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THE IRISH DRAMA.

IN an article in the Fortnightly Review for December,
1901, Mr. Stephen Gwynn, the eminent critic, told the
story of the Irish Literary Theater. We present here his
account of the Irish National Dramatic Society, written
in December, 1902. With regard to the first named he
says i —

Its work may be summed up in a sentence: It produced
in Ireland, with English actors, seven plays written in
English on Irish subjects. These were: two by Mr. Yeats,
‘The Countess Cathleen’ and ‘The Land of Heart’s De-
sire’; two by Mr. Martyn, ‘The Heather Field’ and
¢ Maeve’; one by Miss Milligan, ¢ The Last Feast of the
Fianna’; one by Mr. Moore, ‘ The Bending of the Bough ’;
and one, ‘ Diarmuid and Grania,” by Mr. Yeats and Mr.
Moore in collaboration. At the time when the last was
produced by Mr. Benson, a troupe of amateurs played Dr.
Hyde’s ¢ Casadh an t-Sugéiin,” and the advantage that Irish
amateurs had, even over good English professionals, for
the purpose in hand was obvious. I suppose that this oc-
curred to Mr. Fay, for it was after this that he and some
friends—all of them people earning their bread by daily
labor—banded together to devote their leisure to the acting
of Irish plays; and the new experiment was inaugurated
last Easter, when this company of Irish actors played two
Irish plays, “ A. E’s” ¢ Deirdre’ and Mr. Yeats’ ¢ Cath-
leen ni Hoolihan.” It was renewed on a much larger scale
this Samhain-tide, when in the course of a week some plays
(including one short farce in Gaelic) were given; the sub-
jects ranging from poetic handling of the oldest mythology
down to contemporary satire on the town corporation.
The whole thing was absolutely and entirely uncommercial.
Authors and actors alike gave their services for the benefit
of Cumann na Gael, under whose auspices the plays were
produced, calling themselves the Irish National Dramatic
Company.

The more one thinks about it, the plainer one sees that
for full enjoyment of drama the auditor must be one of a
sympathetic crowd. TFor instance, a comedy of Mr. Shaw’s

X



xiv The Irish Drama.

played before the Stage Society is infinitely more enjoya-
ble than when it is played in Kennington or Notting Hill.
But the Stage Society, which makes an ideal audience for
wit, is perhaps too sophisticated for poetry; too much
under the domination of modern comedy. In Dublin Mr.
Yeats and the rest had a hall full of people not less intelli-
gent but less over-educated, less subservient to the critical
faculty; in a word, more natural. This audience had all
the local knowledge necessary to give dramatie satire its
point (and that is scarcely possible in a plaee so big as
London), and had also a community of certain emotions
arising out of distinctive ideas. And, above all, the people
composing it came to the theater much as they might have
gone to church or to a political meeting, ready to be moved
by grave emotions or by serious ideas. Two of the plays
could, I think, have held their own with any audience. But
without that special audience ¢ Cathleen ni Hoolihan’ and
‘The Laying of Foundations’ would have been by far less
dramatic than they were.

It should be said at once that these plays were for the
most part extremely modest in scope. Only one had so
many as three acts or required a change of scene; and two
or three were at best ¢ curtain raisers.” In this class must
be put Mr. McGinley’s ¢ Eilis agus an Bhean Déirce’
(¢ Eilish and the Beggar Woman’), which I eannot criti-
cise, as no text was procurable and my Gaelic was not equal
to following the dialogue closely. I do not think that a
higher rank can be claimed for Mr. Yeats’ farce, ¢ A Pot of
Broth,” which, however, afforded Mr. W. G. Fay the chance
for a capital piece of broad comic acting. The story is one,
c¢ommon among Irish peasants, of a beggar, who comes to a
churlish woman’s house, and knowing well that asking will
get him neither bite nor sup, plays on her credulity by dis-
playing a wonderful stone which will make the best of
broth. All he asks is the use of a pot and water in it, and
while the miserly housewife listens to his praise of the
saving to be effected by such a stone, he dilates upon its
other qualities—its effect on a chicken if you put it in with
it, or on a ham-bone or the like—till gradually one eatable
after another slips into the pot, and the beggar in a fit of
generosity presents the stone to the housewife, taking in
return merely the broth and a few unconsidered trifles.



The Irish Drama. xv

That was all, and it was little enough. But it was interest-
ing to find Mr. Yeats as a purveyor of laughter—for the
little piece was genuinely droll, and interesting too—to
notice how, for his comedy as for his tragedy, he went to
folk lore and the peasant’s cottage.!

I may dismiss at once Mr. Seumas O’Cuisin, author of
two of the plays. His ‘ Racing Lug’ was a little story of
sea-faring folk, apparently so cut down as to be barely in-
telligible. This was in prose; his other production, ¢ The
Sleep of the King,” was simply a poetic tableau, showing
how Connla, son of Conn the Hundred-fighter, left a prof-
fered throne to follow after a fairy woman.

¢ He follows on for ever, when all your chase is done,
He follows after shadows, the King of Ireland's son.”

Mrs. Chesson has put the gist of it into the haunting little
poem from which I quote these two lines, and put it much
more effectively than Mr. O’Cuisin. Still, his little piece
in verse—and very creditable verse—gave the troupe their
one opportunity of showing how they spoke what was writ-
ten in meter. They spoke verse not as actors generally do,
but as poets speak it, in a kind of chant, which I confess
seems to me the natural and proper manner.

It was just this quality—the absence of all stage manner-
isms, the willingness to speak poetry simply as poetry, to
speak it for its own sake, and not to show the actor’s ac-
complishments—that rendered possible the production of
¢ Deirdre;’ and it would have been a pity for work so good
not to have been produced. Nevertheless I cannot regard
¢ Deirdre’ as a good or successful piece of drama. The au-
thor, “ A. E.,” ranks high in my judgment as a lyrical
poet, but even as a lyrical poet his appeal must necessarily
be to the few. Mystic in the blood and bone, he stands
habitually apart, and moves in ways of thought and emo-
tion where it is difficult to follow him. And yet it was
striking to observe how well the audience responded to his
interpretation of the famous and beautiful story, and to
the thoughts that he wove into its fabric. The first act
tells how the sons of Usnach found Deirdre in the secret
abode where the High King Conchobar had secluded her

1 The story is told in Griffin’s ¢ The Collegians,” see Volume IV.
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fatal beauty, and how she fled with Naisi, obedient to the
voice of a new wonder; and in this act I could see little or
nothing to praise. But in the second, which shows Deirdre
in the kingdom that Naisi and his brother had won on the
shore of Loch Etive, there was work of a very different
quality. In a passage of singular beauty the poet—for the
play, though written in prose, is sheer poetry—shows
Deirdre looking out on a glorious sunset. It is the sunset
not of one but of many days, she says, and the stars that
had }ost each other in the mists and heat of the sun, know
again their friends’ faces across the firmament. And so,
too, she and Naisi, awaking at last from the long swoon of
sunshine, see at last into each other’s hearts, and she sees
in him a regret. It is the regret of pride that he has fled
without confronting King Conchobar; the regret of chiv-
alry that he has broken the rules of the Red Branch Order.
It is, indeed, for comradeship in the Red Branch that he
pines, not knowing it; and on the top of this discourse
comes the shout of a man of Erin from his galley in the
loch. And Deirdre, who has Cassandra’s gift, foreknows
the whole; so that when Fergus enters, the dearest of
Naisi’s friends, with pledge of forgiveness and of restora-
tion to the Red Branch, she has no heart to greet him. She
can only implore Naisi to stay, and her sorrow angers him,
till her love and her knowledge yield to his pride.

I thought the whole of this act very well planned and
full of beauty, and, even when the beauty was recondite,
it conveyed itself surprisingly well. Deirdre in her lament
says that the Gods have told her her love and happiness are
ended, and are yet immortal, for they are destined to live
forever as a memory in the minds of the Gael! and one felt
that slight stir run through the silent audience which tells
of a point gone home. And the spectacular beauty, even
on that mean stage, was considerable; the figures moving
behind a gauze veil in costumes designed by the author,
who is artist as well as poet, and moving no more than was
essential for the action. It was a great relief to see actors
stand so still, and never to have attention distracted from
the person on whom it naturally fell. But the whole thing
was too literary, depended too much on the accidental
beauties of thought or phrasing, and not enough on a
strong central emotion. I do not think that “A. E.”
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achieved more than to demonstrate the possibility. of a
drama on an Irish heroic subject which should appeal to
an Irish audience. But such a drama would have to be
written by a most skillful dramatist.

The other two plays of which I have to speak had their
way, as it seemed, made almost absurdly easy for them; so
directly did they spring out of the mind of the audience.
And yet these things are not quite so easy as they appear,
and Mr. Ryan succeeded yhen Mr. Moore and Mr. Martyn
had failed. Mr. Moore’s ¢ Bending of the Bough’ was a dra-
matic satire on Irish politicians: so was Mr. Martyn’s
‘Tale of a Town.” But though Mr. Moore and Mr. Martyn
knew well how Ibsen had done that sort of thing, they were
not familiar at first-hand with local politics; they did not
show that perfect knowledge of local types which gave a
value to ¢ The Laying of Foundations.’

The action of this comedy passes in the house of Mr.
O’Loskin, town councilor (and patriot), immediately after
a municipal election. To him come his friends, Alder-
man Farrelly and another, for a discussion of pros-
pects. The alderman and his ally have their own little
game to play; to secure for a building syndicate in which
they are concerned the contract for erecting a new asylum.
Mr. O’Loskin, on his part, desires the post of city architect
for his son Michael. There is an obvious fitness in the ar-
rangement by which Mr. O’Loskin will back the one job,
while Mr. Farrelly completes the other; indeed, the only
obstacle to this and all other good plans lies in one Nolan,
the editor of a plaguy print, who has succeeded in captur-
ing one of the wards, and will have a new means of annoy-
ance—as if his I'ree Nation, with his rancorous comment
on the private arrangements of public men, were not
troublesome enough already. “And the worst of it is,”
says Alderman Farrelly, with pious indignation, “ that I
don’t believe the fellow can be squared.” Needless to say,
the Free Nation has its counterparts in real life: the
United Irishman, and another clever paper, The Leader,
have been for some time back making things very unpleas-
ant for patriot publicans and others. Nor was this all.
Even the obiter dicta of prominent men found a new pub-
licity given to them on the stage. ¢ This fellow Nolan,”
says Alderman Farrelly, ¢ is never done putting absurd no-
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tions into poor people’s heads. He says a working man
ought to get twenty-four shillings a week. Twenty-four
shillings!” (They all roar with laughter.) ¢ Eighteen
shillings is plenty for any laboring man. What would they
do with more if they had it? Drink it!” And he slaps
his thigh, leans back, and drains his tumbler of mon-
strously stiff whisky and water. This trait did not lose
any of its pungency before an audience which remembered
how a certain Lord Mayor had recently fixed eighteen shil-
lings as the highest wage any working man should look
for.

After the opening dialogue the action begins to develop.
Michael, the future city architect, is an almost incredibly
ingenuous youth. Ie only knows his father as the promi-
nent patriot, the liberal subscriber to charities. And he is
vastly overjoyed at the prospect, but he does not see how
it is to be accomplished. How exactly is Alderman Far-
relly going to secure favors from Alderman Sir John Bull,
the leading Unionist? How is he, Michael, going to con-
sent to receive them? Mr. O’Loskin has to explain that
Sir John Bull is a large employer of labor, and, no matter
what his politics, which is the better patriot, the man who
gives the means of livelihood to hundreds, or one of your
starveling fellows who goes about making trouble and stir-
ring up ill-will? Michael yields easily, for Michael is en-
gaged, and this will mean marriage; but the young lady,
Miss Delia, is not so sanguine. She has been infected with
the venom of Nolan, she distrusts Mr. O’Loskin, she warns
Michael against a trap. Nevertheless, Michael accepts.

Two months later finds him installed, and coming grad-
ually face to face with facts. Alderman Farrelly is right-
eously indignant because Michael has pedantically re-
ported that the foundations of the new asylum are being
laid with four feet of concrete instead of the stipulated
eight. Worse still, Michael has condemned, root and
branch, certain slum tenements—not knowing that they
are the joint property of Alderman Farrelly and his own
father. Here again one may observe that the audience bore
in mind how a rickety tenement owned by a prominent and
patriotic member of the Corporation had finally collapsed,
killing some of the inmates. Michael’s eyes are finally
opened completely by an interview with Mr. Nolan, and,
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Delia backing him, he takes his stand. In vain does Al-
derman Farrelly inclose a check for £500 as “ g wedding
present.” 1In vain does Mr. O’Loskin tear his paternal
hair. “Michael, I always thought you would take after
me. See what comes of giving a boy a good education.”
(That, I will be bold to say, is a stroke of irony worthy of
Swift himself.) Michael is obdurate, and the curtain falls
on his righteous protestations.

Up to a certain point, as will be evident, the thing is
purely analogous to Ibsen’s work—but might have been
written by one who had never read a line of that master.
Only, if Ibsen had drawn Michael as Mr. Ryan drew him,
and as Mr. Kelly represented him, there would certainly
have been a third act, showing, in a bitter sequel, Michael’s
surrender. This is a defect in the art, for Michael is ill-
drawn; and Miss Delia is rather a needlessly aggressive
young lady. But whatever Mr. O’Loskin and Mr. Farrelly
have to say and do is excellent, and the sentence which I
have quoted is a fair illustration of the irony which per-
vades the whole. And a wholly subordinate character,
Mrs. Macfadden, wife of the third town councilor, has an
admirable scene in which she speaks her mind of Miss
Delia and her extraordinary notions and goings on. Noth-
ing could be better played than this was by Miss Honor
Lavalle ; she was the Dublin Catholic bourgeoise to the life.

I do not say that the play was a masterpiece. I do say
that it was live art; and that here was a new force let loose
in Ireland: the clear sword of ridicule, deftly used from the
point of greatest vantage, striking home again and again.
Here there was no reference to the stranger; here was Ire-
land occupied with her own affairs, chastising her own cor-
ruption. I wish I could have been present on the Saturday
night when the programme began with ¢ The Laying of
Foundations’ and ended with ¢Cathleen ni Hoolihan.’
That would have been to see drama pass from its cauteriz-

. ing the ignoble to its fostering the noble in national life:

from the comedy of municipal corruption to the tragedy,
brief, indeed, but drawing centuries into its compass of
Ireland’s struggle for freedom.

It is necessary to explain for English readers that ** Cath-
leen ni Hoolihan ” was one of the names which poets in the
eighteenth century used to cloak, in the disguise of love-

e
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songs, their forbidden passion for Ireland; that the “ Shan
Van Vocht,” or “ Poor Old Woman,” was another of these
names; and that Killala, near which, in 1798, is laid the
scene of Mr. Yeats’ play, is the place where Humbert’s ill-
starred but glorious expedition made its landing. But
there was no need to tell all this to the Dublin audience.

The stage shows a peasant’s house, window at the back,
door on the right, hearth on the left. Three persons are in
the cottage, Peter Gillane, his wife Bridget, and their sec-
ond son Patrick. Outside is heard a distant noise of cheer-
ing, and they are wondering what it is all about. Patrick
goes to the window and sees nothing but an old woman
coming toward the house; but she turns aside. Then on
a sudden impulse he faces round and says, “ Do you re-
member what Winnie of the Cross Roads was saying the
other day about the strange woman that goes through the
country the time there’s war or trouble coming?” But
the father and mother are too busy with other thoughts to
attend to such fancies; for Bridget is spreading out her son
Michael’s wedding clothes, and Peter is expecting the boy
back with the girl’s fortune. A hundred pounds, no less.
Things have prospered with the Gillanes; and when
Michael, the fine young lad, comes in with the bag of
guineas he is radiant with thinking of the girl, Delia
Cahel, and Bridget is radiant with looking at him, and
Peter with handling the gold and planning all that can be
done with it. And through it all again and again breaks
the sound of distant cheering. Patrick goes off to learn
the cause, and Michael goes to the window in his turn.
He, too, sees the old woman, but this time she is coming to
the house, and her face is seen for a moment, pale like a
banshee’s, through the thick glass of the window. And
Michael shivers a little. “I°’d sooner a stranger not to
come to the house the night before the wedding.” But his
mother bids him open the door, and in walks the old way-
farer.

Miss Maud Gonne, as every one knows, is a woman of
superb stature and beauty; she is said to be an orator, and
she certainly has the gifts of voice and gesture. To the
courage and sincerity of her acting I can pay no better
tribute than to say that her entrance brought instantly
to my mind a half-mad old-wife in Donegal whom I have

[
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always known. She spoke in that sort of keening cadence
so frequent with beggars and others in Ireland who lament
their state. But for all that, tall and gaunt as she looked
under her cloak, she did not look and she was not meant to
look like a beggar; and as she took her seat by the fire, the
boy watched her curiously from across the stage. The old
people question her and she speaks of her travel on the
road.

BRrIDGET. It isa wonder you are not worn out with so much
wandering.

OLp WomaN, Sometimes my feet are tired and my hands are
quiet, but there is no quiet in my heart. When the people see me
quiet they think old age has come on me, and that all the stir has
gone out of me.

BriDGET. What was it put you astray ?

OLp WomAN. Too many strangers in the house.

BripgET. Indeed, you look as if you had had your share of
trouble.

OLp WouaN. I have had trouble indeed.

BribGET. What was it put the trouble on you ?

OLD WomaN. My land that was taken from me.

BrIDGET. Was it much land they took from you ¢

OLp WoMAN. My four beautiful green fields.

PETER (aside to Bridget). Do you think, could she be the
Widow Casey that was put out of her holding at Kilglas a while
ago ?

BRIDGET. She is not. I saw the Widow Casey one time at the
market in Ballina, a stout, fresh woman.

PETER (fo Old Woman). Did you hear a noise of cheering and
you coming up the hill ?

OLD WoMAN. I thought I heard the noise I used to hear when
my friends came to visit me.  (She begins singing half to herself.)

¢ T will go cry with the woman,
For yellow-haired Donough is dead, -
‘With a hempen rope for a neck-cloth,
And a white cloth on his head.”

The sound of her strange chant draws the boy over to her
as if by a fascination; and she tells him of the men that
had died for love of her.

¢ There was a red man of the O'Donnells from the North, and a
man of the O’Sullivans from the South, and there was one Brian
that lost his life at Clontarf by the sea, and there were a great
many in the West, some that died hundreds of years ago, and there
are some that will die to-morrow.”

The boy draws nearer to her, and plies her with ques-
tions, and the old people talk pityingly of the poor crea-
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ture that has lost her wits. They offer her bread and milk,
and Peter, under his wife’s reproaches, offers her a shil-
ling. But she refuses.

“If any man would give me help he must give me himself, he
must give me all.”

And Michael starts to go with her, to welcome the friends
that are coming to help her. But his mother interposes
sharply, with a note of terror, and she reminds him whom
it is he has to welcome. Then turning to the stranger—

Maybe you don’t know, ma’am, that my son is going to be mar-
ried to-morrow. ) ]

OLp WomaN. Itisnot a man going to his marriage that I look
to for help.

