 ya 1d

W Chondin maoil Tajgan célt

T1laé pug bEym anafaoh gleoro
Con. Uy beay Mo ppéty ah vo 1o

Witye O1pin ba mog baoiy

¥ nac nraib 0o thaiT abgionn rém

UF COFNAD 4 HENL KO PMAoIT

T1nme £é1n 0o Enfo an snioth

141 hiao clanna Bacirgne bOg
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beyo 0o thac’ Osrin 4o vedf
Toméats teabap ban 1 clog
- 3 Opgaip yeun ©o 0o Fon
1 camT oo Veapbay ay Fnoti
Feuétmaoone ay cothat aich
Heapt ap Limh aguy an mbpig
Togbay Orcan 4 Seap lann
Yoo 1€ Conan atmeayy caich
Yuagpay camaic ai an brhém
I puncaF £ém ap pém by
Ro eife an Fhian 50 $ang
Ucopy OyTaIft Na Napm NS
Ropth mo mac 1 Chonan thaol
Tup ceanglad yioh aguy pamc
V'plaeparl Caollte an tpeap vear
Vo thac Cuthall natt Sleaf Tip
€.40.C1a haca 0o Thuida 08
0o il Do $né map atil? :
Tin. Ingean Thujlinn (oo f1aro ¥ionn)
Teara am’ éeann oo cuipr vi
Vul ga bpltad an locha ynamh
O'patal an higl vo Ture vioy
Hlat ghllmaojone ylan on ccnoe
0o 11410 Chonan nap Holc mén
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5o nyécparnd Fuileann gan ol
Watr ccuno ¥ronm "Nacpud géim
Chpummgeamant anom ra nLaf
Chufleatatt y51as £a0] 30 deay
Y'hizab Tuslimne ¢ atcudsgh
Tugad tionn amp sudillih gear
Wi pedd of naordie 'pocc i
Oburn gan ypay Tocalt na hitath
S0 TTance cugamn amach
Tujleann 50 prrap ay an gai
Cuad ceannaé aguy & lan

Do By aldyh Juslinh com

Vo tirac Cuall nap hagc gne
Tun Sompbip v1 an copn o

e 1l DIF TO ay an ccopn

'Ye na lu1g aft £hod o ann
Tamic a C?t;Uf rem ya njam

U ud na brran yoa neaé yeang
1815eamaom T §apta Fpoo
Yoo cuiperd bpoic ay L4 glednty
% Phaonury nach gral gon mblad
AUn ccuala tu ath an creals.

X P-h-a-v-pt-u-1-3.
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF MOIRA BORB
tiord an ohdigpe bhomnd.

‘Ta yZEal beag agum 4111 Ehionn
11 v5é1 nach ceumesd a4 yum
it thac Cuthagl ba masc go1l
ba cutham v pret’ faotat
Vo bamamne beagan vioig
Wi eaytad tine bobasp thoslt
Tig cuBann ga véol taqt leayp
Un cuptad beag 1 bean ann
Ca0gad 1406 Bhmn smun n
Da masc ap nEnioth 1y ap niagic
¥t Dan NOEfy atr thay ao chj
Thabamadiy ap gach epjoch neapc
eipgeamaor ujle o vlan |
UF t1onn na b¥ian aguy Lolt
O'gaicrm an éuftar§ b’ apo cém
f1a né1th a3 ¥50lTad Na Toom
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ot ghan an cutrach 3an teat.
Tun §ab calad van bpopic ngnac
Phap DO TN Al 4D eap
U0’ EmEe ap macaoth mna
Dob’ jonann ofread v "roon ném
0Oob’ théatint 4 MM na 4 deald

" 240 miedn TAINIC 1 CCEIN
Vo bamaq £éin fo1mpe ann
0o namic v1 pobal Fhnn
oo Beannard 11 50 NN BI
O'ghieaga mac Cumall nan Sim
$o huthal bynn 3 gan o3
Yurkeay a brrainuipe Thostl
it lajth vety Fhnn riye Cuthal
Taé aon Bjob vo’'n 1imaior veanc
i acejle nogy Suptimead
Frapnarfeap F10n £4 deany onead
C4 hajttd ©oO'n 1MNA0Y Alagh uip
Ca Tfieab 4 TTangair 4 bean
Iy ©o 131 50 tajch damn?
Ay Me ngean nig 1o Tunm
Jhnéorap O cruinn mo pait
Hiop £hag <ip a nladan Stiian
Hap Japinrar 1M oo ghlasth van
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b1135 o Frubait ann pac p1do

2% mmEean 63 ar mach vealb
AN LA ra TTANTAN 1 Coamn
Tabain Bath pém rhioy 50 peapk
W0 cutnaipe oprc Sy Ttu ¥rom
‘Do 11i0h fnn an Macaom mni
2t rheabay hamlié "yoo bzad
F.ab mo cumainc 50 4t Tdd
0o 1140 mo 117§ ba haic giop
Wity c1a TIO aft 0O TH

T abaim oo cumaipic a bean
A sach reaft va Brugi 1 el
UTa {1jom e gioch 0o 1t
140¢ ay mai o1l apt mo lopg
Adac Ug Yopcha 1y e apm
Ohd ba hamm To1grie bopd
Teara vo cuspiear na ¢lonm
To wbenunn ap Fhion 0o tal
Had mHEmnye 413e 0o 1indo;
Teqt hatC a frioth *pa Agh

Do 11310 OyFatt ©O F1og tiup
Yeat corysie Finne gac tiog
Ho 30 bedineanh Eienn 0o Ferr
1 fracea Tu i3y T o WNL0.
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eindior Orzan aguy Joil

bopb a4 ccorgan loun ha ccat
Ha pearatiy a nTapr 00N TPISF
Eroip an breap méf *pan bean
20 &Aoo éuamn aip yoéun
La0é pa 1heud oy Sach a peatt
AF CEM nNa rapFe Fo vjan

2Un plan ra nap Fab an bean
Clogav Thhtead ropt a éeann
*Tan breap nap i 'roo B Tpén
1514t 10tlan b1 aip a4 Ve
Opoin 1an a ccleay aipt an cclé
Oha thanion Falyge 5o mbiad
"Ha peayati 1 ngablann ay3érc
Ut neaptt afr Tarrse, age Fon
H1 gaca vean map v af &
Clordjoth Tompiceanul nag $an
Dy Call am Taob an ghipt hdm
*rarg nT cleay oy a ceann
AUx Tea¥ 03 1 ccny an Trlérf
Heéull vlata, 11 11013 110504
o an bpeap yamh g4 caoyi cpud
PDAIC 4 F0{1a0, L4 Feal 4 DVEUD
laaice 4 ¥TéUD N0 Fac THUS
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Q4 TaIF an yTéuD 1 Wip
P4 geaf nage inn legy an brém
Hi acay pathall an hip
Tea¥ 30 nusge 1IN 4 CCé&n

o0 Tunn matr SAMIY 1 TTHE
O'rlagnarg mo 17 ba mast cliu
Un aritmfeann cu a bean

Un & ylo an reapr 4 vean?
WiLyinm a therc Cuthasl Snn
L1 pudaf {101 € von rhémn
Taipgero mipe oo bers iy
C1a mdp 0o Tnejre g £hést
Ty an 140 10 ta thasd Tlaf
Re 150¢ *pre neant o’ af cceann
Ty o'phitavai§ 1A an bean

Vo B 'ngar 0o Fhalumn £
Thug tac 6na upcap vlan
To clidda na BIasE v Flerk
Hon han an cuplap 61 vlan
Va ¥58IC 0 noeatina 04 blad
00 Cart OyTatt ba mbp veaprs
2 Craorreal Beany va lagt clé
Re afp thapb ye VToéud an hip
PO6 an bEUD o poriie 1&
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2Vap bo TUK an ¥TED ya leny
Jompdmeay fre rems, "rre 1108
Iy ©'05an Fep bond an Thoth
Cotiftac aipy 4N €CA40%ap Lioch
RE muTh Blomyra £&jn 4y 'LI0N
CA0ggp Laoé natt Tim na D
Cép’ Teann 4 NFAIPTE "va TTHOYD
Do feall a ccoyy fie na Laym

O’ éeangail Tny ndonba 5o mbitard
Y an jonfunl épitard yul oo pyup
Céf’ Bocap ceangal cclyg ceaol
Uip 5aé aon viob 1yn oo duits
¥lann mac FAofna cpliard an cay
Fuanpa bay e’ mdp ab téuf

131 pnaib 140¢ pa TTAYT ay

Tan a éneay besC 1an oo épéuy
ap "mbers an caox4d 1408 Fath
g gabail apm 03 30 1éop
bhergmaonr T4n cabaip & nead
Va bpigad uiln an ceapic com
0o bepead 04 bém 0 tmean

&0 vlan aip gad vean v1ob o

0o bergmaory ujle pan uirg

Da brhigad udnn corprac L
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0o cuad Toll an 4rgn1d s

Vo éeapb an ghip ba Tan ohd

C1a be diread 1av ann vn

Do ba Fantb a Fo1l ya nyiéo
bhipatt a cclopotiche Fan Toyo
UL rNaooead Copp aluy rXiat

W Sorhalc corialc af oy

11 vhaicroo atiy ylem’ pie

0 Tonénad fre golt na napm nark
Pac 11§ Voptcha sep’ i cpuard
D Tt 1 TTAMIC an bean

Rép’ TUc an geap 11m ya ccltan
AWolajcean pinm 43 an €apy

AN Laod gaft’ Teann Treay 1p ZNio
Cunaf ra bprifap a méop

Eail Sy an ondip mo Ry

Déry Turc1oma an ghip thdi

21 Bopo an éuain, tpltaf an éém
‘Do b5 mSean 9% ¢o Sunn
Bliadan a5 Fionn iy an brém
lerC Bliadain 0o Tholl apnm nis§
Do’n Laod vonn nap TLANT 1 ccath
Ma lusge o veafehor mnn

DV lerfear 4t Tionn na brlead

%’464111 $£E1h £a Deapty 4 Opeac
Hiopt Bunpe nead Thita§ no Thén
NoF 6 D Appcarg mo épuch

Uy tmche Bath pEup vory 1EeL

‘r'-s-é-a-l b-e-a4-7.
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF THE WAR ODE TO OSGUR