PETER (fo Bridget). Who is she, do you think, at all ?

BrRIDGET. You did not tell us your name yet, ma’am.

OLD WoMAN. Some call me the Poor Old Woman, and there are
some that call me Cathleen ni Hoolihan.

It sounds flat and cold when you write it down; it did
not sound cold when it was spoken. And the audience felt,
too, in a flash, all that lay in Peter’s comment, “ I think I
knew some one of that name once. It must have been some
one I knew when I was a boy.”

The stranger goes out then, chanting an uncanny chant,
after she has told them what the service means that she
asks of men. “ They that had red cheeks will have pale
cheeks for my sake; and for all that they will think they
are well paid.” And she leaves the boy in a kind of trance,
from which his mother tries to waken him with talk of his
wedding clothes. But as Bridget speaks the door is thrown
open, Patrick bursts in with the neighbors: ¢ There are
ships in the bay; the French are landing at Killala!”

Delia Cahel may come with him, may ecling about
Michael; but the chant is heard outside and the bride-
groom flings away the bride and rushes out, leaving them
all silent. Then old Peter crosses to Patrick and asks,
“ Did you see an old woman going down the path?” And
the lad answers, “I did not; but I saw a young gir! and
she had the walk of a queen.”

The actors played the piece as it was written; that is,
they lessened instead of heightening the dialect and the
brogue; they left the points unemphasized. But they had
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the house thrilling. I have never known altogether what
drama might be before. Take a concrete instance. Few
things in modern literature seem to me so fine as the third
act in ‘ Herod ’; few pieces of acting have pleased me bet-
ter than Mr. Tree’s in that scene. But I have never felt in
reading it over that I missed anything by lacking the stage
presentment, and I felt obscurely glad to be spared the
sense of an audience only half in sympathy. ¢Herod’
came to the audience from outside; Mr. Yeats put before
them in a symbol the thought of their own hearts. He had
such a response as is only found in England by the singers
of patriotic ditties in the music halls. “ Cathleen ni Hooli-
han ” is the Irish equivalent for the “ Absent-minded Beg-
gar ” or the “ Handy Man.” It is superfluous to do more
than suggest the parallel.

I do not for a moment mean to imply that these Irish
plays are worthy the attention of English managers.
There is no money in them. They will be played, no doubt,
a few times in Dublin, where Mr. Fay and his fellows have
taken a small house for occasional performances. They
will be played up and down through the country to people
paying sixpences and pennies for admission. Some of
them will, I hope, be produced by the Irish Literary So-
ciety in London for an Irish audience. But wherever they
are played they will represent a wholly different order
of dramatic art from that which prevails in the English
theater; and the difference will lie chiefly in their inten-
tion, first, in the fact that they are not designed to make
money.

Wherever they are played I hope they may find per-
formers so good as Mr. W. G. or Mr. F. J. Fay, or Mr.
Digges—an actor of extraordinary range, who played the
parts of Naisi, of Michael Gillane, and of Alderman Far-
relly, with equal success. The ladies of the company were
hardly equal to the men, but Miss M. Quinn and Miss M.
nic Shiubhlaigh both acted with fine intelligence. And the
whole company, by their absence of stage tricks, showed
the influence of Mr. Yeats, who is President of the com-
pany. , :

Part of the propaganda was an address delivered by him
on the scheme which he has so much at heart for establish-
ing a fixed manner by means of notation for speaking verse.
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I was unable to be present, but have heard his views before,
and have heard Miss Farr speak or chant verse on his
method, accompanying herself on a queer stringed instru-
ment.

The important thing is the deliberate attempt to re-estab-
lish what has never died out among Irish speakers—
a tradition of poetry with a traditional manner of speak-
ing it. Put briefly, it comes to this: Mr. Yeats and many
others wanted to write for Ireland, not for England, if
only because they believed that any sound art must ad-
dress itself to an audience which is coherent enough to
yield a response. The trouble was that Ireland had lost
altogether the desire to read, the desire for any art at all,
except, perhaps, that of eloquent speech—and even in that
her taste was rapidly degenerating. What the Gaelic
League has done is to infuse into Ireland the zeal for a
study which, as Dr. Starkie says, “is at heart disinter-
ested.” What Mr. Yeats and his friends have done is to
kindle in Ireland the desire for an art which is an art of
ideas. No matter in how small a part of Ireland the desire
is kindled, nothing spreads so quick as fire.

It is noticeable that Mr. Fay’s company has more and
more limited its efforts to two types of play—the prose
idyll, tragic or comic, of peasant life, and the poetic drama
of remote and legendary subjects. In the former kind a
new dramatist has revealed himself, Mr. J. M. Synge,
whose little masterpiece, ¢ Rivers to the Sea,” was the most
successful of five plays produced by the company at the
Royalty Theater in London in the spring of 1904. Mr.
Synge had not been heard of before, but his work in prose
is no less accomplished and complete than that of Mr.
Yeats in poetry, in the days of poetic plays. “A. E’s”
¢ Deirdre’ has been succeeded by Mr. Yeats’ Morality ¢ The
Hornglass,” written like it in cadenced prose, and this by
¢ The King’s Threshold’ and ¢ The Shadowy Waters” In
both of these plays we have heard Frank Fay and Maire nic
Shiubhaigh speak beautiful and dramatic verse as it is
seldom spoken, and in ¢ The Shadowy Waters,” especially,
what the piece lacked in dramatic quality was made up by
the mounting, which showed how much solemn beauty
could be achieved with little cost from common materials
handled by an artist.

Ty T



The Irish Drama. . XXV

It is satisfactory to add that a theater has been ar-
ranged in Dublin where these players will in future have
the advantages of a proper stage, however modest its di-

. =
Nhen friys

In September, 1903, we learn from an article by Mr. W.
B. Yeats in Samhain that the movement, the beginnings of
which Mr. Stephen Gwynn has chronicled in the foregoing,
has grown to such an extent that the year’s doings could not
be described in detail.

Father Dineen, Father O’Leary, P. Colum, and Dr. Hyde
produced new plays which, with those by “A. E.” Mr.
Cousins, Mr. Ryan, W. B. Yeats, Dr. Hyde, Lady Gregory,
ete., were witnessed not only by thousands throughout the
length and breadth of Ireland, but by large and apprecia-
tive audiences in London as well. The Irish Literary
Society of New York also has been active in presenting
several of these plays, and the effect of the new-born Irish
drama is being strongly felt in this country also.

Let Lady Gregory say the last word on this subject:

“ There has always, on the part of the Irish people, been
a great taste for dramatic dialogue. The ¢ Arguments of
Oisin and Patrick’ are repeated by peasants for hours to-
gether with the keenest delight and appreciation. Other
dramatic ‘ arguments’ appeal to them—the ‘ Argument of
Raftery with Death,” the ‘¢ Argument of Raftery .with
Whisky,’” or the argument between a Connaught herd and a
Munster herd as to the qualities of the two provinces.
These old pieces are recited and followed with excitement,
showing how naturally the dramatic sense appeals to the
Celtic nature. It is curious, therefore, that only now
should Irish drama be finding its full expression, and not at
all curious that it has taken such a hold upon the country.
The dramatic movement has made really an enduring im-
pression upon the life and intellectual activity of the
people.,”—[C. W.
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THE MODERN LITERATURE OF THE IRISH
LANGUAGE.

Wr shall see in this last volume specimens of the ordinary
Irish language of the people, as they have had it for the last
couple of hundred years, and as they have it now. There is
nothing but modern Irish to be found in this volume, and
hence the reader must form his own opinion of the old Irish
literature by the help of the English translations that have
been given in the other volumes. We give here no old Irish,
because it is too difficult to understand for any person who
has not made a special study of it.

There are stories, songs and sayings of the people themselves
to be found in this book, and a great many of these have
been written down by scholars from the mouths of old people
in Ireland who did not know how to read and write their
own language. But there is another portion of the book
which is the work of the cleverest writers, the work of writers
who are making a modern literature for the people of Ireland
to-day, such as Father Peter O'Leary, James Doyle, Conan Maol
(O’Shea), Patrick O’Leary, Thomas Hayes, Father Dinneen,
Miss O’Farrelly, Tadhg O’Donoghue, and others.

It is a very difficult thing to put correct tasteful English
upon Irish, for it is my opinion that there are no two languages
in the lands of Christendom which differ more between them-
selves than they do. And although they have been so long
standing side by side upon one island, very little is the trace
that either of them has left upon the other, and it is very
little that the people who speak then: have learned from one
another either.

The schools of Ireland also, are, alas, under the dominance
of people to whom the English Government has given the
control over them, and these people have always been against
the Irish, and against the language of the country. Not one
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of them knows anything about it, more than so many asses
or bullocks. Four of these men are judges from the courts
of law, who have no particle of knowledge about education;
but since their ordinary work is to condemn the guilty, they
condemn the people of Ireland, sentencing them to life-long
ignorance about the things that concern themselves and their
country. Another of them is the Provost of Trinity College,
that place that is Fuath na nGaedheal, and a great number
more of them are wealthy country gentlemen, without any
special knowledge of schools or scholarship; and these men
practically forbade the Irish language to be taught in the
schools or to be spoken to the scholars until three or four years
ago. A change has come now. God grant that it may be a
lasting one!

I do not think that there was ever any other country in
the lands of Christendom in which such a scandal was to
be witnessed as in Ireland—masters and mistresses of schools
who did not know a word of Irish, “ teaching” (!) children who
did not know a word of English! It is no wonder that the
spirit of literature was banished out of the people, and that
all instruction, intelligence, wisdom and natural ability, that
had come down to them from their ancestors before them, were
driven out of them. But now—thanks to the Gaelic League—
the Irish language is coming to itself again, and it is evident
at last to the whole world that if Ireland is to be a nation
apart, or anything at all except an ugly English county,
(imitating, in a manner lifeless, feeble, and cold, the manners
of the English), she must turn to her own language again,
and create herself a new literature in it.

And Ireland is beginning to do this, even already, and
there are specimens of what she is doing in this book. These—
the works of the last ten years—are yet nothing but the first
gring blossoms. The summer is to come with the help of

od.

THE KING OF THE BLACK DESERT.

This story was told by one Laurence O’Flynn, from near Swinford, in
the County Mayo, to my friend, the late F. O’Conor, of Athlone, from
whom I got it in Irish. It is the eleventh story in the “Sgeuluidhe
Gaodhalach.”—Douglas Hyde. 1

When O’Conor was king over Ireland, he was living in
Rathcroghan of Connacht.  He had one son, but he, when he
grew up, was wild, and the king could not control him,
because he would have his own will in everything.

233
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One morning he went out

His hound at his foot,
And his hawk on his hand,
And his fine black horse to bear him,

and he went forward, singing a verse of a song to himself,
until he came as far as a big bush that was growing on the
brink of a glen. There was a gray old man sitting at the
foot of the bush, and he said, “ King's son, if you are able to
play as well as you are able to sing songs, I should like to
play a game with you.” The King’s son thought that it was
a silly old man that was in it, and he alighted, threw bridle
over branch, and sat down by the side of the gray old man.

The old man drew out a pack of cards and asked, *“ Can
you play these? ”

“T can,” said the King’s son.

“ What shall we play for? ” said the gray old man.

“ Anything you wish,” says the King’s son.

“ All right; if I win, you must do for me anything I shall
ask of you, and if you win I must do for you anything you
ask of me,” says the gray old man.

“ I'm satisfied,” says the King’s son.

They played the gamse, and the King’s son beat the gray
old man. Then he said, ‘“ What would you like me to do
for you, King’s son?”

“T won’t ask you to do anything for me,” says the King’s
son, “I think that you are not able to do much.”

“Don’t mind that,” said the old man. * You must ask me
to do something. I never lost a bet yet that I wasn’t able to

ay it.”
; Xs I said, the King’s son thought that it was a silly old
man that was in it, and to satisfy him he said to him—*" Take
the head of my stepmother and put a goat’s head on her for
a week.”
“T1l do that for you,” said the gray old man.
The King’s son went a-riding on his horse

His hound at his foot,
His hawk on his hand—

and he faced for another place, and never thought more about
the gray old man until he came home.

He found a cry and great grief before him in the castle. The
servants told him that an enchanter had come into the room
where the Queen was, and had put a goat’s head on her in place

of her own head.
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“By my hand, but that's a wonderful thing,” says the
King's son. “If I had been at home I'd have whipped the
head off him with my sword.”

There was great grief on the King, and he sent for a wise
councillor and asked him did he know how the thing happened
to the Queen.

“Indeed, I cannot tell you that,” said he, “it’s a work of
enchantment.”

The King’s son did not let on that he had any knowledge
of the matter, but on the morrow morning he went out )

His hound at his foot,
His hawk on his hand,
And his fine black horse to bear him,

and he never drew rein until he came as far as the big bush
on the brink of the glen. The gray old man was sitting there
under the bush and said, “ King’s son, will you have a game
to-day?” The King’s son got down and said, “ I will.” With
that he threw bridle over branch and sat down by the side
of the old man. He drew out the cards and asked the King’s
son did he get the thing he had won yesterday.

“That’s all right,” says the King’s son.

“We'll play for the same bet to-day,” says the gray old man.

“T'm satisfied,” said the King’s son.

They played—the King’s son won. * What would you like
me to do for you this time?” says the gray old man. The
King’s son thought and said to himself, “ I'll give him a hard
job this time.” Then he said, ‘“‘there’s a field of seven acres
at the back of my father’s castle, let it be filled to-morrow
morning with cows, and no two of them to be of one colour
or one height or one age.”

‘“ That shall be done,” says the gray old man.

The King’s son went riding on his horse,

His hound at his foot,
His hawk on his hand,

and faced for home. The King was sorrowful about the Queen;
there were doctors out of every place in Ireland, but they
could not do her any good.

On the morning of the next day the King’s herd went out
early, and he saw the field at the back of the castle filled with
cows, and no two of them of the same color, the same age,
or the same height. He went in and told the King the
wonderful news. ‘“Go and drive them out,” says the King.
The herd got men, and went with them driving out the cows,
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but no sooner would he put them out on one side than they
would come in on the other. The herd went to the King again.
and told him that all the men that were in Ireland would not
be able to put out these cows that were in the field. *“ They’ro
enchanted cows,” said the King.

When the King’s son saw the cows he said to himself, “ T'll
have another game with the gray man to-day!” That
morning he went out,

His hound at his foot,
His hawk on his hand,
And his fine black horse to bear him,

and he never drew rein till he came as far as the big bush
on the brink of the glen. The gray old man was there before
him, and asked him would he have a game of cards.

“I will,” says the King’s son, ‘“but you know well that I
can beat you playing cards.”

“We'll have another game, then,” says the gray old man.
“Did you ever play ball?”

“I did, indeed,” says the King’s son; “but I think that
you are too old to play ball, and, besides that, we have no
place here to play it.”

“If you're contented to play, I'll find a place,” says the
gray old man.

“I'm contented,” says the King’s son.

“ Follow me,” says the gray old man.

The King’s son followed him through the glen until he came
to a fine green hill. There he drew out a little enchanted rod,
spoke some words which the King’s son did not understand,
and after a moment the hill opened and the two went in, and
they passed through a number of splendid halls until they
came out into a garden. There was everything finer than
another in that garden, and at the bottom of the garden there
was a place for playing ball. They threw up a piece of silver
to see who would have hand-in, and the gray old man got it.

They began then, and the gray old man never stopped until
he won out the game. The King’s son did not know what he
would do. At last he asked the old man what would he desire
him to do for him.

“I am King over the Black Desert, and you must find out
myself and my dwelling-place within a year and a day, or
I shall find you out and you shall lose your head.” ;

Then he brought the King’s son out the same way by which
he went in. The green hill closed behind them, and the gray

old man disappeared out of sight.
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The King’s son went home, riding on his horse,

His hound at his foot,
His hawk on his hand,

and he sorrowful enough.

That evening the King observed that there was grief and
great trouble on his young son, and when he went to sleep
the King and every person that was in the castle heard heavy
sighing and ravings from him. The King was in grief—a
goat’s head to be on the Queen; but he was seven times worse
when they told him the (whole) story how it happened from
beginning to end.

He sent for a wise councillor and asked him did he know
where the King of the Black Desert was living.

“TI do not, indeed,” said he, “ but as sure as there’s a tail
on a cat, unless the young heir finds out that enchanter he
will lose his head.”

There was great grief that day in the castle of the King.
There was a goat’s head on the Queen, and the King's son
was going searching for an enchanter, without knowing
whether he would ever come back. ‘

After a week the goat’s head was taken off the Queen, and
her own head was put upon her. When she heard of how
the goat’s head was put upon her, a great hate came upon
her against the King’s son, and she said, “ That he may never
come back alive or dead!”

Of a Monday morning he left his blessing with his father
and his kindred, his traveling bag was bound upon his shoulder,
and he went,

His hound at his foot,
His hawk on his hand, .
And his fine black horse to bear him.

He walked that day until the sun was gone beneath the
shadow of the hills and till the darkness of the night was
coming, without knowing where he could get lodgings. He
noticed a large wood on his left-hand side, and he drew
towards it as quickly as he could, hoping to spend the night
under the shelter of the trees. e sat down at the foot of a
large oak tree, and opened his traveling bag to take some food
and drink, when he saw a great eagle coming towards him.

“ Do not be afraid of me, King's son; I know you, you are
the son of O’Conor, King of Ireland. I am a friend, and if
you grant me your horse to give to eat to four hungry birds



3722 Rig an Paraig Ouib.

4TA 4TamM, bEANLArd mire nior puroe ‘nd Do HBEANFaD DO Eapall
ti, agur 0’éromp TO TCuippinn Th Ap LONS 4an TE aTA TH ‘TOpUg-
eact.”

“ Tig Leat an capdll 00 beit agao azur pditce,’
(g, ““ cro sup bonac mé 43 rEanamainc teip.”’

““ T& 50 malt, bEérd mire ann 10 At Maroin amipac Lle h-éinge
na gpéne.”  Ann rin 0’forsail ri 4 Sob MmO, fug Speim Ap an
Scapall, Buail 4 V& taoid anagard "a ¢éite, Leathnmy 4 11514T4N,
AZup 01m1g 4r amdqc.

01¢ agur ©'6L an mac fig 4 PAIT, cuit an mala-r1abal £aol
na ¢eann, AZUr niop BEavA SO paIb ré ‘na ¢00L4aD, ATUL Niof
BOIME 1Eé TO OTAIMT An T-10L4p ATur Sup dubapc: “ TE ré 1
n-am ofitnn Be1t 'S 1mLeadt, T 4IrTeAp £404 N6thainn, beip gpeim
4 00 1hala aSup LM ruar ap mo Opuim.”’

“ Aéc, mo bpon !’ ap retrean, ¢ caitprd mé rgapamaInt Le mo
¢4 agur le mo peabac.”