Royg Opguspt tiye Onn ﬁé ha¥ daca Tabna.

eiise Opzuipt vherl, a4 i an copsup épuarg

le o bpatard 4, bespr neapt aguy buad

U therc O1p1m na mbéymion, Fabard cperre sada
comlori

Tla preud vo théud v'ehoplumn, amp cachno o
TTOOIfL

T ab bpoyoao Sn begtyo, 3o hWOpzun mac Taftard

Ha RyEle ata ab’afaid, THaiCIO afuy canarg

Jonyas§ aip thac Chofitnuic, Fab ceadpala 4
ccothfiac

110 30 Bratar e, le o ylead drubpic

biajo brraneorn 3o ouatbyead, o Teanvall oo
épaotrach
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Eneagalt 140 30 Talbyead, 0'a leadiad, 'yoa
nopileach

U thic 115 Tan TAe, DO IO Fniotha aguy vofla

bud veapba oo yFéala, To meantmach an-
Tabira ‘

faopflac o ngalpge,claongoluat atmeinze

Y a éoga® 1 dmmoe, 13aft 4 farch fie cambpe

bro thap Tumn a Ttujle, Fion gun THom In TEjfe

Tabaip vaoroead gola, 0 Tach Ry 50 pogle

Ha gabh opat uata, copsuin a {1ite

A Orxuip Enuf rhca, Tappa asuy Thioa

24 Enlyy 11 ciomhe cpotd, é1juk a oty 4 ccata

ledan le pey mo FoTq, ameIns Iy veaps vaia

Veana mapbta Tpoma, bjo aip conrad Fojle

CInn am 06 T rala, 'yEan Fionn 4o’ foime

Ceannuy pona £lahab, oo leanay 0’05t 3eala

Corain af aguy ameath, Tabaip zippia a
Treatinar§ _

L1 aybiyyvead anomieay, buobtadadoo Tuptay

‘0o datha v'a namuyp, cunt glacha da ccumuyp

24 Opgup éputach dlugnn, 110 50 yubad vip-
bin

U capa Dith Epeann, Lih ap Do FnGiy tiin-
vush
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A Opgum naé ootug ercead, 50 corEuss nach
obTach

Cuip copman 0o Batach, va napg4r 50 vo-
Srach

Eaod éine o Lammne, o Snéme oo Bujlle

Volaat 6y gacoune, voo’ ladrd ra'ncopuine

Tabaip gpara Tp€ana, Jab cnejre a n3abpa

UTAo Flabha Vanba, ofiT aF Jappuro cabpa

UL 1 arroe molad, 4 tintl Caltna naccuparsy

2% £1o11 e ann ujle, Tabayp 180 aipt £hémUlad

24 1hlai na pliaas 1ocaroe, marc oo uad ap
Eacnaroe

Det 164T DO 1°314T Copcrarwe, 4 thip na Tpers
athpuroe

Vo fleata To nodnams, le hafbuso po ber-
monn

Do clogothe 50 nojofuinn, 0o clagoead brea
néean

Vo feplanna v’a mblialad, vEan Tanha va
Bjanalb

0o $a11r3e na plapnavh, gpeayoail jao 1t s,

-261-



Charlotte Brooke

IRISH ORIGINAL OF THE ODE TO GAUL

Royy Tholl mac TWopna.

Ao argneach Joll, geapt cogao Fhinn
1a0é leabapp lonn, roghail nac Tym
Foll cpucad caorir, Yaop-emneach yaao
Yaopfnaomac « Taob, maparge na ylitad
ac WOpNG meag, g« cfidda 4 Fal.
W U ga yean, peqp temeamusl ym.
Lioé géinnoe 1ial, 1 3ile 3lop.

11 1a0b a Aull, 1a0é doboa mdp.

1-h T oo ENW, Map TEP 4 ccat
Réjpn glata £ua01, ce i 4 éneay.

U HEID B o, pa PEENL Tan Tpon
Jr vé 11 slome oxhon, oe na Yol
Fhope luag a tah, geap péjodeal caonh.
Haé tonérgean Vani, a CCOTAD filath.
Oy banqraib beann, 1apptay opc pon.
Fa heagal Unn, a4 Tag(ia {10t £hinn.
&e Tpom a Sy, 'ypmagC Fotl wm no.
Tro mop 11 Tpérs, rart yluaig oo 1%
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Carofieath ha Nodth, ledomad na yi61§
Tonn gaippse t’m_én, Lolt meanmnal mdn.
bud heagal DU a £hinn, 1aoé cinnce ceap
¥paol tinlice 4 neaprc

U veimye 10T, 4 thinn an rhuylc Tayy
Wip Foll na by, ameipse 11 Talp.

¥ mampy Tagmuy iy, a ¢cat n T
Flait gan rheall, Fpam ééad aip foll
Y héao ap Teann.

Aeoenm pjot a rhinn, cotmall 1y geall
1< Buan po Foll, Tun phitat, Tan rheall
Nargnead 3o Tpom, Adetm 130T 4 rhnn
e pomchy noonn, b ajjr eagla Full
Te buan pe marc, 4 ccat 1 odis.
Jonnpaiftead 41, ceanyalad 11613,
Wapal 4 Fean, a emeac 11 mn
Fujiceald an rear.

Vuara na vgol, omdespcead pre vluass
Toibeaptaé tpén, cory cata 1y buan.
¥or plal &, ay plal lomlian da teipc
Domne e £holT, a4 Hpumne magr Caple
Jomlan a copp.

eiie va G0, bud chip ©’a Cluyp.

1y meanmnaé 10y, i vealbad a Fnasm.
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U FaryFroead smn, m brusl nid oy oit
111 certim onT ghann, 1y THEWE € na TOND
FlaiCeathul a ghéy. Varteathusl 4 éneap.
21pe Foll na clyy, 01 ¥lm a TTHE AT
Wileata mort, bﬁonncaé 4 Dat.

Conpadac 4 Tuedm. U pheany go bpruc 4%
zup 10¢ a Buanaicc am ach.

Lathadad 1a0d, 110%a na 11103,

teoman ap a%, c1dda na Fnom, leabasp 4 Lath
Cleast conuy blan, yonay na brian
Aépvilaé caom, ongalad vian

tagnac 4 yTam, buan pn an .

buap comtann ajft, lerormead a Fanl

Yovar na 1100, yolay a4 deao

Cuii1o ye lean, aip gach cféan va méad.
Vo THAT ha Tan, ongan na ccon

Ro $p.d0 na mban, bon vaph map vim

Flarc leargaé caonh, ylatileac gt

Feap cliyoe yaon, reat byyce mip.

Ha cepaorread ceontt, leatan a lam.
Catamp Toll, icaonead ceann.

Tnérs Triod a fwill, bro 11580a finn

Re 0o pé1d Fan ey, Thian K1da & ghion.
{1 glap o hégn, cpéigimye mgioch.

Ohjb 4 Fheansuty £hésl, ©o pIUIf o SHGarm
U éanra Fan ely, a béal Tana veany
W emead am 1GE, 0o Clu oy Ano.
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LWentyr Phac O©Aagh1o vud Pdac Feapallc ce-
CINIT, aft N4 Yeiiobad aip tung aF ool oon
Caypam

beanar$ an longro, a éniore cap.
An THiON 4an TONTO Pan T

bjod Taingiol "naty cclest vapr ccoits,
Rotiainn mat $TEIC Damin Bin.
Y1015 sambyion gari va $log.
POIME Fac mugt armig phuatt.
THaod an eapar cujp i celil,
Ohuinh 30 oul Tap ceanall cuan
Dolyg me gam’ &Gl oo éurt,

Re mup e 'y1y volli§ dam,

Wap panbotad na vealy vean,
Thead m reab ngpranypotad nglan_-
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Cuitr me 30 redycatyt cum ypeom,

U Ohé, Fan eaybard i nugl.

&' 10 orion anb phuaptinup dp,
Re coip §lom 5o ceoltimgn ceram.
POaiT mo copaé aobpead Gy,
Tardbyead a TORa0 *ra Taoh,

long $é€agal bondgaé biian,

Touad $éavaé {ondgac caoti

lony §an cldy a coadanp afim,

Tan pcac a yeatath na poopm.
Yeolcdi Thie ¢lan na ccead nganb
Tap budh il thanb gaé glean Fopm.
Tre fmanbac 3aé tuyte Thas,

Witk LIatilan va Fame an $aos
lmieaoh Taip Cablaé na ceniod,
Unmad a £10€ 17 a £paod

Yuop raolip roflemnnead théan
Rominead man ohpnagdn ohie,
bneaclony na reolbpratad yaon,
T.aob cieatlom onflacad G

b phealbal natpad ngpiobad
Thang beahbaclac docqrad na ceoly,
Yhop vhayiaoth 1y paobpaé geapny,
Ha gefiaréaon noeaps mbaoflach mbopb.

-266-



Reliques of Irtish Poetry

T1odla1c 11 4 #113 Na nad

Tapr U 11 Faé 170 buy leam

T an Ba0oFal Tap bolgab na Toon.
2% 1ot} pead bopoarb na mbeat,

2An tabpan ceangail.

beannary an longpro anonn tan yajle arg out
bhadalaé Spumpad lanmpad tan éiyoe,

Un épeatalad ysanyac panad lan Tyoprmad
Bhanbtad bponntad cubaniac dteapad.

WICHth artt Jora CpIoYT N0¢ D'Eulang an pary,

Hap buyceap pon bugom na (don) lumg na
Bruglim 5o bpad.

butllead mass Fao1te 1 Tadive 1y Tullead 'na
veatard

O ciuthprab oliyn baoy 5o Ta01b na cliumne oon
Fpam.
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF ELEGY TO THE DAUGHTER OF
OWEN.

Ua Fiaptdin cecinc.

Yéach ofiam a thiean €oFam, me &' n éag ap
naicheodard

C1 170 1 DOJOé.anta dutbys, 4 f1oIpéalca aon
tabim

Hla baol maps ¢aé 4’ ' curile, £éad vamphine
oI,

Hi1gupab mrheddoa aft notread, abe cemeéal-
Ta Cajbcead.