“N4& viod bpon onc,” ap tire; “VEO 1140 4nn 1O 161NAD
nuaip tluctar Th an air.”’

Ann pin Léim 1é rudr 4 A opuim, SLAC rire 1S1atan, asur A
50 bpat Létte ran aén.  Tug 1i € Tap énocald aTur gleanncad,
tap muip Mo agur Tap coillcid, sup faotl 1ré SO pad ré 43
neipesad an oorain.  Nuaip B an Fian 43 oul £401 r3iite na
3enoc, tAImS i 5O Talam 1 LAp ridrard mop, asur oubanc e :
““Lean an cardn an taoid 0o Ldithe ‘veire, ATUT DEANPATD 1€ Th
50 Teat capao. Carlerd mire pilledad 4t air Le roldtan 00
m’éantat.”

Lean reipean an cardn, agup niop Hraoa To OTANF 1€ TO DT
AN TeAE, ATUr ¢uard 1é arceac.  Di rean-ouine L4t *na puroe ‘pan
seoipneull ; '0’é1ug ré 7 oubaipc,  Ceun mile pdilte N6Ma0, 4
Mic Rig ar Rat-Cpuacan Connace.”

“Ni’L e6lar aSamM-14 ONNT,” 4Apt 14N mac (S,

“ Di artne agam-r4a 4p 00 fean-atan,”’ an pan rean ouine LT ;
“ purd rior; 1r 0615 SO BFUIL TANT AJUT ocpiur opc.”’

“Ni’L mé raon uats,” ap ran mac piz.  Duail an rean ouine 4
V4 HOIT AnaSard 4 céile, agur TAIMT beipT feipdirest, asur Leas-
4D4 LOVD Le MAINT-feodtl, caoifi-fedtl, muic-fedil agupy Le neafnc
ApAin 1 LACAI an mMic pig, AJur DUBAINT an rean ouine teip: “1¢
ASUT 6L 00 41T, B’E101 5O MLUD £.4D4 TO BrUISEID TH 4 Letéro
apir.” 01 agur 0’6l ré o1lesad 4ZUr bud tinan ler, ASur tug
burdeacar an 4 fon.

Ann pin OubAIT An resn dulne, “T& TH DUl 43 TONUIEEAET
Rig an Tarag Ouid ; TeE 43 COOLAD Anoir, ATJUT acard mipe
Tpe mo lesabnaid Le peucdaint an 'oTI5 Liom Jic-¢omnuroe an (i

’ A TAN mac




The King of the Black Desert. 3723

that I have, I shall bear you farther than your horse
would bear you, and, perhaps, I would put you on the track
of him you are looking for.” ’

“You can have the horse, and welcome,” says the King’s
son, “although I am sorrowful at parting from him.”

“ All right, I shall be here to-morrow at sunrise.” With
that she opened her great gob, caught hold of the horse, struck
in his two sides against one another, took wing, and
disappeared out of sight.

The King’s son ate and drank his enough, put his traveling
bag under his head, and it was not long till he was asleep,
and he never woke until the eagle came and said, “It is
time for us to be going, there is a long journey before us;
take hold of your bag and leap up upon my back.”

“ But my grief!” says he, “I must part from my hound
and my hawk.”

“Do not be grieved,” says she, “ they will be here before
you when you come back.”

Then he leaped up on her back; she took wing, and oft
and away with her through the air. She brought him across
hills and hollows, over a great sea, and over woods, till he
thought that he was at the end of the world. When the sun was
going under the shadow of the hills she came to earth in the
midst of a great desert, and said to him, * Follow the path on
your right-hand side, and it will bring you to the house of a
friend. I must return again to provide for my birds.”

He followed the path, and it was not long till he came to
the house, he went in. There was a gray old man sitting
in the corner. He rose and said, “ A hundred thousand
welcomes tc you, King’s son, from Rathcroghan of Connacht.”

“I have no knowledge of you,” said the King's son.

“T was acquainted with your grandfather,” sald the gray
old man. “Sit down; no doubt there is hunger and thirst
on you.”

“T am not free from them,” said the King’s son.

The old man then smote his two palms against one another,
and two servants came and laid a board with beef, mutton,
pork, and plenty of bread before the King's son, and the old
man said to him, “ Eat and drink your enough. Perhaps it
may be a long time before you get the like again.” .

He ate and drank as much as he desired, and thanked him
for it.

Then the old man said, “You are going seeking for the
King of the Black Desert; go to sleep now, and I will go

ES
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through my books to see if I can find out the dwelling-place
of that King.” Then he smote his palms (together), and a
servant came, and he told him, ‘“Take the King’s son to his
chamber.” He took him to a fine chamber, and it was not
long till he fell asleep.

On the morning of the next day the old man came and said,
“Rise up, there is a long journey before you. You must
do five hundred miles before midday.”

“T could not do it,” said the King’s son.

“1If you are a good rider I will give you a horse that will
bring you over the journey.”

“I will do as you say,” said the King's son.

The old man gave him plenty to eat and to drink and,
when he was satisfied, he gave him a little white garran and
said, “ Give the garran his head, and when he stops look up
into the air, and you will see three swans as white as snow.
Those are the three daughters of the King of the Black Desert.
There will be a green napkin in the mouth of one of them,
that is the youngest daughter, and there is not anyone alive
except her who could bring you to the house of the King of
the Black Desert. When the garran stops you will be near
a lake, the three swans will come to land on the brink of
that lake, and they will make three young women of them-
selves, and they will go into the lake swimming and dancing.
Keep your eye on the green napkin, and when you get the
young women in the lake go and get the napkin, and do not
part with it. Go into hiding under a tree, and when the
young women will come out two of them will make swans
of themselves, and will go away in the air. Then the youngest
daughter will say, ‘I will do anything for him who will give
me my napkin.’ Come forward then and give her the napkin,
and say that there is nothing you want but o bring you to
her father’s house, and tell her that you are a king’s son from
a powerful country.” ; L :

The King’s son did everything as the old man desired him,
and when he gave the napkin to the daughter of the King
of the Black Desert he said, “ T -am the son of 0’Conor, King
of Connacht. Bring me to your father. Long am I seeking
him.”

“ Would not it be better for me to do something else for you? ™
said she.

“I do not want anything else,” sdid he. ; :

“If I show you the house will you not be satisfied? ” said
she.
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“ T will be satisfied,” said he.

“ Now,” said she, “ upon your life do not tell my father that
it was I who brought you to his house, and I shall be a good
friend to you, but let on,” said she, “that you have great
powers of enchantment.”

“I will do as you say,” says he.

Then she made a swan of herself and said, *“ Leap up on
my back and put your hands under my neck, and keep a
hard hold.”

He did so, and she shook her wings, and off and away with
her over hills and over glens, over sea and over mountains,
until she came to earth as the sun was going under. Then
she said to him, “ Do you see that great house yonder? That
is my father’s house. Farewell. Any time you are in
danger I shall be at your side.” Then she went from him.

The King's son came to the house and went in, and whom
should he see sitting in a golden chair but the gray old man
who had played the cards and the ball with him.

“King’s son,” said he, “I see that you found me out before
the day and the year. How long since you left home? ”

* This morning when I was rising out of my bed I saw a
rainbow; I gave a leap, spread my two legs on it and slid
as far as this.”

“By my hand, it was a great feat you performed,” said
the old King.

“T could do a more wonderful thing than that if I chose,”
said the King’s son.

“T have three things for you to do,” says the old King, “ and
if you are able to do them you shall have the choice of my
three daughters for wife, and unless you are able to do them
you shall lose your head, as a good many other young men
have lost it before you.” oy

Then he said, “there be’s neither eating nor drinking
in my house except once in the week, and we had it this
morning.”

“Tt's all one to me,” said the King’s son, “I could fast
for a month if I were on a pinch.” :

“ No doubt you can go without sleep also,” says the old King.

“T can, without doubt,” said the King’s son.

“You shall have a hard bed to-night, then,” says the old
King. “Come with me till I show 1t to you.” He brought
him out then and showed him a great tree with a fork in it, and
said, “ Get up there and sleep in the fork, and be ready with
the rise of the sun.”
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He went up into the fork, but as soon as the old King was
asleep the young daughter came and brought him into a fine
room and kept him there until the old King was about to rise.
Then she put him out again into the fork of the tree.

With the rise of the sun the old King came to him and
said, * Come down now, and come with me until I show you
the thing that you have to do to-day.”

He brought the King’s son to the brink of a lake and showed
him an old castle, and said to him, “ Throw every stone in
that castle out into the loch, and let you have it done before
the sun goes down in the evening.” He went away from him
then.

The King’s son began working, but the stones were stuck to
one another so fast that he was not able to raise one of them,
and if he were to be working until this day, there would not
be one stone out of the castle. He sat down then, thinking
what he ought to do, and it was not long until the daughtex
of the old King came to him and said, “ What is the cause of
your grief? ” He told her the work which he had to do. ““Let
that put no grief on you, I will do it,” said she. Then she
gave him bread, meat, and wine, pulled out a little enchanted
rod, struck a blow on the old castle, and in a moment every
stone of it was at the bottom of the lake. * Now,” said she,
“ do not tell my father that it was I who did the work for you.”

When .the sun was going down in the evening, the old King
came and said, “I see that you have your day’s work done.”

“T have,” said the King’s son; “I can do any work at all.”

The old King thought now that the King’s son had great
powers of enchantment, and he said to him, “ Your day’s
work for to-morrow is to lift the stones out of the loch, and tc
set up the castle again as it was before.”

He brought the King’s son home and said to him, “Go to
sleep in the place where you were last night.”

When the old King went to sleep the young daughter came
and brought him into her own chamber and kept him there
till the old King was about to rise in the morning. ~Then
she put him out again in the fork of the tree.

At sunrise the old King came and said, “It’s time for you
to get to work.” :

“There’s no hurry on me at all,” says the King’s son,
“ because I know I can readily do my day’s work.”

He went then to the brink of the lake, but he was not able
to see a stone, the water was that black. He sat down on a

rock, and it was not long until Finnuala—that was the name
234
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of the old King’s daughter—came to him and said, “ What
have you to do to-day?” He told her, and she said, “ Let
there be no grief on you. I can do that work for you.” Then
she gave him bread, beef, mutton, and wine. After that she
drew out the little enchanted rod, smote the water of the lake
with it, and in a moment the old castle was set up as it had
been the day before. Then she said to him—* On your life,
don’t tell my father that I did this work for you, or that you
have any knowledge of me at all.”

On the evening of that day the old King came and said,
“T see that you have the day’s work done.”

“I have,” said the King’s son, * that was an easy-done job.”

Then the cld King thought that the King’s son had more
power of enchantment than he had himself, and he said, *“ You
have only one other thing to do.” He brought him home then,
and put him to sleep in the fork of the tree, but Finnuala came
and put him in her own chamber, and in the morning she
sent him out again into the tree. At sunrise the old King came
to him and said: ““ Come with me till I show you your day’s
work.”

He brought the King’s son to a great glen, and showed him
a well, and said, ‘“ My grandmother lost a ring in that well, and
do you get it for me before the sun goes under this morning.”

Now, this well was one hundred feet deep and twenty feet
round about, and it was filled with water, and there was an
army out of hell watching the ring. ]

When the old King went away Finnuala came and asked,
“ What have you to do to-day?” He told her, and she said,
“That is a difficult task, but I shall do my best to save your
life.” Then she gave him beef, bread, and wine. Then she
made a sea-bird of herself, and went down into the well.
It was not long till he saw smoke and lightning coming up
out of the well, and (he heard) a sound like loud thunder, z.md
anyone who would be listening to that noise he would think
that the army of hell was fighting. ; J

At the end of a while the smoke went away, the lightning
and thunder ceased, and Finnuala came up with the ring.
She handed the ring to the King’s son, and said, “I won
the battle, and your life is saved. But, lopk,. the little finger
of my right hand is broken; but perhaps it is a lucky thing
that it was broken. When my father comes do not give him
the ring, but threaten him stoutly. He will bring you then
to choose your wife, and this is how you shall make your
choice. I and my sisters will be in a room, there will be &
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hole in the door, and we shall all put our hands out in a
cluster. You will put your hand through the hole, and the
hand that you will keep hold of when my father will open
the door that is the hand of her you shall have for wife. You
can know me by my broken little finger.”

“I can; and the love of my heart you are, Finnuala,” says
the King’s son.

On the evening of th t day the old King came and asked,
“ Did you get my grandmother’s ring? ”

“I did, indeed,” says the King’s son; * there was an army
out of hell guarding it, but I beat them; and I would beat
seven times as many. Don’t you know I'm a Connachtman? ”

“ Give me the ring,” says the old King.

“Indeed I won't give it,” says he; “I fought hard for it;
but do you give me my wife, I want to be going.”

The old King brought him in and said, “ My three daughters
are in that room before you. The hand of each of them is
stretched out, and she on whom you will keep your hold until
I open the door, that one is your wife.”

The King’s son thrust his hand through the hole that was
in the door, and caught hold of the hand with the broken
little finger, and kept a tight hold of it until the old King
opened the door of the room.

“This is my wife,” said the King's son. *Give me now
your daughter’s fortune.”

“She has no fortune to get, but the brown slender steed
to bring you home, and that ye may never come back, alive
or dead!” i

The King’s son and Finnuala went riding on the brown
slender steed, and it was not long till they came to the wood
where the King’s son left his hound and his hawk. They were
there before him, together with his fine black horse. He sent
the brown slender steed back then. He set Finnuala riding
on his horse, and leaped up himself.

His hound at his heel,
His hawk on his hand,

and he never stopped till he came to Rathcroghan.

There was great welcome before him there, and it was not
long till himself and Finnuala were married. They spent a
long prosperous life; but it is scarcely that (even) the track
of this old castle is to be found to-day in Rathcroghan of
Connacht.

Cpiioé,
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COIRNIN OF THE FURZE
(Translated by Douglas Hyde.)

Lonc ago, in the olden time, there was a widow, whose name
was Bridget O’Grady, living in the County Galway. She had
an only son, whose name was Teig. He was born a month
after his father’s death in a little wood of furze that was grow-
ing on the side of a hill near the house. For that reason the
people called him * Coirnin* of the Furze” as a nickname.
The poor woman was suddenly taken ill as she was driving
the cows up the side of the hill.

When Teig was born he was a fine infant, and grew well
till he was four years of age, but from that time on he did not
grow an inch until he was thirteen, nor did he put a foot under
him to walk a step, but he was able to go quickly enough on
his two hands and his back, and if he wculd hear anyone
coming to the house he would strike his two hands under him,
and would go of a single leap from the fire to the door, and
he would put a hundred thousand welcomes before whoever
came. The youth of the village liked him greatly, for they
used to get great amusement out of him every night. From
the time he was seven years of age he was handy and useful
to his mother, and to his grandmother who was living in the
one house with him. In the harvest time he used to go on
his hands and his back up the side of the hill, and he used to
be eating the furze blossoms like a goat. There was a little
river on it there, between the house and the hill, and he used
to go over the river of a leap, as airy as a hare.

The grandmother was a silly old woman; she was deaf and
almost dumb, and many was the fight herself and Teig used
to have.

One day the mother said to Teig, *Teigeen, I must put a
leather seat on your breeches; I'm destroyed buying frieze, and
as soon as I have it done, you must go to a tailor to learn a
trade.”

“By my word,” says Teig, “ that is not the trade I'll have.
A tailor is only the ninth part of a man. If you give me a
trade at all, make a piper of me. I've a great liking for the
music.”

“Let it be so,” says the mother. The day after that she
went to the town to get the leather, and when the little lads of

* Pronounced ‘¢ Curneen.”
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the village found that the mother was gone, they got a buck
goat that belonged to lame Paddy Kelly, and they put Coirnin
riding on it. Off and away with the buck, bleating as loud as
he could, and Coirnin on his back screeching like a person out
of his senses, with fear lest he should fall, and the boys of
the village after him. The buck faced for Paddy’s cottage;
and when Paddy saw the buck and his rider coming he thought.
that it was the old boy that was coming for him. Paddy had
not walked a step for seven years before that, but when he saw
the buck coming in at the door he went of a single leap out
through the window, and called on the neighbors to save him
from the devil that was after him.

The boys were laughing and clapping their hands till they
set the buck mad, and off again with him, out of the house.
When Paddy saw him coming the second time, off and away
with him, and the buck with Coirnin on his back after him.
There were long horns on the buck, and Coirnin had the
“ drowning man’s grip”’ on them. Paddy faced for Galway,
with the buck following him. The ery rose, and the people of
the villages on each side of the road came out, and such shouting
there never was before in the County Galway. Paddy never
stopped till he came into the City of Galway, and the buck and
his rider at his heels. It was a market day, and the streets were
filled with people. Paddy began crying and yelling on the
people to save him, and they were making a mock of him.
He went up one street and down another street, and he was
going until the sun was setting in the evening.

Coirnin saw fine apples on a board, and an old woman near
them, and there came a great wish on him to have a share of
the apples. He loosed his grasp on the buck’s horns, and went
with a leap on the board of apples. Away for ever with the
old woman, and she left the apples behind her, for she was
half dead with the fright.

It was not long that Coirnin was eating the apples, when
his mother came by, and when she saw Coirnin she cut the
sign of the Cross on herself, and she said—" In the name of
God, Coirnin, what brought you here?” g

“ Ask that of Paddy Kelly and his buck goat; there’s luck
on you, mother, that my neck is not broken.”

She put Coirnin into her apron and faced for home.

But it's curious the thing that Happened to Paddy Kelly.
When Coirnin parted with the buck, the animal followed Paddy
out on the high road, came up with him, put his two horns under
him, threw Paddy upon his own back, and never stood still
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till he came home. Paddy came off at the door, and the buck
fell dead at the threshold. Paddy went to sleep, for he was
half dead and it was late in the night, and when he arose in
the morning the buck was not to be got alive or dead; and
all the people said that it was an enchanted buck that was in
it. Anyway it gave power to walk to Paddy Kelly, a thing he
had not had for seven years before that.

The story went through the country till every man, woman,
and child in the County of Galway heard it, and many was the
version that was on it before the evening of that day. Some
said it was an enchanted buck that Padd had, and that he
was in league with it; others said that Coirnin was a fairy
man, and that it would be right to burn him.

That night Coirnin told everything about the way the buck
took him to Galway, and the boys came to Bridget O’Grady’s
house, and they had great fun listening to Coirnin telling
about the ride that he had to Galway on the back of Paddy
Kelly’s buck, and everything that happened him throughout
the day.

That night when Coirnin went to bed some sorrow came over
him, and instead of sleeping he began sighing. His mother
asked him what was on him. He said that he did not know.

“ There’s nothing on you but nonsense,” says she. * Stop
that sighing and let us sleep.” But he did not stop till morn-
ing.

In the morning he was not able to eat a morsel, and he said
to his mother—

“T'll go out till I see if the air will do me good.”

“ Maybe it would,” says she.