AP pava anTHRENNYPE aATAIM 101, TaN Al a1}
40NMa0] Oftath,

W 1h1ah 11015 barTana bneas, Lo mearbaror
1P hé1zedn.

Wrana bpdimceanned dneld oun, Fac anbuam
va beugl oran,
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Oul a CH1140 11 CHIE vom’ Ceay, MIft LIOT o
trarg mo lergear.

Coflatoe OTT lergior mo luc, 0o Spésgeay Fad
6§ ompdenc,

OnT gén broméaothap fe caé, a vholo ghot-
$eagac thonblat.

Ohaotby, oy a bpalan than, o favay Tot
ay Tiomiao,

Conhead Mo Croroe fie a Coly, TUF me DUt
le vjogpom.

Rannaft nodoaman vo nead, a ¢al gholopatha
thamgead

U Toy a noeapina vurc, poimcion b (opac)
mo Tneabluro

Uy wa an erFeancary 1o, 4 youal ¥néieal-
Tary Sanilan.

Cur angy, pre Tpomgfiad Te, 00 Ba lanh a
ccume a céjle _

U Eqraol phonra a4 Tnaic gean, na 1c1éonr4
THAT &’ 1 Timdeall, ‘

Re pdrs it milye na wil, ¢in éufam an axT
wasznss,

2 C1ab phonpholcad eangénusm, a Héal boh-
rhoclach balyumm
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Tabain apiy leav bayy bam, pidycad vodo
Aty Mo Beapldjh

.43 praon 0o Flamtheort am $laic, Dom anideorn
4 £hal opdac.

Da poyc conmpérd ne Flosne, T8F 1ad Tan ghioy
adnoume,

B Sul néd Tufclaodad Tpom, ap réal 3o
£1ocnathad ofrom.

00 b1 matt yorn bud badaé, 1 Yesd yortbin
To3navad,

Yonn Tompmeryce aft noo1g, rorbrrie ynisic
an yaogorl.

0 bay o feabam 30 514D, 10 4thdin a mapajm
opad

Tu rein ag an €aFbud inad, na péad vo ycéh
ap’ pcacan.

Yul meallaso yeyin amp aon, na géac 4 an
holc griondlaon.

luga vceal dume no viy, 4 flome thap néri
nuaroinir.

Pat roIn €01 c1an 10 cloy, ycéal neaminac
ame Hapcrrruy,

AN geap BUD pclatiida yTéph, 1iocarde na
rrhedd rrhollonéo
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Wi ngabisl 0o (v1a 00O bayl,) La &1 e Ta0b
TOba

Vo deafic 'ran ynut naps yeanb peab, o
épuc a vealb ’ya DEanati.

Tug 3140 1octhan rolad, o biotimordeac
banamail.

Da gnluy ghifitioloa £ém, supn &y Simbpiogd
DOIYEM

U AT £é1n vo mill an Pdac, 0o Haot Oy va
jomylao.

To TTug biy DO Mmafl DepITEalt, Fa Mo CAy 0’'a
ccummniiteatt,

M4 mealcap 10y matt yin, onc £&1m, o ¢ip-
e voils

U ehiongholtal 1y yé1h yodt, 0O yCéith 1ong4a
NTaé eaTonocc |

Vo i & cothban fie 140%, rojuf 1ao, a bay
bandaol . “

Yan oeapic Un meapbpioycaé mall, ‘yran cal
Sab-leaycaé gedglan

Foiif 0y an Béal map yub, *ran da $uad
thapt THeIn pamnao

bapp na 3epaob behite preadca, va Taob
170e yomionca.
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Chordde atiip na Léaé ona, Slaca mine mdap-
COotifIal,

T1o10 $eal halla THAC ay bun, pila peang-
halla péanfusn.

duna T 0o’ Allneact 1ém, bo buadnead
a $l Intypnéo

Vo ié n1 robuana fith, Do yE&anad Fal ajc
ottaib.

Oa theallta pie pilead na val, gip €h10on a
Slab cladi,

0 nuap 1) rormeallta 199, a4 yTuad 10i-
neanta yuitbyg.

Wramead Daoth a4 ofiead naft, Tor Mo CHe1de
0 a deapclift.

0’ n $o10 Tén Feartaotlac me, neatmbaofat
DUIT 4t DlIEnéro.

ATa anTuac 0 lent pulb, 1p va mbego aonouthe
40’ ataro,

11 Buss nac companad cill, a ¢put Slompianad
Térobin. _

Tugaw uab arpeaé mo éporde, a Fnuy po-
tharread amglioe,

U & hiopnafe $opm thap Flom, 1 opm fie
vioninad péacaro.
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF ELEGY TO A FAITHLESS LOVER

Vileach aonpheats uf oJl 00 £E51 Mme, "nuaip
1ugEsi) om’ o,

Y Te10 a 04 TTAN PIOT DI, NUdlh & Pmkinim
A41ft DO Cothfrad ljomn.

T'neachtd p1opairoe, 'suy € Da 11on-cuts, £40t
Thab 1y ghlon

130 rruil mo §1idye, mart BLAK nan aipnioe,
Aff 4n DHOTONEAn DOD.

¥ hil the £hé1m nac 4 cearact e opnm, fad-

. 4D T14D Mo chpojoe

T'had gagredd vé na 0813 e, matt Seall aip
haoin;—

Yapajon TEp nad pruilim gén, 1a geap a
épa§ mo cpojoe,

U nxleaicaty vlethe, ’pme pead 0 aen-nead,

P a DT Bert na turde.

Taréimlemocéan feanc, an mo pdca y1oy,—

Y veanab Engonm €19 10l moBon Lanaoi;

Huai a4 pmunimye 4 a cupyaioe, pai 4
chisl bread ooh,

Dim a TENFOL am’ a0hats, 11 4% OFHai TOTROM.
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B0 £rad the gejun, La ah adnard om' Buadas
0o, '

J¢ comap freitipoe fHo Oessrm; & plaft na
rreaf;—

LANAOIVSEL DAL EUTIMPETY, aBup an faganc
am raganl,

Hogonohblamaorr an ccpyaroe, il ga OTED

_ te anot.

Ce zup bole ler &, molpad miye Tad Mo
coroe;

Ce gun Bolc lem €, rurdre mé le na Taoh;—

Ce gupt bolc lery &, mile a Tpatd) opy Ligt a
étioroe,

’Ya péalc an tyolawy, 4 mbéal a podbajl, 1w Tu
breorod mo Sioroe.

’Y 4 B1a Diliy Cfre.ad DO VIONLAD, M4 1mieali Tu
uayn?

17 eolay cum Do SIge aguth, duth vo SIS nNa
00 ¢liyo:

T4 MO0 D410} £a0] leaTiom, agxuy mo iy
1401 bnon;—

T4 mo Faolta o Mofl 4 LreIpy Liom, azuy mo
3nao brao vamm,

Ta TMIT aipe mo lutle *ynion covarl me néail,

UE a pmameath ontya, é6ad §rdo: ma bgapa
ah Ojoce 4 fei; ‘

Fa01 vo Clpirardere, 0o viulta the an ootian
ujle 50 lemt;—

Y a Craebity Cubanta, cad ay a Twhbapizard,
oo leabap a mbpesg?
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF JOHN
BURKE

2 mbpieatarn 'y an &unn rhaolnarg an cipo-
hlarc clia

Dachuy gan éceache, 1 Téart Thu a Tpacke
aip ccinl

2 chatlard na cclyiq vo tlattadh b 50 hun

ot Bamepeabach an &1le gup eqax tu 4
Yheam e bugic

Uy vubach vo Bratpe Tragathard Lin oo éim

UPlap na oTréad buoh Taolthap cal 1y clia;

bus yagaé pam an TApoglarX Vedan ve
bunc

V50 Dan-mén § Syall pe ta an 140 14 Rap
i gehil
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N plalgeats ranh 1 péantt 0o Tusrgeadh gach
< ;

Upiap Fac DAsth bud TNAT lety emead 1y cla

Y1415 épide vant, ‘yna R4l ab 1§10 apr cclil

Oiall an by aip Y hedan thac Chompinegl bane

U leac ata ab Feapi-chllio am §813 Uit chu-
mayar§ bpeaoh

Unm ald B pésfmeatiugl, yppdmc, chlub £1is3
aguy Rawy

Ty leat albiesc plépearinl cepmeanugl thagi ap
rollay 0o chich

Y zupr aip oo Tarpgioh go liecearhall Td plér-
rup chonnay aft 14an

C1a Do curprear clugtmmoe na Riraim prubal?

Cra béatipar bugasoh.an chuntars, 3o connacht
no bapn Fach ¢l

C1a beappay chufamn le cumay an placa on
Turham

0 peag udin comneal na cupedchcan Yhedan
ve bugnc

U orlasc mon Be ceannay a cclia’'pa yponc

J ann o Lan halla budh gnach aceary 1y nu-
aroheacht-céol

Flab dicacaadgar ysreadvari rmascy bpdm
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Te mo chtiaoh veactiach an yrifotiapcach «
berch na lusghe a nounmdn |

Lo FEap clatia an Té @o cCugp an bay am cchl

O 1é13 mp 30 cé1n clitd To clip na Wutirah

IQup ach sun €a udamn an gean rénneariugl
Yeaan oe Dufic

b beappach Yir €uobapo corti-ésg o an
pldta an viubal

Ta cean g Sach magicachd clip na TAuman

Theadt le na neachparoh Fan geapan eamn

Ta aip5100 Tan allay le £i%a1l a4 TTUaA

it reait a bacadh nuaip nach mapreai) ag4sn
Yeaan oe bhiyc

Teachc ccéao véag T4n 1813 11 va phichion
At TTUP

Lo ceanc a Ve, 0o fieyfl an picd nadh

0 Teache thic O paft pdetad o chimn.an ubajtl

Soteafanlae plham eag i aV hedamoebiyc

g oubach an Green club a3y caomeavh o ba-
rarseavh Tu

Uguy peavh na Tipe chdyphehe an phiyrach
chiuamn

Ta an glagaoh viptslic £o 1034 o chitad
’1an ol

Uguy 1Im cunimeiaoh 1idra 0o mimpé asp
¥ héaan ve banc.
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U chitl alugnn veatr, na bhimniit ceeane,

I bpiedoh 1ao, 'yay glay vo fajte!