With that he struck his hands under him and went of one
leap to the door, and out with him. He faced for the furze,
and he did not stop till he came in amongst it. He stretched
himself between two bushes, and it was not long till he was
asleep. He had a dream that the buck was beside him trying
to make him talk. He awoke, but instead of the buck there
was a fine wizard man beside him, and he said, “ Coirnin,
don’t be afraid of me; I'm a friend, and I’m here to give you
profitable counsel if you will take it from me. You are a
cripple since you were born, and a laughing-stock to the boys
of the village; I am the buck goat that took you to Galway,
but I am changed now to the form in which you see me. I
was not able to get the change till I should have given you that
ride, and now I have great power. I would have cured you on
the spot, but the neighbors would have said that you were in
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league with the fairies, and you would not have been able to
take that opinion from them. You are seated now in exactly
the same spot you were born in, and there is a pot of gold
within a foot of your back, but you are not to touch it yet,
because you would not be able to make a good use of it. Go
home now, and to-morrow morning tell your mother that you
had a fine dream, that there was a herb growing beside
the river that would bring walk and activity to you. Tell the
same thing to her three mornings after each other, and she
will believe that it is true. When you go seeking the herb,
you will find it growing down from the big washing stone that
1s on the edge of the river. Take it with you, and boil it, and
drink the juice, and you will be able to run a race against
any boy in the parish. There will be wonder on the people
at first, but that won’t last long. You will be thirteen years
old that day. Come in the night to this place. I will have the
pot of gold lifted, but for your life keep your intentions to

yourself, and don’t tell any person at all that you saw me. Go
now; farewell.”

Coirnin promised that he would do everything the little
wizard man told him, and he came home joyous enough. The
mother observed that he was not so gloomy as he was before
he went out, and she said—

“T think, son, the air did you good.”

“Tt did, indeed,” says he, “and give me something to
eat now.”

That night, instead of being sighing, he slept finely, and in
the morning he said to his mother—*“ I had a fine dream last
night, mother.”

“Don’t give any importance to a dream,” says the mother,
“it’s contrary they fall out.”

“ Coirnin spent the day thinking on the discourse he had
with the little wizard man and of the great riches he was to
get. In the morning the next day he said to his mother—* 1
had that fine dream again last night.”

“May God increase the good and may He decrease the bad,”
says his mother. I often heard that if a person had the same
dream three nignts after other, it would be true.”

The third morning Coirnin got up early and said to his
mother, “I had that fine dream again last night, and since
it chanced that it came to me three nights after other T'll go
to see if there is any truth in it. I saw an herb in my dream
that would give my walk and my activity to me.”
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* Did you see in your dream where the herb.was growing ?”
says the mother,

“1 did, indeed,” says he; “it’s growing beside the big wash-
ing stone that’s at the edgs of the river.”

. “Indeed there’s no herb growing near tne washing stone,”
says his mother. “I was in that place often, and it could not
be in it unbeknownst to me.”

“ Maybe it grew in it since,” says Coirnin, “and I'll go to
look for it.”

He struck his two hands under him, and went at one leap
to the door, and out with him. It was not long till he was
at the washing stone, and he found the herb. He gave leaps
like a deer that a hound would be following, coming home
with excessive joy.

“ Mother,” says he, *my dream was true for me. I got the
herb. Put down the pot for me, and boil it for me.”

The mother put the herb in the pot and about a quart of
water with it, and when it was boiled and the juice’ cold,
Coirnin drank it. It was not a moment inside him when he
stood upon his feet and began running up and down. There
was great astonishment on his mother. She began giving
a thousand glories and praises to God. Then she called the
neighbors and told them Coirnin’s dream and how he got the
use of his feet. There was great joy on them all, for Bridget
g’Grady .was a good neighbor, and they all had a regard for

er.

That night the boys of the village gathered in to make
rejoicing with Coirnin and his mother. When they were all

- discoursing who should walk in but Paddy Kelly! They were

all talking of how Coirnin got his walk, and the activity of
his bones.

“Indeed, it’s to myself he has a right to be thankful; it’s
the jolting my buck goat gave him that did the work, and
everyone knows that the ride he took gave me back the use
of my feet again. Och! my grief that my fine buck died!”

“You lie! ” says Coirnin; “it’s the herb that cured me. I
had a dream three nights after other that the herb would cure
me, and my mother can prove it that I was a cripple after
coming from Galway till I drank the juice of the herb.”

“I'd take my oath that my son is telling the clean truth,”
says his mother. Then each of the people began mocking
Paddy, till he went out.

Everything went well with Coirnin and his mother after

that. One night, when his mother and the neighbors went
235
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to sleep, Coirnin went to the furze. His friend the little
wizard was_there before him, and the pot of gold was ready
for him. “ Here now is the pot of gold for you, stow it away
in any place you like; there’s as much in 1t as will do you
throughout your life.”

“I think I'll leave it in the hole where it was,” says Coirnin,
“but I'll bring a share of it home with me.”

“ Don’t take 1t with you yet, but have another dream like the
one you had already, and after that you can take a share with
you. Buy this ground and set up a house on the spot where
you were born, and neither you yourself nor anyone in the
same house with you will ever see a day’s poverty during your
life. Farewell to you now; you shall see me no more.”

Coirnin put the pot down in the hole and clay on the top of
it, and came home.

In the morning he said to his mother—* I had another dream
last night, but I won't tell it to you till I see if I will have it
again three nights after other.”

“ The second morning he said—‘I had the dream again last
night;” and the third morning he said to her—* My dream is
true now without doubt. I had it last night just as I had it
the two other times, that’s three times atter one another, and I
can tell you this—that you won't see a poor day during your
life, but I cannot tell you anything else about it.”

That night he went to the pot of gold, and brought the full
of a purse of it home with him, and in the morning he gave it
to his mother. “T have more,” says he, “in the place where
that came from, and I'll get it for you when you'll be wanting
it, but ask no question of me about it.”

It was not long after this till Bridget O’Grady bought a
milch cow and put her on grass. She herself and Coirnin
went on well, and when he was twenty years of age he bought
a large holding of land round the furse, and set up a fine house
on the spot where he was born. A short time after that he
married a wife. He had a large family, and when he died of
old age he left gold and silver to his children, and not a person
who lived in that house saw a poor day ever.
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THE RED MAN'S WIFE.
{Translated by Douglas Hyde in “Love Songs of Connacht.”]

_"Zis what they say,
Thy little heel fits in a shoe,
*Tis what they say,
Thy little mouth kisses well, tco.
’Tis what they say,
Thousand loves that you leave me to rue;
That the tailor went the way
That the wife of the Red man knew.

Nine months did I spend

In a prison closed tightly and bound;
Bolts on my smalls* d

And a thousand locks frowning around;
But o’er the tide

I would leap with the leap of a swan,
Could I once set my side ‘

By the bride of the Red-haired man.
1 thought, O my life,

That one house between us love would be;
And I thought I would find

You once coaxing my child on your knee;
But now the curse of the High One

On him let it be,
And on all of the band of the liars

Who put silence between you and me.

There grows a tree in the garden

With blossoms that tremble and shake,
I lay my hand on its bark

And I feel that my heart must break.
On one wish alone

My soul through the long months ran,
One little kiss

From the wife of the Red-haired man.

But the day of doom shall come,

And hills and harbors be rent;
A mist shall fall on the sun

From the dark clouds heavily sent;
The sea shall be dry,

And earth under mourning and ban}
Then loud shall he cry

For the wife of the Red-haired man.

* There are three “smalls,’’ the wrists, elbows, and ankles. In Irish
romantic literature we often meet mention of men being bound “ with
the binding of the three smalls.”
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THE KNIGHT OF THE TRICKS.

Written down word for word by me from the dictation of Martin Rua
O Gillarna, or “Forde,” near Monivea, Co. Galway (s small farmer
about 50 years old, Irish-speaking only).—Douverss Hypk. ’

TuERE was a farmer [read gentleman] in the country, and he
had only one son. And this man [the Knight of the Tricks]
came in to see him, on the evening of a night, and asked
lodgings for himself and the twelve who were along with him.

“I think it miserable how I have it for you,” said the gentle-
man, “but I'll give it to you and to your twelve.” Supper
was got ready for them, as good as he had it, and when the
supper was eaten, the knight asked these twelve to rise up and
perform a piece of exercise for this man, showing the deeds
[accomplishments] they had.

The twelve rose up and performed feats for him, and this
man had never seen any feat like them. * Musha,” says the
gentleman, the man of the house, “I wouldn’t sooner [own]
?}? 1:this much riches, than that my son should be able to do

a .’1

“Leave him with me,” said the Knight of the Tricks, *till
the end of a year and a day, and he will be as good as any of
these boys that I hive.”

“I will,” says the gentleman, “ but [on condition] that you
must bring him back to me at the end of the year.”

*Oh, I will bring him back to you,” said the Knight of the
Tricks.

Breakfast was got for them in the morning, of the next
day when they were going a-departing, and the ‘gentleman let
the son with them, and they remained away a day and a year.

At the end of the day and the year, they came home again
to him, and his own son along with them. He was watching
for them, and had a welcome for them, and they had a good
night. When they were after their supper, the Knight of the
Tricks told the twelve to rise up and perform feats for the
gentleman who was giving them the supper. Now his own
son was there also, and he was near to being as good as any
of them.

“ He is not yet a champion as good as my men are, but let
him with me,” said the Knight of the Tricks, “ for another day
and a year.” . ;

“ I will,” said he, “ but that you will bring him back to me at
the end of the day and a year.” He said he would bring him.
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They went away with themselves the next day, after their
morning’s meal, and they remained away for another day anda
a year. And at the end of the day and a year the gentleman
saw the company coming to him again. He gave them a
welcome and a supper, for joy them to be back again and his
son with them.

They ate their supper, and when they were after their
supper he said to the men to rise up and perform some feats for
the gentleman who was showing them this kindness. They
rose up, thirteen men, and his son was the best man of all the
lot. There was no man at all able to take the right from him
[overcome him] but the Knight of the Tricks himself.

Says the gentleman then, * There’s not a man of them able
to perform feats with my own son.”

“There is not indeed one man,” says the Knight of the
Tricks, * able to do it but me, and if you leave him to me for
another day and a year he will be a champion as good as
myself.”

“ Musha, then I will,” says the gentleman, “I'll let him
with you,” says he.

Now this time he did not ask him to take him back, as he
had done the other times, and he did not put it in his con-
ditions.

At the end of the day and the year the gentleman was wait-
ing and hoping for his son, but neither the son nor the Knight
of the Tricks came. The father was then in great anxiety lest
his son was not coming home at all to him, and he said, “ what-
ever place in the world he is in, I must find him out.”

He departed then, and he was going until he spent three days
and three nights traveling. He then came into a place where
there was a fine dwelling, and outside of it, over against the
great door, there were thirteen men playing hurley, and he
stood looking at the thirteen men playing, and there was a
single man hurling against twelve of them. He came in
amongst them then, to the place where they were, and it was
his own son that was playing against the other twelve.

He welcomed his father then. *“Oh, father,” says he, “ you
have no getting of me, you did not do,” says he, “ your business
right: when you were making your bargain with him you did
not ask him to bring me back to you.”

“That is true,” says the father.

“ Now,” said the son, “ you won’t get a sight of me to-night,
but thirteen pigeons will be made of us, and grains of oats
thrown on the floor, and the Knight of the Tricks will say thas
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if you recognise your son amongst those, you shall get him. I
will not be eating my grain, but the others will be eating. I
will be going back and forwards and picking at the rest of
the pigeons. You shall get your choice, and you will tell him
that it is I you will take. That is the sign I give you now,
so that you may know me amongst the other pigeons, and if
you choose right you will have me then.”

The son left him after that, and he came into the house, and
the Knight of the Tricks bade him welcome. The gentleman
said that he was come looking for his son, since the Knight did
not bring him back with him at the end of the year. “You
did not put that in the bargain,” said the Knight, “ but since
you are come so far to look for him you must have him if you
can choose him out.” He brought him in then to the room
where the thirteen pigeons were, and told him to choose out his
- choice pigeon, and if it was his own son he should choose that
he might keep him. The other pigeons were picking grains of
oats off the floor, all but one, who was going round and picking
at the others. The gentleman chose that one. “You have
your son gained,” said the Knight.

They spent that night together, and the gentleman and his
son departed next day and left the Knight of the Tricks. When
they were going home then, they came to a town, and there was a
fair in it, and when they were going into the fair the son asked
the father to buy a rope and make a halter for him. “TI'll
make a stallion of myself,” said he, “and you will sell me
at this fair. The Knight of the Tricks will come up to you
on the fair—he is following you now—and he will buy me
from you. When you will be selling me don’t give away the
halter, but keep it for yourself, and I can come back to you—
only you to keep the halter.”

The son made a stallion of himself then, and the father got
the halter and put it on him. He drew him up after that on
the fair, and it was short he was standing there when the
Knight of the Tricks came up to him, and asked him how
much would he be wanting for the stallion. * Three hundred
pounds,” says the gentleman. *“I'll give you that,” said the
Knight of Tricks—he would give him anything at all hoping
that he might get the son back, for he knew well that it was
he that was in the stallion. “T'll give him to you at that
money,” said the gentleman, “but I won't give the halter.”
“TIt were right to give the halter,” said the Knight.

The Knight went away then, and the stallion with him, and
the gentleman departed on his own road going home, but he
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was only just out of the fair when the son came up to him
again.  “ Father,” says he, “ you have got me to-day, but
there is a fair in such-and-such a place to-morrow, and we'll
go to it.”

The next day when they were going into the other fair, the
son said, “I will make a stallion of myself, and the Knight of
the Tricks will come again to buy me. He'll give you any
money that you may ask for me, but put it in the bargain that
you will not give him the halter.” They drew up on the fair
then, and he made a stallion of himself, and the father put a
hafllter on him; and it was short he was standing there when
the Knight of the Tricks came to him and asked him how much
he’d be wanting for the stallion. * Six hundred pounds,”
says the gentleman. “Tll give you that,” says he; “but I
won’t give you the halter,” said the gentleman. ~“ It were only
right to give the halter into the bargain,” said the Knight,
but he did not get-it.

The Knight of the Tricks departed then, and the stallion
with him, and the gentleman went on his way, going home;
but he was not as far as the custom-gap, going out of the fair,
when the son came up with him again.

“Tt is well, father,” says he, “ we have gained this time, but
I don’t know what will to-morrow do with us. There is a fair
in such-and-such a place to-morrow, and we will go down to it.”

They went to the fair accordingly next day, and the son
made a stallion of himself, and the father put a halter on him,
and it was short he was standing on the fair when the Knight of"
the Tricks came up to him again. The Knight asked how much
he would be wanting for that fine stallion that he had there
by the halter. “Nine hundred pounds I'm asking for him,”
says the gentleman. He never thought he would give him
that. But no money would keep the stallion from the Knight.
“T'll give you that,” says he. He put his hand in his pocket
and gave him the nine hundred pounds, and with the other
hand he seized the stallion and went off with him so quick
that the gentleman forgot to put it into his bargain that he
should give him back the halter. .

He waited, hoping the son would return, but he did not.. He
gave him up then, and said that there was no good for him to
be expecting him for ever, or expecting him to ever come back
again.

The Knight of the Tricks then took away the son with him,
and was giving him all sorts of punishment and bad usage,
and would not let him {sit down] at table with anyone to eat
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his food, but he was there tied, and the day he would let the
other champions out he would not let him out with them. He
was like this for a long time and the Knight of the Tricks
putting dishonor on him, and giving him every kind of punish-
ment.

It fell out that on this day [of which we are going to tell]
the Knight of the Tricks went from home, and left him at the
window that was highest in the house, where he had nothing
at all to get, and him tied there, up on high. And then when
everybody was gone away and nobody left on the street (i.e.,
about the place) but himself and a servant-girl, he asked the
girl, in the name of God, for a drink of water. The girl said
that if her master were to find it out he would kill her.

* Nobody shall ever hear it,” says he: ‘“don’t be a bit
afraid, it’s not I wholl tell him.” She brought up the drink
of water to him then, and when he put his head into the water,
drinking the water, he made an eel of himself, and he went
down into the vessel. There was a little streamlet of water
beside the door, that was running until it went into the river,
and she cast out into the little stream all the remains that she
had in the vessel. He kept going, then, and he an eel, in the
river, drawing towards home.

When the Knight of the Tricks came home, he went up to
see the man he had left bound, and he did not find him there
before him. He asked the girl if she felt [perceived] him
going, or if she perceived anything that gave him leave to go.
The girl said that she perceived nothing, but that she herself
brought a drop of water up to him.

“And where did you put the leavings that you had?”
says he.

“I threw it out into the little stream,” says she.

“He's gone as an eel into the river,” says he. * Prepare
yourselves,” says he to the twelve champions, ‘till we follow
him.”

They made twelve water-dogs of themselves, and they fol-
lowed him in the river, and when they were coming up with
him in the river, he rose up as a bird, out of the river into
the air. )

When they found this out. that he had gone out of the river,
they made twelve hawks of themselves, and pursued after _the
bird—it was a lark he made of himself—and they were coming
up to him.

When he found them closing on him, and that he was not
able to escape from them. there was great terror on him.
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THE BOY WHO WAS LONG ON HIS MOTHER.
(Translated by Douglas Hyde.)

TuERE was long ago a married couple of the name of Patrick
and Nuala O’Keerahan. They were a year and twenty
married, without having any children, and there was great
grief on them because they had no heir to leave their share
of riches to. They had two acres of land, a cow, and a pair
of goats, and they supposed that they were rich.

One night Patrick was coming home from a friend’s house,
and when he was come as far as the ruined churchyard, there
came out a gray old man and said, *“ God save you.”

“God and Mary save you,” says Patrick.

“-What's putting grief on you?” says the old man.

“There isn't much indeed putting grief on me,” says
Patrick, “ but I won't be long alive, and I have neither son
nor daughter to keen after me when I find death.”

“ Perhaps you won't be so,” says the old man.

“Alas! I will,” says Patrick, “I'm a year and twenty
married, and there’s no sign yet.”

“Take my word that your wife will have a young son
three-quarters of a year from this very night.”

Patrick went home, joyous enough, and told the story to
Nuala.

“ Arrah, there was nothing in the old man but a dotard
who was making a mock of you,” says Nuala.

“ Well, ‘ time is a good story-teller,”” said Patrick.

It was well, and it was not ill. Before half a year went
by Patrick saw that Nuala was going to give him an heir,
and there was great pride on him. He began putting the
farm in order and leaving everything ready for the young
heir. The day that sickness came on Nuala, Patrick was
planting a young tree before the door of the house. When
the news came to him that Nuala had a young son, there
was that much joy on him that he fell dead with heart-disease.

There was great grief on Nuala, and she said to the infant,
“I will not wean you from my breast until you will be able
to pull up out of the roots the tree that your father was
planting when he died.”

The infant was called Paudyeen, or little Pat, and the
mother nursed him at her breast until he was seven years old.
Then she brought him out to see was he able to pull up the
tree, but he was not. That put no discouragement on the
mother; she brought him in, and nursed him for seven years
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The Boy who was Long on His Mother. 3767

more, and there was not a lad in the country who was able
to keep up with him in his work.

At the end of fourteen years his mother brought him out
to see was he able to pull up the tree, but he was not, for the
tree was in good soil, and growing greatly.  That put no
discouragement on the mother.

She nursed him for seven more years, and at the end of
that time he was as large and as strong as a giant.

His mother brought him out then and said, “ Unless you
are able to pull up that tree now, I will never nurse you again.”

Paudyeen spat on his hands, and got a hold of the bottom
of the tree, and the first effort he made he shook the grounda
for seven perches on each side of it, and at the second effort
he lifted the tree from the roots, and about twenty ton of clay
along with it.

. “The love of my heart you are,” said the mother, “you're
worth nursing for one and twenty years.”

“Mother,” says Paudyeen, “you worked hard to give me
food and drink since I was born, and it is time now for me
to do something for you in your old days. This is the first
tree I ever pulled up, and I'll make myself a hand-stick of it.
Then he got a saw and axe, and cut the tree, leaving about
twenty feet of the bottom, and there was a knob on it as big
as a round tower of the round towers that used to be in
Erin at that time. There was above a ton weight in the
hand-stick when Paudyeen had it dressed.

On the morning of the next day, Paudyeen caught a hold
of his stick, left his blessing with his mother, and went away
in search of service. He was traveling till he came to the
castle of the King of Leinster. The king asked him what he
was looking for. “ Looking for work, if you please,” says
Paudyeen.

“Have you e’er a trade?” says the king.

“No,” says Paudyeen, “ but I can do any work in life that
ever man did.”

“T'll make a bargain with you,” says the king; “if you
can do everything that I'll order you to do during six months,
T'll give you your own weight in gold, and my daughter as
your married wife; but if you are not able to do each thing
you shall lose your head.”

“I'm satisfied with that bargain,” says Paudyeen.

“@Go into the barn, and be threshing oats for the cows till
your breakfast is ready.” )

Paudyeen went in and got the flail, and the flaileen was
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only like a traneen in Paudyeen’s hand, and he said to himself,
“ My hand-stick is better than that contrivance.” He begar
threshing with the hand-stick, and it was not long till he had
all that was in the barn threshed. Then he went out into
the garden and began threshing the stacks of oats and wheat,
so that he sent showers of grain throughout the country.

The king came out and said, “ Hold your hand, or youll
destroy me. Go and bring a couple of buckets of water to
the servants out of that loch down there, and the stirabout
will be sufficiently cool when you come back.”

Paudyeen looked round, and he saw two great empty barrels
beside the wall. He caught hold of them, one in each hand,
went to the lake, and brought them filled to the back of the
castle door. There was wonder on the king when he saw
Paudyeen arriving, and he said to him, “ Go in, the stirabout’s
ready for you.” ;

Paudyeen went in, but the king went to a Dall Glic, or
cunning blind man that he had, and told him the bargain
that he made with Paudyeen, and asked him what he ought
to give Paudyeen to do.

“Tell him to go down and teem [bail out] that lake, and
him to have it done before the sun goes under this evening.”

The king called Paudyeen, and said to him, *“Teem that
lake down there, and let you have it done before the sun
goes under this evening.”

“Very well,” says Paudyeen, “ but where shall I put the
water.”

“Put it into the great glen that is near the lake,” says the
king. .

There was nothing but a scunce [ditch-bank] between the
glen and the lake, and the people used to make & foot-road of it.

Paudyeen got a bucket, a pickaxe, and a loy [narrow spade],
and he went to the lake. The bottom of the glen was even
with the bottom of the lake. Paudyeen went into the glen
and made a hole in the bottom of the lake. Then he put
his mouth to the hole, drew a long breath, and mever left
boat, fish, or drop of water in the lake that he did not draw
out through his body, and cast into the glen. Then he closed
up the hole.

When the king looked down he saw the lake as dry as the
palm of your hand, and it was not long till Paudyeen came
to him and said, “That work is finished, what shall I do
now?”

“You have nothing else to do to-day, but you shall have
plenty to do to-morrow.” »
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That night the king sent for the Dall Glie, and told him the
way that Paudyeen teemed out the lake, and [said] that he
did not know what to give him to do.

“I know the thing that he won't be able to do. To-morrow
morning give him ‘a writing to your brother in Galway, and
tell him to bring you forty tons of wheat, and to be back
here in twenty-four hours. Give him the old mare and the
cart, and you may be sure he won’t come back.”

On the morning of the next day the king called Paudyeen
and gave him the writing and said to him, “ Get the mare and
the cart, and go to Galway. Give the writing to my brother,
and tell him to give you twenty tons of wheat, and be back
here in twenty-four hours.”

Paudyeen got the mare and the cart, and went on the road.
The mare was not able to travel more than four miles in the
hour. Paudyeen tied the mare to the cart, put it on
his shoulder, and off and away with him over hills and
hollows, till he came to Galway. He gave the letter to the
king’s brother, got the wheat, and put it on the cart. When
he put the mare under the cart, there were two halves made
of its back [the load was so heavy]. Then Paudyeen put the
wheat back into the barn. When the people of the castle
went to sleep, Paudyeen went to the harbor, and he never
left a chain on the shipping that he did not take with him.
Then he dug under the barn [slipped the chains under] and
tied them round it, and off and away with him, and the barn
with all that was in it on his back. He went over hills and
glens, and never stopped till he left the barn in {front
of the king’s castle. There were ducks, hens, and geese in
the barn. Early in the morning the king looked out of his
room, and what should he see but his brother’s barn.

“My soul from the devil,” said the king, “but that’s the
most wonderful man in the world.” He came down and found
Paudyeen with his stick in his hand standing beside the barn.

“Did you bring me the wheat?” says the king. e

“T brought it,” says Paudyeen, “ but the old mare is dead.
Then he told the king everything he had done from the time
he went away till he came back.

The king did not know what he should do, and he went to
the Dall Glic, and said to him, “ Unless you tell me a thing
which that man will not be able to do, I will strike the head
off you.”

The Dall Glic thought for a while and said, * Tell him that
your brother is in hell, and that you would !lke to have a
sight of him; and to bring him to you, until you have a
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look at him. But when they get him in hell, they won’t let
him come back.”

The king called Paudyeen and said to him, “I have a
brother in hell, and bring him to me until I have a look at
him.”

“How shall T know your brother from the other people that
are in that place? ” said Paudyeen.

“ He had a long tooth in the very middle of his upper gum,”
says the king.

Paudyeen spat on his stick, struck the road, and it was not
long till he came to the gate of hell. He struck a blow upon
tue gate which drove it in amongst the devils, and he himself
walked in after it. When Belzibub saw him coming there
came a fear on him, and he asked him what he was wanting.

“ A brother of the King of Leinster is what I am wanting,”
says he.

“Well, pick him out,” says Belzibub.

Paudyeen looked round him, but he found more than forty
men who had a long tooth in the very middle of their upper
gums.

“TFor fear I shouldn’t have the right man,” said Paudyeen,
“T1l drive the whole lot of them with me, and the king can
pick his brother out from among them.”

He drove forty of them out before him, and never stopped
till he came to the king’s castle. Then he called the king
and said to him, “ Pick out your brother from these men.”

When the king looked and saw the devils with horns on
them, there was fear on him. He screamed to Paudyeen, and
said, “ Bring them back.”

Paudyeen began beating them with his stick, till he sent
them back to hell.

The king went to the Dall Glic and told him the thing
Paudyeen did, and said to him, “ You cannot tell me anything
that he is not able to do, and you shall lose your head
to-morrow morning.”

“Give me another trial,” says the Dall Glic, “and the
Connachtman won’'t be long alive. Tell him to-morrow
morning to teem the well that is before the castle. Let you
have men ready, and when you get him down in the well,
tell the men to throw down the millstone that is beside the
wall on top of him, and that will kill him.”

On the morning of the next day the king called Paudyeen,
and said to him, “Go and teem that well in front of the castle,
and as soon as you have that done I'll give you a new hat;
that’s a miserable old caubeen that’s on you.”
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The king had the men ready to kill poor Paudyeen if they
were able.

Paudyeen came to the brink of the well, and lay down with
kis mouth under, and began drawing the water into his mouth
and spouting it out behind him until he had the well all as
one as dry. There was a little quantity of water on the bottom
of the well that was not teemed, and Paudyeen went down to
dry it. The men came then with the great millstone, and
threw it down on the top of Paudyeen. The hole that was in
the middle of the stone was just as big as Paudyeen’s head,
and he thought it was the new hat the king had thrown down
to him, and called up and said, “ I'm thankful to you, master,
for the new hat.” Then he came up with the millstone on his
head. He had great pride out of the new hat. There was
wonder on the king and on every one else when they saw
the millstone on his head.

The king knew that it was no use for him to give Paudyeen
anything else to do, so he said to him, “ You're the best servant
that ever I had. I've nothing else for you to do, but come
with me till I give you your wages. My daughter is not
old enough to marry, but when she is one and twenty years
of age you can have her.”

“I do not want your daughter,” said Paudyeen.

The king brought him then to the treasury, where there
was plenty of gold, and said, “Take off your new hat and
get into the scales.”

“Indeed I won't take off my new hat; you gave it to me,”
said Paudyeen; “you might as well take off my breeches.”

There was not as much gold as would weigh Paudyeen’s
hat, but the king settled with him by giving him two bags of
gold. Paudyeen put one of them under each oxter [arm-pit],
got hold of his stick—his new hat on his head—and off and
away with him over hills and hollows till he came home.

When the people of the village saw Paudyeen coming with
the millstone on his head, there was great wonder on them;
but when the mother saw the two bags of gold, it was little
but she fell dead with joy.

Paudyeen began wourking, and set up a fine house for himself
and his mother. He made four parts of the new hat, and
made corner-stones of them for the nouse. He kept his mother
like a lady, until she died of old age; and he spent a good
life himself, in the love of God and of the neighbors.
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THE BROW OF NEFIN.
(TrAnsLATED BY Doucras Hybpg.)

[“ Love Songs of Connacht.”’]

Did T stand on the bald top of Néfin
And my hundred-times loved one with me,
We should nestle together as safe in
Its shade as the birds on a tree.
From your lips such a music is shaken,
When you speak it awakens my pain,
And my eyelids by sleep are forsaken,
And I seek for my slumber in vain.

But were I on the fields of the ocean
I should sport on its infinite room,
I should plow through the billows’ commotion
Though my friends should look dark at my doom.
For the flower of all maidens of magic
Is beside me where’er I may be,
And my heart like a coal is extinguished,
Not a woman takes pity on me.

How well for the birds in all weather,
They rise up on high in the air,
And then sleep upon one bough together
Without sorrow or trouble or care;
But so it is not in this world
For myself and my thousand-times fair,
For, away, far apart from each other,
Each day rises barren and bare.

Say, what dost thou think of the heavens
When the heat overmasters the day,
Or what when the steam of the tide
Rises up in the face of the bay?
Even so is the man who has given
An inordinate love-gift away,
Like a tree on a mountain all riven
Without blossom or leaflet or spray.
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AN LACHA DHEARG:

Sgriobh mé an sgeul so, focal ar fhocal, o bheul sean-mhni de mhuinntir
Bhriain ag Cill-Aoddin, anaice le Coillte-mach i gcondaé Mhuigh-Eé6.
4n Cpaorbhin,

Bhi righ i n-Eirinn, fad 6 shoin, agus bhi da ’r ’éag mac aige:
Agus ghabh 85 amach l4 ag sitibhal anaice le loch, agus chonnaire
sé lacha agus dh4 cheann déag d’ éanachaibh 1éithe. Bhi si [ag]
bualadh an démhadh ceann déag uaithi, agus ag congbhdil aoin
cheann déag 1éithe féin.

Agus thainig an righ a-bhaile chuig a bhean féin, agus dubhairt
sé léithe go bhfacaidh sé iongnadh mér andhia, go bhfacaidh sé
lacha agus dh4 cheann déag d’ éanachaibh 1éithe, agus go raibh
si ag dibirt an démhadh ceann déag uaithi. Agus dubhairt an
bhean leis, ““ ni de thir n4 de thalamh thd, nach bhfuil fhios agad
gur gheall si ceann do’n Deachmhaidh agus go raibh si chomh
cinedlta agus go dtug si amach an da cheann déag.”

“Ni de thir n4 de thalamh th{,” ar seisean, * t4 dh4 cheann
déag de mhacaibh agam-sa, agus caithfidh ceann dul chuig an
Deachmhaidh.”

“Ni h-ionnann na daoine agus einacha na genoc le chéile,”
far sise].

Ghabh sé sios ann sin chuig an Sean-Dall Glic, agus dubhairt
an Sean-Dall Glic nach ionnann daoine agus éanacha na genoc le
chéile. Dubhairt an righ go gcaithfidh ceann aca dul chuig an
Deachmhaidh, “ agus cad é an ceann,” ar seisean, “ bhéarfas mé
chuig an Deachmhaidh ¢ ”

“Ta do dhi-déag cloinne ag dul chum sgoile, agus abair leé
lamh thabhairt i ldimh a-chéile, dul chum sgoile, agus an chéad
thear aca bhéidheas ’san mbaile agad go dtiubhraidh ta dinéar
maith dhé, agus cuir an fear deiridh chum bealaigh ann sin.”

Rinne sé sin. An t-oidhre do bhi ar deireadh, agus nior fhéad
sé an t-oidhre chur chum bealaigh.

Chuir sé amach ag tiomdint ann sin iad, seisear ar gach taoibh
agus an taobh de bhi ag gnothughadh, bhi sé ag tarraing fear
{fir] uaithi, agus d 4 thabhairt do’n taoibh do bhi ag cailleamhain.
Faoi dheireadh bhain aon fhear amhdin an liathréid de’n aon
fhear déag. Dubhairt an t-athair leis, ann sin, “a mhie,” ar
seisean, “ caithfidh ti dul chuig an Deachmhaidh.”

“ Ni rachaidh mise chuig an Deachmhaidh, a athair,” ar selsean
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THE RED DUCK.

[Written down in Irish by Douglas Hyde at the dictation of an old
woman in County Mayo, and translated from the French of G. Dottin
by Charles Welsh.]

Oxce upon a time in Ireland, and a long time ago at that, there
was & king who had twelve sons. He went one day to walk
by the borders of a lake, and there he saw a female duck with
twelve little ones. Eleven of them she kept close by her side,
but with the twelfth she would have nothing to do, and was
always chasing it away.

The King went home and told his wife that he had seen &
very wonderful thing that day; that he had seen a female
duck with twelve little ones. Eleven she kept close by her side,
but with the twelfth she would have nothing to do, and was
always chasing it away.

His wife said, *“ You're neither of people or land. Do you
know that she has promised one of her brood to the
Deachmhaidh, and that the duck is of such a fine breed that
she has hatched out twelve.” -

“You're neither of people or land,” he replied. “I have
twelve sons, and one of them must certainly go to the Deachm-
haidh.”

His wife answered him, “ People and birds of the hillside
are not the same thing.”

Then he went to find the old blind diviner, and the old blind
diviner told him that the people and the birds of the hillside
were not the same. .

The King told the old blind diviner that one out of his
children must go to the Deachmhaidh. *And what I want to
know,” said he, “is which one shall I send to the Deachm-
haidh.”

“ Your children are now going to school. Tell them to walk
hand-in-hand as they go to school, and that you will give to
him who shall be first in the house again a good dinner; and
it will be the last one that you will be sending away.”

He did so, but it was his son and heir who was the last one,
and he couldn’t think of sending his son and heir away. He
then sent them to play a hurling match—six on one side and
six on the other—and from the side which won he took one away
and gave it to the side which lost. At last, a single one swept
awayv the ball from the eleven others. Then he said to'tha,i’:
one,“‘ My son, it is you that will be going to the Deachmhaidh.
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* tabhair dham costas, agus rachaidh mé ag féachain m’ fhor-
tin.”

D’imthigh sé ar maidin, agus bhi sé ag sidbhal go dtdinig an
oidhche, agus casadh asteach i dteach beag é nach raibh ann acht
sean-fhear, agus chuir sé failte roimh Réalandar mac righ Eireann.
“Ni’l mall ort” [ar seisean leis an mac righ] “do shaidhbhreas
do dheunamh amdarach m4 t4 aon mhaith ionnat id’> fowl-éiridh,
[seilgire]. Ta inghean righ an Domhain-Shoir ag tigheacht chuig
an loch beag sin shios, amdirach, agus nior thiinig si le seacht
mbliadhnaibh roimhe ; agus béidh da cheann déag de mhndibh-
coimhdeacht léithe. Teirigh i bhfolach ann san tseisg go geaithfidh
siad a d4 cheann déag de cochaill diobh. Leagfaidh sise a cochall
féin leith-thaobh, mar t4 [an oiread sin] d’ ondir innti, agus nuair
gheobhas tusa amuigh ann san tsndmh iad, éirigh agus beir ar an
gecochall: Fillfidh sise, asteach ar ais, agus déarfaidh si, ““a mhic
righ Eireann tabhair dham mo chochall.” Agus déarfaidh tusa
nach dtiubhraidh [t4]. Agus déarfaidh sise leat, “ muna dtugann
ti ded’ dhedin go dtiubhraidh ti ded’ aimhdhedin é.” Abair
1éithe nach dtiubhraidh tii ded’ dhedin, na de d’ aimhdhedin di é
[muna ngeallann si do phésadh]. Déarfaidh si, ann sin, nach
bhfuil sin le faghail agad mur [=muna] n-aithnigheann ta 1 aris.
Gedbhaidh siad amach uait ann san tsndmh arfs, agus déanfaidh
siad tri easconna déag diobh féin. Béidh sise ’na rubailin [ear,
baillin] suarach ar uachtar; ni thig léithe bheith ar deireadh-
mar t4 ondir innti, agus béidh si ag caint leat. Aithnedchaidh ta
air sin 1, agus abair go dtégfaidh ta { féin i gecémhnuidhe, an ceann
a bhéidheas ag caint leat. Déarfaidh sise ann sin, * Caillte an
sgeul, an fear thug a athair do’'n Deachmhaidh aréir, geallamhain
pésta ag inghin Righ an Domhain-Shoir andhig air’ ! ”

[Dubhairt an mac righ leis an sean-fhear go ndéanfadh sé gach
rud mar dubhairt sé leis. Chuaidh sé amach ar maidin chuig an
loch agus tharla h-uile shért go direach mar dubhairt an sean-
thear.

Nuair bhi an bhean gnoéthaighthe aige] d’imthigh an da-’r’eug
cailin a-bhaile. Tharraing sise amach slaitin draoidheachta, agus
bhuail si ar dhéd bhuachallén buidhe i, agus rinne si d4 chapall
marcuigheachta dhiobh.