T'zo bphugl o chpojohe vlac va flap, map &
yniserohre,

Le blaohain hdft £ada a iyl leac.

Va4 bpwydinyg o ¢héatic berd yince leac,

11 eanfiom *pay deday 00 Tiubalpunn!

Y350 né154aIn $aé p3ammc.ay &alod lem’ feafic

Uit chotlityFa” y3aipe an ofyuchta!

Y 50 peninn vein a bean, ce mop & vo theay,

T ndim 1o <u oom’ vhiultaph!

Ce ppdy Tu the Tan plamce afam!

Y'5an £4< na coift aip mo fiubalca.

11 vana mo Lath, *y0 rhirceach mo §t.adh,

Tnaoholl! ma Bronn cu pbal leam, .
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€amonn an chnuic ata agao anm,
Y ay paep anorr any a ohscharoh
Va4 $ndoh pa chuthann! ya $pad Tach noume!
AU TTiaallEa peal oon TOumain leam?
Wian 4 bragimaory 50 venimn ceol afuy 1mipc,
T uairle na bpean ayirgpaoh.
Cdopa culinn, patha aguy bola, |
blaa azuy blay na nablajh.
Planoa don vuslleabap £mn azuy <opamn,
Aguy pirach 3o mulla Flame.
Ya b3b chneayoa chdoh! 0o pamnc leam na
34011,
Y50 $niheuinn an TAoo] 40 VEIET)
T30 mbpéang leam vo Fean, $paoh zeal na
breaqt!
Ha an dpuy na ndo 'nudp eagprumn!
Och! 1y TLAT lag Vo Bitm, ’pmo vlimce uamm
o4 voheth,
le gpdoh ceanc pon thniol oo THérg me.
Y50 oob’ A1llom pa mdotoheam: achylanteac
athiom!
© origbaly me am 91< na céille.
Yoo beanrt a leabap 3an bpesg duic te 1on,
$o noéanrumn oo Cokadh ain chéao bean.
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Yo ﬁdchwzmn leaT anonn catt THENHUIR Na
Toonn,

Y50 ToHeIRUIn an votitan o 181 ope.

POafl andEaft T an am $o nétooh'tu teath

I Thérch miye pann Fan érpgeache,

Wianépgerica n‘gleam),_gan éyum,gantmeabaip

Y401 §e4Fd na CCpann am’ aenatt.

"Voarmp Lag, 31 1m’® chiorohe ta an chnead

Y ar veninn nach gap dhath giepjom!

le homaficaroh peapc oo plin na mban,

Y4 piob thap eala aip aentoch.

U vli01ICe bafTe cIoptde Catoa,

Ylothach ynayoa cpaebach!

Tinap a bage me 0 cheant berd yince leat,

It péitiyn Fun Fap ancéay ohari.
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF

CAROLAN

1 bruaip the afam yme galcaoh ha noeop
50 hiift, \

Uch crinadh leac dhamzean atpr leabajoh na
Cfé poduthang, .

i1 Tpéan mo labaipe, ye teayain nach ¢ty
naie,

en bocc pxarte me 4 Cojlleay o éul baspte,

HFilplad, nil peanare, nil s4alpa coTpom-érisce,

Le heug N CCaftid, N0 ¥Faftdd Na ccompinaé.

2300 lettn! 110 Beacain! mo tinlleao! mo bpdn,
1o ¢1ad!

2o éeol-¢puT fnliy! o Bimneay! mo yajo-
Broy oam!

C1a TIITEPead alft oufne e a1 bujlead, 10 4
bpen map Tiym!

o oofta 10l Do Pilead av’ Beff Fac 14

Thug me an chuiipe rood’ aiKpeach leam,
' ajyceatft ‘ye an ey mo iabal,

W11 wd15 Mo Captad 100 theandrd vIn tadans
mo 1at
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ITIRISH ORIGINAL OF SONG FOR GRACEY NUGENT.

Uy man leatn Tha¥ atp Blad na gnne
Sders an amnoip 11 pagarfead

Yaunab i pug bann o ccal "ra TTUITHY
Wi thnaib dbpe do glice na cclyygean

C1a be B1ad na hajce v’4010ce 00 L6

{11 baogal o attuifipe caofode 1o bpdn
ITEe an pOTUIN TYENh 11+ ao1bne mén

I'1 cGl na ccrael yna bEimmy

U Tao1b mat ael pa pob thap 814

¥4 ghaot matr Fném an Tramparo

Kaé Taparo bon Te daft eallad maft pppie
bhesc aiciye seuy na ccathdlaos

LUy ruainc ‘pay yanh 0o fnijote geanarhut
Uy Alugnn peay vo plilary

Ve dluiim Fac 14 a3 cdch pa aKiy

Sun pamnead cay vo éilcary

Yiuo tmats 4 vesptn lety any S5imaoy 6
bheuil a 3181 m 'y binne ma ceol nanén
Hit y1any no eann da ymuaimgl cean
Had bpusieapn 30 cmnte a3 Tnaere,
U0 nd yelo ay oluildeary vead

U cul na cepaeb *yna bpdmmg

T1 jontium Lom.gem Su

Yoavaim von ygéal aé odlpann

Tan bpérg oo ylamce.
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF SONG FOR MABEL KELLY