Bhi siad ag sitibhal ann sin, go dtainig an oidhche, agus bhi sf
ag teach oncail di, ar dtuitim na h-oidhche. Agus dubhairt si le
mac righ Eireann eochair ruma na séad d’ iarraidh ar an oncal,
agus go bhfuighfeadh sé { féin astigh ann san rima roimhe. [Ni
raibh fhios ag an oncal, go raibh sise ann, chor ar bith, agus shaoil
8é gur agiarraidha inghine féin thainig mac righ Eireann chuige.]

T
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“I will not be going to the Deachmhaidh,” said He. * Give
me some money and I will go and make my fortune.” He
started off the next morning, and walked until it was night,
and came to a little house where there was nobody but an old
man, who welcomed Réalander, the son of the King of Ireland.

“It will be no delay of you,” said he, to the son of the
King, “to make your fortune to-morrow morning, if you are
any good as a hunter of birds. The daughter of the King of
the Hastern World is coming to the little lake you see down
there to-morrow morning. She will have twelve women
attendants with her. Hide yourself in the rushes until they
throw down their twelve hoods and cloaks. The daughter of
the King will throw her hood and cloak in a separate place
from the rest; and when you see them go in to swim, jump up
and take her hood and cloak. The Princess will come to the
edge of the lake, and she will say, “Son of the King of
Ireland, give me my hood. and cloak.” And you will tell her
then that you will not; and she will say to you, “ If you don't
give it to me with a good will, you will give it to me with a
bad will.” Tell her that you will neither give it to her with a
good will or a bad will, unless she will promise to marry you.
She will then say, that you shall not have her, unless you can
recognise her again.

Then she and her attendants will swim away, and they will
be changed into thirteen eels. She will be the smallest and the
meanest one, but she will lead, because she is a person of
honor, and could not follow her train, and she will speak to
you. You will recognize her again by this, and you will say
that you will marry the eel who has spoken to you. Then she
will say, “ Oh, unhappy story, he whose father sent him to the
Deachmhaidh last night, has to-day received a promise of
marriage from the daughter of the King of the Eastern
World.”

The King’s son told the wise old man that he would do all
that he told him to do. The next morning he went to the lake,
and everything happened as the wise old man had said.

When he had gained the daughter of the King of the
Eastern World, the twelve attendants started for home.
The Princess drew a magic wand and struck two tufts of
yellow ragwort with it, and they were at once turned into two
saddle-horses. =~ They travelled on until night was coming,
and when night came, they found themselves at the home of
an uncle of hers. She told the son of the King of Ireland to
ask her uncle for the key of the treasure chamber, and that he
would find her in that chamber. The uncle did not know that
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Fuair sé an eochair é’n oncal, agus chuaidh sé asteach, agus
fuair sé mar bean bhreagh astlgh ann san rama {. Bhi siad ag
caint go h-am sulpelr D’iarr si au', a cheann do leagan ar a
h-uchd. Rinne sé sin, agus chuir si biordn suain ann a cheann go
maidin. Nuair tharramg s{ amach an biordn ar maidin, dhuisigh
sé, agus dubhairt sf leis go raibh fathach mér le marbhadh aige
ar son inghine a h-oncail.

Ghabh sé amach chum na coille [ag iarraidh an fhathaigh].
“Fud, fad, féasog!” ar san fathach, “ mothaighim boladh an
Eirea,nnaigh bhréagaigh bhradaigh.”

“Nar ba soirmid (?) bidh n4 digh ort, a fhathaigh bhréich!”

“Cad é [is] fearr leat-sa caraigheacht ar leacachaibh dearga
no gabhail de sgeannaibh glasa i mbérr easnacha a-chéile ?

“Is fearr liom-sa caraigheacht ar leacachaibh dearga, ’n &it
a mbéidh mo chosa mine uaisle i n-uachtar, agus do spiga mio-
stuamacha ag dul i n-fochtar.”

Rug an dias gaisgidheach ar a chéile, agus d4 dtéidhfidhe ag
amharc ar ghaisge ar bith na ar chruadh- chomhrac is orra rachd
d’amharc. Dhéanfadh siad cruadhédn de ’n bhogé,n agus bogan
den chruadhin, agus tharréngadh siad toibreacha fior-uisge tre
lar na geloch gla,s [Bhi siad ag troid mar sin] gur chuimhnigh
mac righ Eireann nach raibh fear a chaointe ni a shinte aige.
Leis sin thug sé fisgadh do’n fhathach do chuir go dti na glina
é, agus an dara fasaadh go dti an basta, agus an triomhadh
fasgadh go meall a bhrao'hald go doimhin.

“TFéd glas os do chionn a fhathaigh!”

“Is fior sin ; ; sedide mac-righ agus tighearna bhéarfas mé dhuit,
acht spérail m’anam dam.”

“ Do shedide i l4thair a bhodaigh!”  Bhéarfaidh mé cloidh-
eamh solais a bhfuil faobhar an ghearrtha agus faobhar an
bhearrtha [air agus] treas faobhar, teine ’na chil, agus ceol ann
a mhaide.”

“ Cia [chaoi] bhiéachaidh mé mianach do chloidhimh ?”

“Sin thall sean-smotdan maide [ata ann sin] le bliadhain agus
seacht gcéad bliadhan.”

“Ni fheicim aon smota ’san geoill is mé chuir griin orm ’na do
shean-cheann féin.” Bhuail sé i gedmhgar a chinn a bhinn agus
a mhuinéill é. Bhain sé an ceann dé, gan meisge gan mearbhal.
Chaith sé naol n-iomaire agus naoi n-eitrighe uaidh é.
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she was there af all, but he thought it was in search of his
own daughter the son of the King of Ireland had come.

He got the key from the uncle; he went in and found her
in the chamber in the form of a beautiful woman. They talked
together until supper time. She asked him to rest his head on
her bosom; he did so, and she trust the pin of sleep into his
head, until morning.

When she took out the pin he woke up, and she told him
that he had a giant to kill because of her uncle’s daughter.

He went out into the woods to seek the giant. “Fud fod
fesog,” said the giant, “I smell the smell of a lying Irish
rascal.”

“May you be without the food and without the drink, you
dirty giant.”

“ Which do you prefer, to fight on the red-hot flagstones, or
shdall?we fight to plunge the knives of gray steel in each other’s
sides? ”’

“T prefer to fight on the red-hot flagstones, where my small
pretty feet shall be on top, and where your heavy, ill-built
hoofs shall be going to the bottom.”

The two warriors then attacked each other, and if you would
go to see the brave and the fierce fighting, it is there that you
would go to see it. They made a hard place of a soft place
and a soft place of a hard place, and they made wells of
fresh water run over the gray flagstones. And so they went
on fighting until the son of the King of Ireland remembered
that he had no one who would keene over him if he died,
nor who would lay him out or wake him.

Thereupon he gave the giant a terrible grip, and buried him
into the ground up to his knees, and then another which
buried him up to his waist, and then another which buried
him deep up as far as the lump of the throat. ‘“Now for a
green turf over your head, giant.”

“It is true. The treasures of the sons of the kings and
lords I will give them to you, but spare my life.”

“The treasures on the spot, you rascal.”

“T will give you the sword of life, which has an edge to
cut and an edge to raze, and a third edge of fire in the back,
and music in the handle.”

“ How shall I try the temper of your sword?”

“There is an old block of wood which has been there for
seven hundred years.”

“T see no block in the wood which is more frightful than
your head.” He smote it at the point where the head joins the
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“TIs fior sin,” ar san ceann, ““ da dtéidhinn suas ar an geolainn
arfs, a raibh i n-Eirinn ni bhainfeadh siad anuas mé!?”

*“Is dona an ghaisgidheacht do rinne ti nuair bhi tu shuas ! ?

Théinig sé abhaile [agus ceann an fhathaigh ann a l4imh] agus
dubhairt an t-oncal go raibh trian d’4 inghin gnéthaighthe aige.

“Ni buidheach diot-sa t4 mé, a bhodaigh,” ar sé.

Ghabh sé asteach ann sin go dti a chailin mn4 féin, agus chuir
si biordn suain ann a cheann aris go d’ éirigh an la. Bhi délds
mér air nuair nach raibh cead cainte aige leithe go maidin. [Nuair
dhuisigh sé ar maidin dubhairt si leis]  ta fathach eile le marb-
hadh agad, sin d’ obair andit ar son inghine m’ oncail aris.”

Chuaidh sé chum na coille, agus thainig an fear mér roimhe.
“Fud, fad, féaség ! mothaighim boladh an Eireannaigh bhradaigh
bhréagaigh ar fud m’ fhéidin duthaigh!”

“ Ni Eireannach bradach n4 bréagach mé, acht fear le ceart
agus le cdir do bhaint asad-sa.”

“Cia fearr leat, caraigheacht ar leacachaibh dearga na gabhail
de sgeannaibh glasa i mbérr easnacha a-chéile ?

“TIs fearr liom-sa caraigheacht ar leacachaibh dearga, ’n 4it a
mbéidh mo chosa mine uaisle i n-uachtar, agus do spdgd mio-
stuamacha ag dul i n-fochtar.”

Bhi siad ag troid ann sin gur chuimhnigh mac righ Eireann
nach raibh fear a chaointe na a shinte aige. Leis sin thug sé
fasgadh do’n fhathach go dti na glina, agus an dara fisgadh go
di an basta, agus an triomhadh fasgadh go dti meall a bhrédghaid
’san talamh.

“Féd glas os do chionn a fhathaigh !”

“Ts fior sin, is tu an gaisgidheach is fearr d’4 bhfacaidh mé
riamh no d’4 bhfeicfidh mé choidhche. Agus bhéarfaidh mé
se6ide mac-righ agus tighearna dhuit, acht spéréil m’anam.”

““ Do shedide i lathair a bhodaigh !”

¢ Bhéarfaidh mé each caol donn duit, bhéarfas naoi n-uaire
ar an ngaoith roimpi, sul mbeiridh [sul do bheir] an ghaoth ’na
diaigh aon uair amhéin uirri.”

Thoég sé an cloidheamh agus chaith sé an ceann dé, agus chuir
sé naoi n-iomaire agus naoi n-eitrighe uaidh é le neart na buille
sin.

““Ochén go de6?” ar san ceann, ‘“ d4 bhfighainn dul suas ar
an geolainn aris, agus a bhfuil i n-Eirinn ni bhéarfadh siad anuas

mé »
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neck. He cut off his head without error or mishap; he threw
it nine ridges and nine furrows away from him.

“Tt is true,” said the head, “if I could only join my body
again, all that is in Ireland could never cut it off.”

“It is a wretched business the feat you did perform when
you were there.” He went to the house with the head of the
giant in his hand, and the uncle told him he had gained the
third part of his daughter.

“I am in no way grateful to you for that, you churl.”

He went into the house and sat by the young girl, who
again put the pin of sleep into his head until the dawn of
day. He had great sorrow because he was not allowed to
speak to her until the morning. When he woke up in the
morning, she said to him, “ You have another giant to kill;
that is your task again for the daughter of my uncle.”

He went to the wood to seek the giant. “Fud fod fesog,”
said the giant, “I smell the blood of a lying Irish rascal.”

“I am neither lying nor a rascally Irishman, but a man
who will make you do right and justice.”

“Which do you prefer, to fight on the red-hot flagstones,
or shall we fight to plunge the knives of gray steel in each
other’s sides ?”

“T prefer to fight on the red-hot flagstones, where my small
pretty feet shall be on top, where your heavy ill-built hoofs
shall be going down.”

They fought until the son of the King of Ireland remembered
that there was no man to weep for his loss or to lay him out
when he was dead. Thereupon he caught the giant in a grip,
and forced him up to his knees into the earth; a second sent
him in up to his waist, and a third up to the lump of his throat.

“ A green turf over your head, giant!”

“Tt is true that you are the best fighter than I ever saw,
or ever shall see, and I will give you the treasures of the sons
of kings and lords, but spare my life.”

“(Give me the treasures on the spot, you rascal.”

“T will give you my light-brown horse, which will beat the
wind in swiftness nine times before the wind can beat him
once.”

He lifted the sword, cut off the giant’s head, and by the force
of the blow sent it nine ridges and nine furrows away.

“ Alas, what luck,” said the head; “if only I got on my
body again, all that there is in Ireland could never take me
down again.”
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* Budh bheag an ghaisgidheacht do rinne td, nuair bhi té shuas
uirri cheana!”

Théinig sé a-bhaile ann sin, agus thdinig an t-oncal amach
roimhe aris: “Ta d4 dtrian de m’ inghin gnéthuighthe agad
anocht.”

“ Ni buidheach diot-sa t4 mé, a bhodaigh.”

Ghabh sé asteach ann sin ann san riima, agus fuair sé a chailin
mn4 féin roimhe, agus ni raibh bean ’san domhan budh bhreigh-
dha ’nd i. Bhi siad ag caint go h-am suipéir, agus dubhairt sf
leis tar éis an t-suipéir a cheann do leagan ar a h-uchd, agus
nuair rinne sé sin chuir si biordn suain ann go maidin. Bhi sé
triobloideach nuair nach raibh cead cainte aige léithe go maidin.
[Nuair dhtisigh sé dubhairt si leis.] “ T4 fathach eile le marbh-
adh agad ar son inghine m’ oncail arfs anditi, agus t4 faitchios
orm go bhfighfidh td cruaidh é seo. Acht se6 coiledinin beag
madaidh dhuit, agus leig amach faoi n-a chosaibh é, agus b’
éidir go dtiubhraidh sé congnamh beag duit. Agus amharc ar
an meadhon-laé de’n 14, ar do ghualainn dheis, agus geobhaidh
ta mise mo cholum geal, agus bhéarfaidh mé congnamh dhuit.”

Chuaidh sé chum na coille agus thdinig an fathach mér
chuige. * Ni mharbhdéchaidh ti mise le do choinin grénna mar
mharbh t4 mo bheirt dhearbhrdthar, a raibh fear aca ctig
bliadhna agus fear aca seacht mbliadhna go leith.”

“ Fualr mé garbh go leér iad sin féin,” ar sa mac righ
Eireann.

Ghabh siad de na sgeannaibh glasa i mbérr easnacha a-chéile,
chuirfeadh siad cith teineadh d’4 geroicionn arm agus éadaigh.
Nuair thainig an meadhon-laé, d’amharc sé ar a ghualainn
dheis agus chonnairc sé an colum geal. Nuair chonnairc an
fathach mdr an colum, rinne sé seabhac dé féin, acht rinne sise
tri meirrlitin di fin, de’n choiledn, agus de mhac righ Eireann,
agus throid siad leis an seabhac ann san aér, agus thuirling siad
ar an talamh aris. Dubhairt an fathach mér ann sin, “is ti an
fear gan chéill, cad é ’n sért act-4l atd agad, thi féin agus an da
ruidin granna sin ? Ni’l aon fhear le f4ghail le mise do mharbhadh
acht Réalandar mac righ Eireann.”

¢ Mise an fear sin.”

“M4’s ti é,” ar san fathach, ‘ tarrnéchaidh [tarrongaidh] ta
an cloidheamh so.” Shaith sé a chloidheamh asteach ’san
gearraig, agus dubhairt, ‘tarraing an cloidheamh so mé ’s ti
Réalandar.”
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“It was a pretty small good you did when
there before.” y you were up

_He went to the house then, and the uncle came out to meet
him, and said, * You have gained two-thirds of my daughter.”

“I am in no way grateful to you for that, you churl.”

He went indoors then, and in the room he found his young girl
before him, and there was no woman in the whole world who
was more beautiful than she. They talked until supper-time,
and after supper she told him to lay his head upon her breast,
and when he had done so, she put the pin of sleep into his
head until morning. He was vexed because he was not allowed
to speak to her until morning.

When he was awake again, she said to him, *“ You have yet
another giant to kill for the daughter of my uncle to-day,
but I fear that it will be hard for you; but here is a little
dog for you, let him follow at your heels, and it is possible that
he may be of some use to you; and in the middle of the day
look over your right shoulder; you will find me there in the
form of a white dove, and I will bring you help.”

He went to the wood, and the great giant came to him.
“You will not kill me with your horrible little dog, as you
have killed my two other brothers, one of whom was five years
old and the other seven and a half.”

“T found them, nevertheless, fierce enough,” said the son of
the King of Ireland. Then each of them plunged their gray
steel knives at each other’s sides, and they would send a rain
of fire out of their skins, their arms and their clothes.

When the middle of the day came, he looked upon his right
shoulder, and he saw the white dove. When the giant saw the
dove he changed himself into a falcon; but she made
three hawks, one of herself, one of the little dog, and one
of the son of the King of Ireland, and they fought with the
falcon in the air, until they came down to earth again.

“You are a fool,” the great giant said then. *“ What
joke are you playing me, you and those two wretched little
things? The man that could kill me is not to be found, except
Réalander, the son of the King of Ireland.”

“T am that man!”

“If you are,” said the giant, “ you will pull out this sword.”
~ He plunged his sword into a rock, and said, “ Pull out the
sword if you are Réalander.”
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Tharraing sé an cloidheamh, agus bhuail sé an fathach mér
leis, agus chaith sé an ceann dé. Bhi sé féin loite. Bhi gearradh
moér faoi bhonn a chich’ deas [deise]. Tharraing si amach
buideull beag iocshliinte, agus chneasaigh si é. Chuaidh sé a-
bhaile ann sin, agus thiinig an t-oncal roimhe.

“ T4 m’inghean gnéthuighthe agad anocht.”

“Ni buidheach diot-sa at4 mise a bhodaigh.”

Ghabh sé asteach ann a rima féin, agus fuair sé a bhean
astigh ann roimhe.

c40INesD NA TR1 hinRre,
[From Douglas Hyde’s ‘“ Religious Son s of Connacht.”]

Racamaoro cum an ctpléive
So mo¢ apn maromn aminac;
(0¢6n agur o¢ 6n 6.)

4 Peavaipt na n-abpcal
An Bracard tu mo pdv geal 2 M
(O¢on agur o¢ 6n 6.)

“Marread ! a Matoean,
Connaipc mé ap ball é,
(0¢6n agur o¢ 6n 6.)

Agur vi pé gabta o cruard
1 Lp & ndmao,”

(O¢on agur ot 6n 6.)

“ Ui Lwodr 'na aice
AZur us pé sneim Ldmm’ ap,”
(O¢on asur o¢ 6n 6.)

£ Maipesad & L0 Bpaovad
Cpeuo 00 minne mo ndo opc 2 ”
(O¢6n agur o¢ 6n 6.)

Literally: We shall go to the mountains early in the morning to-
morrow, ochone and ochoune, O! Peter of the apostles, did you see my
white Love. Ochone and ochone, O!

Musha, O Mother, I did see him just now, ochone and ochone, O!
And he was caught firmly in the midst of his enemies, ochone and
ochone, O!

Judas was near him, and he took a hold of his hand, ochone, ete.
“ Musha, O vile Judas, what did my love do to you, ochone,”’ eote.

He never did anything to child or infant, ochone, etc. And he put
anger on his mother never, ochone, etc

.
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He pulled out the sword and smote the great giant, and cut
off his head. He was wounded himself; he had a great cut
above his right breast; she drew out a little bottle of balsam
and cured him.