Ce be 1nd bful ye anddn vo

U Lith o besT £ao1 na deann

Qyearuim pem nach eagal biy oo

$o btiT no ann a béo Ber tmn

24 &1 veay na mhadall ramnead gonn

U fom matt edla 4 pnith aip an Toumn
T11a0 agur vpéry von farnard; $asble yenm

1t Cheallard

DEuo ap vefpe aft 164340 an i cmn
Yl céol vap bimne 4 yeolad an dume
Had an Béol B3 Turgre 4 14D an Fac céim
Ta gpuaro map ROy an onicle
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Uy buan na lomatira anile ; ‘

U poyE 41 mme Flarre HlAT na an dndeb

Y e vein 4 ollati molad élat 1l néqll

To ccuspitea na coptfta 4 Collad te papguc bél
ML atipap Yom ann. % Pasth-Labpach Binn
UlT Stcap Umn Fo Fpinn bo Plajnte vém
Ovéagavan na thna mManla

i1 a4 TTRACTAIOIP an votitan To 1eip
Wearwm naé ruil ha nise anh

AUéT WWashle le clin ann Tad céym

Wnyadc gad puine a ccilifeadt ‘ra ccéill
Uy amapn oon rhile arifall on oéyp

Clil na cepraed 1y gne, b na ttéad ay binne
Y'ntad na geire gite « bpdrie 'ra tieh.

Tl aen va Bresc, naé onfantaé a gléay!
Haé néipSroly séilce ambanpia na cepdeb

'Y 4 Té had 1€ 00 an comneat

Lin 0o ypelr a leymb

T 14y peapf méin 1y TUIZY) 00 naspIun gaeveal
V1 ay veire cora bova lath aguy béal

Péipe noy3a Iy ¥orc a iy le 3o rén

Ta an bae o Linm

U paputad luét gunn

Kanadgobraan me analll. apigman ljomé.
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF SONG BY PATRICK LINDEN

Ingean Tatr na mbandidch ¢ dnne na ladrye
Bruacc

Do prorpugl colla B4 épjod ao iy Tpid a
1ch;témﬁ;x nuay

Von TH1.40] Da TTAFHAD NOAN Do besk nodjl na
tnhany-noéte aip cudipc

Vo haoiItread leacya an Tjlleagan Lap gy
Tuth ah éuva nay’

T.a cao ai layao bifl‘b-]d}uﬂ. na ¥V aburyread
oeanta 10 $iilaro

Asuy on tiod meapt Conallt Cedpnal cup ap
EaTa 11 SIIND Ui

"T'gan bjrdon poo’ Fdol niy tdine a blaik caogthr
Ha méup lag it

Vo pofpwil Cholla {yoftiaro lonna § faedeal
tlay oo fludiy

T 404t na heala cctévion pe béo iy ha ccaor
arpaph

U leaca §loy na horg-mmEme 1 WOy tonca
biraon a4 gay

Taéplanoatteatroa conn*olaowe ropysaojice
raonTan Tk

Ygaé fabpad teaf ba 480l cadih bpomteas
11 Ddome on mbhiy

Ta veangpull ceanc PIOLRGE 45111* mpcholla
an 5 Tug bapn

Sanreap3adarad $aé no;ﬂms oo 110m10m4
maortEil BlLac

Ut pealbach opbniofan améon thin am fpot
1101 le ypdonad i :

"V gad mindr usle aintinalyle § biorTib so Lip.
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IRISH ORIGINAL OF THE MAID OF THE VALLEY

bean vub an gleana.

Ubgacad Tu N0 an cclrala TU 4D yTUAIfE DOY’
ajlle xnaos?
1 ngleanta oubd ‘yme 11 LATHIOY, Tah PUaAIh-
Mot ©o 14 na o'dock),
beilin caomn an Truannors oo buam me ‘100
Brieodak mo chpiorde,
00 Beanache themn 50 buan ley Fa by anccuan
Qo be AT 1 mbrd
ATa ve pEmobca abppiohica o chom peany
00 hala chael |
00 beitin Tahtsd £.4a01 1IN a 140IlEsh 00 Bean-
 paohbpdas, . '
Do chyrob ay gile far e, 1004 an riooa "o
~ cluti na néan,
Ui buapa cpradle bitpe *nuaip yrmaoimm
A pRanum 181
U nua veaticay 1 0o TEIF e, le T Peapic
 ba TNaos *yoa 1nd.
U mjona chiocha gleieal, 4 bEf Veap, 'ta
olaoj-¢holc oifs,
ba gile a4 opeach na Degpone chup liechila
na W1oe aip Léovh,
'T'ha Blanad i ha ccldenpoyy le aft THao-
chaoh na milce tpéon.
2 plugt na mban, na TRETF ne arp BaeTlach e
t4InT Da 1odH,
Tan chlju gan théayp, Tan béara acho blaedhea-
ftachT 1¢ briusohean 1 §leo,
Iy crumoo Pt ofteachva biieafa gaoroherlze
ohuic ojohce an ghothaty,
Y00 pEiiusoruInyoan na tegne 30 leyicheanc
"¥na tileavh mdp.
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CRIOCH (THE END)
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