He went into the house then and the uncle said to him,
“You have gained my daughter this evening.”

“I am not at all grateful to you for it, you churl.”
He went into his room and there found his wife before him.

THE KEENING OF THE THREE MARYS.
A Traditional Folk Ballad.

Taken down from O’Kearney, a schoolmaster near Belmullet, Co. Mayo.
[From the “ Religious Songs of Connacht,” by Douglas Hyde.]

Let us go to the mountain
All early on the morrow,
(Ochone agus ochone, O!)
“Hast thou seen my bright darling,
O Peter, good apostle?”
(Ochone agus ochone, O 1)¥*

“ Aye! truly, O Mother,
Have I seen him lately,
(Ochone agus ochone, O!)
Caught by his foemen,
They had bound him straitly.”
(Ochone agus ochene, O1)

“ Judas, as in friendship
Shook hands, to disarm him.”
(Ochone agus ochone, O!)

O Judas! vile Judas!
My love did never harm him,
(Ochone agus ochone, O!)

*This is nearly in the curious wild metre of the original. *“ Aous,”=‘‘ and,” is
pronounced ‘‘ocgus.” In another version of this piece, which I heard from my
friend Michael MacRuaidhrigh, the cur-f4 ran most curiously, 8ck ock agus 8ck @ch
dn, after the first two lines. and ock 8¢k, agus, ock §n 6 after the next two, Thus:—

leaga® anuap 1 n-uéo 4 matan é
(0¢, 6¢&, agur ot 6é¢ 4n) 3
Tabard 4 lett. 4 04 Muigie azup caoimzive.
(0¢ o0&, azur 6¢ on 6.)
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Déro Tu Liom-ra
To £6il 1 ngdipoin Panntairs
(O¢on agur o¢ 6n 61)

To naid Tu ‘0o Bean tompdd (?)
1 scdtain 1L na ngpéra
(Ocon agur o¢ 6n 61)

TOLAR MMuIReE:

A brao 6 foin Vo Bi TOLAp beannaiste 1 mDaile an cobam,* 1
gconoaé Mug €6. DI mamiptip ann pan 41T 4 Bruil an Tobaft
ANOIP, ATJUP I At LONS ALTOfA na mainiprce 00 by an Tobap
amac.  Di an maimptip ap tao1d ¢nuic, a¢t nuaip tdimg Cpomail
AZur 4 ¢uro rIMOraolip cum na Tifle red, LeaTA0An an Mmatnipcif,
agup niop pagavap clo¢ or cionn cloice ve’n alToIp ndp cart-
€404A TiOT.

Dliavan 6'n L& 00 Leaga04ap an alto, 'ré pin L& FéL Muipe
‘ran eappac, ‘read by an Tobap amacé an LONS na h-4alTONY, aSup
1 10nTanTAC 4n w0 le &0 nac paid bpaon uipge ann ran rpuc
00 Bi 45 bun an énuic 6’n L& DO BN an TOLAR amac.

Vi bpdtaip boct 45 oul na rlige an L& ceuona, aJur cuard ré
AT 4 bealacd Le paroit 00 NA0 4apn LONS na h-4lTona beannaiste,
ATUr B 10NTANTAT MOt At NuAIpt CoONnNAI\C 1€ TObap bpeds ann
& h-d1it. Cuard ré an 4 $lanaid agur torald 1€ 4% nd0 4 paropne
nuaipt cualard ré gut ag ndo,  cuip viot Vo BT, TA TU At
tatam beannaigte, T tu an bpuac Tobaip Muine, axur TE Lé1Zear
na mitte cao¢ ann. Dérd puine Léigesrca Le uirse an cTobaip
71N 4nsgard Ta¢ uile duine D’ EIFT Apmont 1 L&CAI na h-alTONA
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* This is not the Roscommon Ballintubber, celebrated for the ancient
castle of the O’Conors, which is called in Irish ¢ Baile-an-tobair Ui Chon-
chubhair,” or “ (’Conor’s Ballintubber,’”’ but a place near the middle of
the County Mayo, celebrated for its splendid abbey, founded by one of
the Mac a’ Mtilidhs, a name taken by the Stauntons [Mac-a-Veely, i.c.,
“gson of the warrior,”” now pronounced so’'that no remains of any vulgar
Irish sound may cling to it, as *“ Mac Evilly!]. The prophecy is current
in Mayo that when the abbey is re-roofed Ireland shall be free. My
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Thyself shall come with me
Into Paradise garden.
(Ochone agus ochone, O1)

To a fair place in heaven
At the side of thy darling.
(Ochone agus ochone, O1)

S

MARY'S WELL.

A Religious Folk Tale,
[From the “Religious Songs of Connacht,” by Douglas Hyde.]
[Taken down from Préinsias O’Conchubhair.]

Long ago there was a blessed well in Ballintubber (i.e., town
of the well),* in the County Mayo. There was once a
monastery in the place where the well is now, and it was on
the spot where stood the altar of the monastery that the well
broke out. The monastery was on the side of a hill, but when
Cromwell and his band of destroyers came to this county, they
overthrew the monastery, and never left stone on top of stone
in the altar that they did not throw down.

A year from the day that they threw down the altar—that
was Lady Day in spring—the well broke out on the site of
the altar, and it is a wonderful thing to say, but there was
not one drop of water in the stream that was at the foot of
the hill from the day that tLe well broke out.

There was a poor friar going the road the same .day, and
he went out of his way to say a prayer upon the site of the
blessed altar, and there was great wonder on him when he
saw a fine well in its place. He fell on his knees and began
to say his paternoster, when he heard a voice saying: “Put
off your brogues, you are upon blessed ground, you are on
the brink of Mary’s Well, and there is the curing of thousands
of blind in it; there shall be a person cured by the water of
that well for every person who heard Mass in front of the
altar that was in the place where the well is now, if they be
dipped three times in 1t, in the name of the Father, the Son,
and the Holy Spirit.”

When the friar had his prayers said, he looked up and

friend, Colonel Maurice Moore, told me that when he was a young boy he
often wondered why the people did not roof the abbey and so free Ire-
land without any more trouble. The tomb of the notorious Shaun-na-
Sagart, the priest hunter, which is not far from it, is still pointed out
by the people. It is probably he who is the “ spy *’ in this story, though
his name is not mentioned.
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saw a large white dove upon a fir tree near him. It was the
dove who was speaking. The friar was dressed in false clothes,
because there was a price on his head, as great as on the
head of a wild-dog.

At any rate he proclaimed the story to the people of the
little village, and it was not long till it went out through the
country. It was a poor place, and the people in it had nothing
[to live in] but huts, and these filled with smoke. On that
account there were a great many weak-eyed people amongst
them. With the dawn, on the next day, there were about forty
people at Mary’s Well, and there was never man nor woman
of them but came back with good sight.

The fame of Mary’s Well went through the country, and it
was not long till there were pilgrims from every county coming
to it, and nobody went back without being cured; and at the
end of a little time even people from other countries used to
be coming to it.

There was an unbeliever living near Mary's Well. It was
a gentleman he was, and he did not believe in the cure. He
said there was nothing in it but pishtrogues (charms), and to -
make a mock of the people he brought a blind ass, that he
had, ta the well, and he dipped its head under the water.
The ass got its sight, but the scoffer was brought home as
blind as the sole of your shoe.

At the end of a year it so happened that there was a priest
working as a gardener with the gentleman who was blind.
The priest was dressed like a workman, and nobody at all
knew that it was a priest who was in it. One day the
gentleman was sickly, and he asked his servant to take him
out into the garden. When he came to the place where the
priest was working he sat down. “Isn’t it a great pity,”
says he, “that I cannot see my fine garden?”

The gardener took compassion on him, and said, “I kngw
where there is a man who would cure you, but there is a price
on his head on account of his religion.”

“I give my word that I'll do no spying on him, and I'll
pay him well for his trouble,” said the gentleman.

“ But perhaps you would not like to go through the mode-
of-curing that he has,” says the gardener.

“T don’t care what mode he has, if he gives me my sight,”
said the gentleman.

Now, the gentleman had an evil eharacter, because he
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betrayed a number of priests before that. Bingham was the
name that was on him. However, the priest took courage, and
said, “ Let your coach be ready on to-morrow morning, and
I will drive you to the place of the cure; neither coachman nor
anyone else may be present but myself, and do not tell to
anyone at all where you are going, or give anyone a knowledge
of what is your business.”

On the morning of the next day Bingham’s coach was ready,
and he himself got into it, with the gardener driving him.
Do you remain at home this time,” says he to the coachman,
“and the gardemer will drive me.” The coachman was a
villain, and there was jealousy on him. He conceived the idea
of watching the coach to see what way they were to go. His
blessed vestments were on the priest, inside of his other clothes.
When they came to Mary’s Well the priest said to him, “ I am
going to get back your sight for you in the place where you
lost it.” Then he dipped him three times in the well, in the
name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, and his
sight came to him as well as ever it was.

“T'll give you a hundred pounds,” said Bingham, “ as soon
as I go home.”

The coachman was watching, and as soon as he saw the
priest in his blessed vestments, he went to the people of the
law, and betrayed the priest. He was taken and hanged,
without judge, without judgment. The man who was after
getting back his sight could have saved the priest, but he
did not speak a word in his behalf.

About a month after this, another priest came to Bingham,
and he dressed like a gardener, and he asked work of
Bingham, and got it from him; but he was not long in his
service until an evil thing happened to Bingham. He went
out one day walking through his fields, and there met him
a good-looking girl, the daughter of a poor man, and he
assaulted her, and left her half dead. The girl had three
brothers, and they took an oath that they would kill him a8
soon as they could get hold of him. They had not long to
wait. They caught him in the same place where he assaulted
the girl, and hanged him on a tree, and left him there hanging.

On the morning of the mnext day millions of flies were
gathered like a great hill round about the tree, and nobody
could go near it on account of the foul smell that was round
the place, and, anyone who would go near it, the midges would

blind him.
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Bingham’s wife and son offered a hundred pounds to anyone
who would bring out the body. A good many people made
an effort to do that, but they were not able.  They got
dust to shake on the flies, and boughs of trees to beat them
with, but they were not able to scatter them, nor to go as far
as the tree. The foul smell was getting worse, and the
neighbours were afraid that the flies and noisome corpse would
bring a plague upon them.

Tha second priest was at this time a gardener with Bingham,
but the people of the house did not know that it was a priest
who was in it, for if the people of the law or the spies knew they
would take and hang him. The Catholics went to Bingham’s
wife and told her that they knew a man who would banish
the flies. ‘“Bring him to me,” said she, “and if he is able
to banish the flies, that is not the reward he’ll get, but seven
times as much.”

“ But,” said they, “ if the people of the law knew, they would
take him and hang him, as they hung the man who got back
the sight of his eyes for him before.” “ But,” said she, “ could
not he b?anish the flies without the knowledge of the people of
the law?”

“We don’t know,” said they, ““until we take counsel with
him.”

That night they took counsel with the priest and told him
what Bingham’s wife said.

“T have only an earthly life to lose,” said the priest, “ and
I shall give it up for the sake of the poor people, for there will
be a plague in the country unless I banish the flies. On
to-morrow morning I shall make an attempt to banish them in
the name of God, and I have hope and confidence in God that
“he will save me from my enemies. Go to the lady now, and
tell her that I shall be near the tree at sunrise to-morrow
morning, and tell her to have men ready to put the corpse in
the grave.” :

They went to the lady and told her all the priest said.

“If it succeeds with him,” said she, “I shall have the reward
ready for him, and I shall order seven men to be present.”

The priest spent that night in prayer, and half an hour
before sunrise he went to the place where his blessed vestments
were hidden: he put these on, and with a cross in one hand,
and with holy water in the other, he went to the place where
were the flies. He then began reading out of his book and
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scattering holy-water on the flies, in the name of the Father,
the Son, and the Holy Ghost. The hill of flies rose, and flew
up into the air, and made the heaven as dark as night. The
people did not know where they went, but at the end of half
an hour there was not one of them to be seen.

There was great joy on the people, but it was not long till
they saw the spy coming, and they called to the priest to run
away as quick as it was in him to run. The priest gave to
the butts * (took to his heels), and the spy followed him, and
a knife in each hand with him. When he was not able to
come up with the priest he flung the knife after him. As the
knife was flying out past the priest’s shoulder he put up his
left hand and caught it, and without ever looking behind him
he flung it back. It struck the man and went through his
heart, so that he fell dead and the priest went free.

The people got the body of Bingham and buried it in the
grave, but when they went to bury the body of the spy they
found thousands of rats round about it, and there was not a
morsel of flesh on his bones that they had not eaten. The rats
would not stir from the body, and the people were not able to
hunt them away, so that they had to leave the bones overground.

The priest hid away his blessed vestments and was working
in the garden when Bingham’s wife sent for him, and told him
to take the reward that was for banishing the flies, and to
give it to the man who banished them, if he knew him.

“T do know him, and he told me to bring him the reward
to-night, because he has the intention of leaving the country
before the law-people hang him.”

“ Here it is for you,” said she, and she handed him a purse
of gold.

n the morning of the next day the priest went to the brink
of the sea, and found a ship that was going to France. He
went on board, and as soon as he had left the harbor he put
his priest’s clothes on him, and gave thanks to God for bringing
him safe. We do not know what happened to him from that
out.

After that, blind and sore-eyed people used to be coming
to Mary’s Well, and not a person of them ever returned without
being cured. But there never yet was anything good in this
country that was not spoilt by somebody, and the well was
spoilt in this way.

*Thig ig the absurd way the people of Connacht translate it when
talking English. “ Bonn ”’ means both “sole” (of foot) and “ butt.”
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* Now ill-called “ Caldwell >’ in English.

+ Literally: Is it not holy that St. Joseph was when he married Mary
Mother; is it not that he got the gift that was better than Adam’s
world? He refused the yellow gold and the crown that David had had,
and he preferred to be guiding and showing the way to Mary Mother.
One day that the couple were walking in the garden among the
fragrant cherries, apple-blossoms and sloes, Mary conceived a desire for
them, and fancied them at once, [enticed] by the fine scent of the
apples that were fragrant and nice from the High King [¢.e., God].
Then spake the Virgin with utterance that was feeble, “ Pluck for me
yon jewels which are growing on the tree. Pluck me enough of them,
for I am weak and faint, and the works of the King of the graces are
growing beneath my bosom.” Then spake St. Joseph with utterance
that was stout, “I shall not pluck thee the jewels, and I like not thy
child. Call upen his father, it is he you may be stiff with.” Then
stirred Jesus blessedly beneath her bosom. Then spake Jesus holily,
“ Bend low in her presence, O tree.”” The tree bowed down to her in their
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MARY AND ST. JOSEPH.

From Michael Rogers and Martin O’Calally,* in Erris Co. Mayo.—
Douveras HYDE.

Holy was good St. Joseph
When marrying Mary Mother,

Surely his lot was happy,
Happy beyond all other.}

Refusing red gold laid down,
And the crown by David worn,
With Mary to be abiding
And guiding her steps forlorn.

One day that the twain were talking,
And walking through gardens early,

Where cherries were redly growing,
And blossoms were growing rarely,

Mary the fruit desired,
For faint and tired she panted,
At the scent on the breezes’ wing
Of the fruit that the King had planted.

Then spake to Joseph the Virgin,
All weary and faint and low,
¢ O pull me yon smiling cherries
That fair on the tree do grow,

presence, without delay, and she got the desire of her inner-heart quite
directly off the tree. Then spake St. Joseph, and cast himself upon the
ground, ‘“Go home, O Mary, and lie upon thy couch, until I go to
Jeérusalem doing penance for my sin.,” Then spake the Virgin with
utterance that was blessed. ¢‘I shall not go home, and I shall not lie
upon my couch, but you have forgiveness to find from the King of the
graces for your sins.”

Three months from that day, the blessed child was born, there came
three kings making adoration before the child. Three months from that
night the blessed child was born in their cold bleak stable between a
bullock and an ass. g

Then spake the Virgin softly and sensibly, O Son of the King of
the friends, in what way shalt thou be on the world ?”

¢I shall be on Thursday, and I sold to my enemy, and I shall be on
Friday a sieve [full] of holes with the nails. My head shall be on the
top of a spike, and the blood of my heart on the middle of the street,
and a spear of venom going through my heart with contempt upon
that day.”
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SAINT PETER.
A Folk Story.

An old woman named Biddy Casey, from near Riverstown. i
Co. Sligo, told this story to O’Conor in Athlone, from whom I ggo:;nit%lz
Dovcras Hyok [in Religious Songs of Connacht.]

At the time that Saint Peter and our Saviour were walking
the country, many was the marvel that his Master showed him,
and if it had been another person who was in it, and who had
seen half as much, no doubt his confidence in his Master would
nave been stronger than that of Peter.

One day they were entering a town, and there was a
musician sitting half drunk on the side of the road and he
asking for alms. Our Saviour gave him a piece of money,
going by of him. There came wonder on Peter at that, for
he said to himself, ‘‘ Many’s the poor man in great want that
my Master refused, but now He has given alms to this drunken
musician; but perhaps,” says he to himself, “ perhaps He likes
music.”

Our Saviour knew what was in Peter’s mind, but He did
not speak a word about it.

On the next day they were journeying again and a poor
friar (sic) met them, and he bowed down with age and almost
naked. He asked our Saviour for alms, but He took no notice
of him, and did not answer his request.

“There’s another thing that’s not right,” said Peter in his
own mind. He was afraid to speak to his Master about it, but
he was losing his confidence in Him every day.

The same evening they wers approaching another village
when a blind man met them and he asking alms. Our Saviour
talked with him and said, “ What do you want?” *The
price of a night’s lodging, the price of something to eat, and
as much as I shall want to-morrow; if you can give it to me-
you shall get great recompense, and recompense that is not to
be found in this sorrowful world.”

“Good is your talk,” said the Lord, “ but you are only
seeking to deceive me? you are in no want of the price of a
lodging or of anything to eat; you have gold and silver in
your pocket; and you ought to give thanks to God for your
having enough (to do you) till (next) day.” )

The blind man did not know that it was our Saviour who
was talking to him, and Be said to him, “It is not sermons,
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but alms, I am looking for. I am certain that if you did
know that there was gold or silver about me, you would take
it from me. Get off now; I don’t want your talk.

“Indeed, you are a senseless man,” said the Lord; “you will
not have gold or silver long,” and with that He left him.

Saint Peter was listening to the discourse, and he had a wish
to tell the blind man that it was our Saviour who was talking
to him, but he got no opportunity. But there was another
man listening when our Saviour said that the blind man had
gold and silver. It was a wicked robber who was in
it; but he knew that our Saviour never told a lie. As soon
as He and Saint Peter were gone, this robber came to the blind
man, and said to him,  Give me your gold and silver, or I'll put
a knife through your heart.”

“I have no gold or silver,” said the blind man; “if I had
I wouldn’t be looking for alms.” But with that the robber
caught hold of him, put him under him, and took from him
all he had. The blind man shouted and screamed as loud as
he was able, and our Saviour and Peter heard him.

“There’s wrong being done to the blind man,” said Peter.

“ Get treacherously and it will go the same way,” said our
Saviour, ‘“not to speak of the Day of Judgment.”

“1 understand you; there is nothing hid from you, Master,”
said Peter.

The day after that they were journeying by a desert, and
a greedy lion came out. “Now, Peter,” said our Saviour, “you
often said that you would lose your life for Me; go now and
give yourself to the lion, and I shall escape safe.”

Peter thought to himself and said, “I would sooner meet
any other death than let a lion eat me; we are swift-footed and
we can run from him, and if T see him coming up with us I
will remain behind, and you can escape safe.”

“Tet it be so,” said our Saviour. ) y .

The lion gave a roar, and off and away with him after them,
and it was not long till he was gaining on them, and close
up to them. ;

“Remain behind, Peter,” said our Saviour; but Peter let
on that he never heard a word, and went running out bgfore
his Master. The Lord turned round and said to the lion, Go
back to the desert,” and so he did. _ \

Peter looked behind him, and when he saw the lion going
back, he stood till our Saviour came up with him.
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“Peter,” said He, “you left me in danger, and, what was
worse than that, you told lies.”

“I did that,” said Peter, “ because I knew that you have
power over everything, not alone over the lion of the wilder-
ness.”

‘“ Silence your mouth, and do not be telling lies; you did
not know, and if you were to see Me in danger to-morrow you
would forsake Me again. I know the thoughts of your heart.”

“I never thought that you did anything that was not rignt,”
said Peter.

“That is another lie,” said our Saviour; “do you not
remember the day that I gave alms to the musician who was
half drunk, there was wonder on you, and you said to yourself
that many’s the poor man in great want whom I refused, and
that T gave alms to a drunken man because I liked music.
The day after that I refused the old friar, and you said that
that was not right; and the same evening you remember what
happened about the blind man. I will explain to you now
why I acted like that. That musician did more good than
twenty friars of his sort since ever they were born. He saved
a girl’s soul from the pain of hell. She wanted a piece of
money and was going to commit a deadly sin to get it, but
the musician prevented her, and gave her the piece of money,
though he himself was in want of a drink at the same time.
As for the friar, he was not in want at all; although he had
the name of friar, he was a limb of the devil, and that was
why I paid him no heed. As for the blind man, his God was
in his pocket, for the old word is true, *“ Where your store is,
your heart will be with it."”

A short time after that Peter said, ‘“ Master, you have a
knowledge of the most lonesome thoughts in the heart of man,
and from this moment out I submit to you in everything.”

About a week after that they were traveling through hills
and mountains, and they lost their way. With the fall of
night there came lightning, thunder, and heavy rain. The
night was so dark they could not see a sheep’s path. Peter
fell against a rock and hurt his foot so badly that he was
not able to walk a step.

Our Saviour saw a little light under the foot of a hill, and
He said to Peter, “ Remain where you are, and I will go to
seek help to carry you.” :

“Thers is no help to be found in this wild place,” said
Peter, “ and don’t leave me here in danger by myself.”

“Be it s0,” said our Saviour, and with that He gave a whistle,
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and there came four men; and who was captain of them but
the person who robbed the blind man a while before that! He
recognised our Saviour and Peter, and told his men to carry
DPeter carefully to the dwelling-place they had among the hills;
“these two put gold and silver in my way a short time ago,”’
said he.

They carried Peter into a chamber under the ground. There
was a fine fire in it, and they put the wounded man near it,
and gave him a drink. He fell asleep, and our Saviour made
the sign of the cross with his finger above the wound, and
when he awoke he was able to walk as well as ever. There
was wonder on him when he awoke, and he asked “what
happened to him.” Our Saviour told him each thing, and how
it occurred.

“I thought,” said Peter, “ that I was dead, and that I was
up at the gate of heaven; but I could not get in, for the door
was shut, and there was no doorkeeper to be found.”

“ It was a vision you had,” said our Savicur, * but it is true.
Heaven is shut, and is not to be opened until I die for the sin
of the human race, who put anger on My Father. It is not a
common, but a shameful, death I shall get; but I shall rise
again gloriously, and open the heaven that was shut, and you
shall be doorkeeper.”

“Ora! Master,” said Peter, “it cannot be that you would
get a shameful death; would you not allow me to die for you;
I am ready and willing.”

“You think that,” said our Saviour.

The time came when our Saviour was to get death. The
evening before that He himself and His twelve disciples were
at supper, when He said, “ There is a man of you going to betray
me.” There was great trouble on them, and each of them
said, “Am I he? ” But He said, “ He who dips with his hand
in the dish with Me, he is the man who shall betray Me.”

Peter then said, “If the whole world were against you,
“T will not be against you.” But our Saviour said to him,
“ Before the cock crows to-night you will reneague (deny) Me
three times.”

“T would die before I would reneague you,” said Peter;
“indeed I shall not reneague you.”

When death-judgment was passed upon our Saviour, His
enemies were beating Him and spitting on Him. Peter was
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HOW COVETOUSNESS CAME INTO THE CHURCH.

This is a story I have often heard. The above version I got from
a man near Monivea, in Galway, though I do not give his exact words.
1 heard one nearly identical, only told in Knrglish, in the Co. Tipperary.
The story reminded me so strongly of those strange semi-comic
medigeval moralities, commen at an early date to most European
languages—such pieces as Goethe has imitated in his story of “ St. Peter
and the Horse-shoe "—that I could uot resist the temptation to turn it
into rhyme, though it is not rhymed in the original. More than one
celebrated piece of both English and French literature founded upon
the same motif as this story will occur to the student.—Doucras HypE.
[Religious Songs of Connacht.]

As once our Saviour and St. Peter
Were walking over the hills together,
In a lonesome place that was by the sea,
Beside the border of Galilee,
Just as the sun to set began
Whom should they meet but a poor old man!
His coat was ragged, his hat was torn,
He seemed most wretched and forlorn,
Fenury stared in his haggard eye,
And he asked an alms as they passed him by.
Peter had conly a copper or two,
So he looked to see what the Lord would do.
The man was trembling—it seemed to him—
With hunger and cold in every limb.
But, nevertheless, our Lord looked grave,
He turned away and He nothing gave.
And Peter was vexed awhile at that
And wondered what our Lord was at,
Because he had thought Him much too good
To ever refuse a man for food.
But though he wondered he nothing said,
Nor asked the cause, for he was afraid.
It happened that the following day
They both returned that very way,
And whom should they meet where the man had been,
But a highway robber, gaunt and lean!
And in his belt a naked sword—
For an alms he, too, besought the Lord.
“ He’s an ass,” thought Peter, “ to meet us thus;
He won't get anything from us.”
But Peter was seized with such surprise,
He scarcely could believe his eyes
When he saw the Master, without a word,
Give to the man who had the sword.
After the man was gone 2gain
His wonder Peter could not restrain,
But turning to our Saviour, said:
“ Master, the man who asked for bread,
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How Covetousness came into the Church,

The poor old man of yesterday,
Why did you turn from him away?
But to this robber, this shameless thief,
Give, when he asked you for relief.
1 thought it most strange for you to do;
We needn’t have feared him, we were two.
I have a sword here, as you see,
And could have used it as well as he;
And I am taller by a span,
For he was only a little man.”
“Peter,” said our Lord, “you see
Things but as they seem to be.
Look within and see behind,
Know the heart and read the mind,
"Tis not long before you know
Why it was I acted so.”
After this it chanced one day
Our Lord and Peter went astray,
Wandering on a mountain wide,
Nothing but waste on every side.
Worn with hunger, faint with thirst,
Peter followed, the Lord went first.
Then began a heavy rain,
Lightning gleamed and flashed again,
Another deluge poured from heaven,
The slanting hail swept tempest-driven.
Then, when fainting, frozen, spent,
A man came towards them through the bent,
And Peter trembled with ccld and fright,
When he knew again the robber wight.
But the robber brought them to his cave,
And what he had he freely gave.
He gave them wine, he gave them bread,
He strewed them rushes for a bed,
He lent them both a clean attire
And dried their clothes before the fire,
And when they rose the following day
He gave them victuals for the way,
And never left them till he showed
The road he thought the straightest road.
“The Master was right,” thought Peter then,
“The robber is better than better men,
There’s many an honest man,” thought he,
“Who never did as much for me.”
They had not left the robber’s ground
Above an hour, when lo, they found
A man upon the mountain track
Lying dead upon his back.
And Peter soon, with much surprise,
The beggarman did recognize.

3825






How Covetousness came into the Church, 3827

“ Ochone !” thought Peter, “ we had no right
To refuse him alms the other night.

He’s dead from the cold and want of food,
And we'’re partly guilty of his blood.”
“Teter,” said our Lord, “go now

Feel his pockets and let us know

What he has within his coat.”

Then Peter turned them inside out,
And found within the lining plenty

Of silver coins, and gold ones twenty.
“My Lord,” said Peter, “ now I know
Why it was you acted so.

Whatever you say or do with men,

I never will think you wrong again.”
“Peter,” said our Saviour, “take

And throw those coins in yonder lake,
That none may fish them up again,

For money is often the curse of men.”

Feter gathered the coins together,

And crossed to the lake through bog and heather.
But he thought in his mind: “It’s a real sin

To be flinging this lovely money in.

We’'re often hungry, we're often cold,

And money is money—T'll keep the gold

To spend on the Master ; He needs the pelf,

For He’s very neglectful of Himself.”

Then down with a splash does Peter throw

The silver coins to the lake below,

And hopes our Lord from the splash would think
‘He had thrown the whole from off the brink.
And then before our Lord he stood

And looked as innocent as he could.

Our Lord said: “Peter, regard your soul;
Are you sure you have thrown in the whole?”
“Yes, all,” said Peter, “is gone below,

But a few gold pieces I wouldn’t throw,
Since I thought we might find them very good
For bed, or for drink, or a bite of food.
Because our own are nearly out,

And they are inconvenient to do without,
But, if you wish it, of course I'll go

And fling the rest of the lot below.”

“ Ah, Peter, Peter,” said our Lord,

“You should have obeyed me at my word,
For a greedy man you are, I see,

And a greedy man you will ever be;
A covetous man you are of gain,
And a covetous man you will remain.”

And that’s the reason, as I’ve been told,
The clergy are since so fond of gold.
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THE WOMAN OF THREE COWS.
(FroM THE IRISH, BY JAMES CLARENCE MANGAN.)

O Woman of Three Cows, agra! don't let your tongue thus rattle!
Oh, don’t be saucy, don't be stiff, because you may have cattle.

I have seen—and, here’s my hand to you, I only say what's true—
A many a one with twice your stock not half so proud as you.

Good luck to you, don’t scorn the poor, and don’t be their despiser ;
For worldly wealth soon melts away, and cheats the very miser;

And death soon strips the proudest wreath from haughty human brows—
Then don’t be stiff, and don’t be proud, good Woman of Three Cows.

See where Momonia’s heroes lie, proud Owen Mér’s descendants.
"T'is they that won the glorious name, and had the grand attendants ;
If they were forced to bow to Fate, as every mortal bows,

Can you be proud, can you be stiff, my Woman of Three Cows?

The brave sons of the Lord of Clare, they left the land to mourning ;
Mavrone! for they were banished, with no hope of their returning.
Who knows in what abodes of want those youths were driven to house ?
Yet you can give yourself these airs, O Woman of Three Cows.

Oh, think of Donnel of the Ships, the Chief whom nothing daunted,
See how he fell in distant Spain unchronicled, unchanted ;

He sleeps, the great O’Sullivan, where thunder cannot rouse—

Then ask yourself, should you be proud, good Woman of Three Cows ?

O’Ruark, Maguire, those souls of fire, whose names are shrined in story :
Think how their high achievements once made Erin’s greatest glory.
Yet now their bones lie mouldering under weeds and cypress boughs—
And so. for all your pride, will yours, O Woman of Three Cows.

Th’ O’Carrols, also, famed when fame was only for the boldest,
Rest in forgotten sepulchres with Erin’s best and oldest ;

Yet who so great as they of yore in battle or carouse?

Just think of that, and hide your head, good Woman of Three Cows.

Your neighbour’s poor; and you, it seems, are big with vain ideas,
Because, inagh! you've got three cows—one more, I see, than she has;
That tongue of yours wags more at times than charity allows;

But if you're strong, be merciful—great Woman of Three Cows.

AVRAN.

Now, there you go ; you still, of course, keep up your scornful bearing,

And I'm too poor to hinder you; but, by the cloak I'm wearing,

If T had but four cows myself, even though you were my spouse,

I'd thwack you well, to cure your pride, my Woman of Three Cows.
First published by O’Curry in the “ Irish Penny Journal” (Gunn & Cameron's)

No. 9, 29th August, 1840, with an introductory note, and Mangau’s famous metrical

version (pp. 68, 69).
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IRISH RANNS.

[From “Songs of Connacht,” by DovaLas Hrog.]

Here is a half-Pagan rann which I heard from a man in
Donegal. The state of Ireland seems to have been unsettled
at the time it was made—

I hope and pray that none may kill me,
Nor T kill any, with woundings grim,
But if ever any should think to kill me
I pray thee, God, let me kill him.*

Here is another rann about the clerics which 0'Daly gives
us—
Avoid all stewardship of church or Kill,
It is ill to be much in the clerics’ way,
Lest you live to see that which with pains you save,
Like foam on the wave float far away.f

Here is a rann on drunkenness which I got from my friend
Thomas Barclay. It is almost in Debhidh metre—
I mind not being drunk, but then
Much mind to be seen drunken.
Drink only perfects all our play,
Yet breeds it discord alway.
Here is another rann on the fierce or wayward woman, which
I heard from the same; it is also current in Munster—
Like a fire kindled beneath a lake,
Like a stone to break an advancing sea,
Like a blow that is struck upon iron cold,
To the wayward woman thy counsels be.§
Here is another discourteous rann on women that I heard
in Connacht—
1f you hope to teach, you must be a fool,
A woman, a porker, or a mule.|}

* Literally: That I may kill no man at all, and that no man may kill
me! But if there is anyone bent on killing me, that it may be I who
shall kill him!

t Literally: Avoid the stewardship of a Kill (or church). With the
band of the clerics do not make agreement, or there is a danger of all
your portion departing like leaves on the top of the tide.

1 Laterally: 1t is not intoxication I think the worse of, but [am] loath
it to be seen on me. Without the drink of intoxication fun is the worse,
but intoxication is not usual without dis-fun {¢.., something the opposite
of fun].

§L’i%emlly: The kindling of a fire beneath a lake or the throwing of
stones against the harbor, to give advice to a wayward (or fierce)
woman, it is a blow of a fist upon cold iron. y

|| Literally: Three things difficult to teach [are] a woman, a pig, and

a mule!






A e L T 19

P

Irish Ranns. 3835

_ Here is a rann on the fierce or wayward man, which I heard
in the County Roscommon—

To a wayward man thine advice to bring
Is a foolish thing, and a loss of time,

His fault must find him, he must be crost,
Till death be the cost of his frantic crime.*

Here is an advice which a priest in the County Mayo gave

to a girl who was too foreign-mannered and dressy; I heard
it from the same—

My girl, I fear your sense is not great at all,

Your fathers, my dear, would rate such sense as small,
They loved good ckeer and not state, and a well-filled stall,
Not garments gueer to inflate like the purse-proud Gall.t

Here is a forcible saying from the County Mayo—

“No doubt sure,” “Myself believes,” “ Thinks I,”
Three witnesses these of the common lie !}

A man from the same county said pithily to someone who
had fine talk and choice English, but who made bad whiskey—

It’s to mix-without-fault,
And not English, makes malt!§

Here is a good rann on that constant combat which is ever
on foot between the will and the reason, of which the Latin
spoke when he said, “I see the better things and approve of
them, but I follow the worse ’—

How sad is my case, I am surely in plight most ill,

My will with my reason, my reason fights with my will,
My reason sees faults that my will remains &/ind to still,
Or should my will see them, my reason strikes to my will.||

{ Literally: “I think,” “Pm near-sure,”’” and “it seems to me,” those
are three witnesses that the lie has. et

§ Literally: It is not English makes malt, but to mix it well.

|| Literally: Is it pat poor, the way and the condition in which I a;lri
in pain, my understanding [moving away] from my will, and my wi
moving away from my understanding. Each fault which is I~a1n hé) Iixly
understanding is not understood by my will, or if it is understood she
wills it not, but [wills] the will of her own understanding.
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* Literally : The mild satisfied one never felt [for] the hungry one,
and there never came an ebb without a full tide close behind it. No
woman has any part with a gray-haired dotard (?), and death has never
given respite to anyone.

t Literally : Sense and un-sense, two who do not go together. The
man without sense is certain that he himself is the author of sense,



Irish Ranns. 3837

Here is another rann : “ The satiated does not understand
the lean ” is a common proverb—

The satisfied man for the hungry one never feels,

There never comes ebb without full tide close at its heels,
To the gray-haired dotard no woman her heart reveals,
From death when he comes no praying a respite steals.*

Here is another rann on sense and folly—

Though the senseless and sensible
Never foregather,

Yet the senseless one thinks
He is Sense’s own father.t

Here is another rann on the man whose attention and mind
are astray—

A constant tree is the yew to me,
It is green to see, and grows never gray,

"T were as good for a man through the world to roam
As to live at home with his mind away.

There exist many ranns telling the end of the things of the
world. I believe the most of these are common to the entire
island. I shall only give one of them here as a specimen, in
the form it has in the County Mayo—

The end of a ship is drowning,
The end of a kiln is burning,
The end of a feast is frowning,
The end of man’s health—is mourning.§

There are also a great number of ranns beginning with the
word “alas,” or “ woe,” lamenting over various things. Here

1 A tree of fruit is the yewtree, it is never without a green top. Itis
the same thing for a man not to be at home as for him to be there with
his attention away. [The idea seems to be that wherever a man is
planted, he should remain there with his mind fresh and green like the
yew and not grow withered by wishing to be where he cannot be.]

§ Literally : The end of a ship—drowning ; the end of a kiln— burning;
the end of a feast—reviling; the end of health—a sigh.
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are a couple of examples of them just as I heard them in the
County Roscommon—

Alas for who plow without seed to sow,
For the weak who go through a foreign land,
For the man who speaks badly yet does not know,
—Twice woe for the mouth under no command.*

And again—

g Alas for the man who is weak in friends,
For the man whose sons do not make him glad,
For the man of the hut through which winds can blow,
—Twice woe for who neither is good nor badt

There is also many a rann beginning with the words *1I
hate.” Such as—

I hate a castle on bog-land built,

And a harvest spilt through the constant wet,
I hate a woman who spoils the quern,

And I hate a priest to be long in debt.}

Again—
I hate poor hounds about a house
That drag their mangy life,

I hate to see a gentleman
Attending on his wife 7§

There is a rann somewhat like this about Finn Mac Cool—

Four things did Finn dislike ind<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>