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INTRODUCTION.

I 5aD intended at first to let my book explain ifself,
but as‘I reflect on the unusualness of its form and
character, I feel the advantages which would be derived
from some introductory matter. If I appear sometimes
to travel over ground covered by the text itself, this
must be my excuse.

It is a common-place that the true function of the
historian is to give a clear and vivid picture of the
past; but, although the principle is recognised in
theory, it is practically set aside, and pure historical
composition relegated to the novelist and romancer,
whose audience, as they desire merely amusement,
make no very stern demands on the veracity and his-
torical faithfulness of the writer. In fact, the province
of archzology has so extended its frontiers, as to have
swallowed up the dominion of pure history a,ltogéther.
Nearly every work which one takes up affecting to treat
of the past in a rigid and conscientious spirit, is merely-
arch®ological. It is an accumulation of names, dates,
events, disquisitions, the balancing of probabilities, the
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iv History of Ireland.

testing of statements and traditions, categorical asser-
tions concerning laws and customs. All works of this
character are of the nature of archaology; they are the
material of history, not history itself.

Upon the foundations laid, with the materials pro-
vided, by the archzologian the historian builds. When
he has acquainted himself with all that the patient
_ toil of archaological investigation has amassed, he is
equipped for his work, and not till then. But surely,
no mere accumulation of facts only, no matter how
pfbfound or exhaustive may have been the search whose
results he has laid up in his mind, is by itself to be
dignified by the name of history. Out of the sad leav-
ings of the past, how can even the most cunning
mechanical arrangement evolve a living, adequate, affect-
ing representation of the life of our ancestors.

In history, there must be sympathy, imagination,
creation. The sorry remnants discussed by the anti-
quarian, do not of themselves supply a picture. All
these the historian will study attentively, after which,
in proportion to his strength and truth of imagination,
a more or less faithful and vivid picture of that life of
which they are the relics, will impress itself on his
mind.

History is the flower of archeology; it justifies,
rewards, and crowns the obscure toil of those patient
and single-minded excavators into the buried past.

In the department of Pre-Norman Irish Archezology,
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a generation of workers has passed away. The time
has come for an embodiment in a fitting form of the
results of their labours. The facts which they have
accumulated, the obscurities which they dispelled, the
amount of antique Irish literature which they have
translated, the pregnant passages which they have col-
lected out of the bardic writings, the number of for-
gotten heroes, events, characteristics—legal, social, and
political—which they have brought to light, furnish
such a mass of antiquarian knowledge as can supply
the historian with ample materials for the reconstruc-
tion by imaginative processes of the life led by our
ancestors in this country. Until this mass of informa-
tion is popularised, and by being popularised, secured
and appropriated, it is unlikely that any new surge of
antiquarian enthusiasm will again ruffle the tranquil
mind of the intellectual classes in Ireland. Until this
mound of ore is smelted and converted into current
coin of the realm, who will spend a lifetime in adding
to those heaps which, as they stand to-day in their
gaunt uselessness, almost justify the apathy with which
they are regarded.

But how can the historian escape the introduction of
elements into the period of which he treats, which it
did not really contain, but which are only factors in his
own mental und moral temperament, and. of the age of
which he himself is a part ? Will not his own com-
plexion colour all he writes? This is certainly the



vi History of Ireland.

case. The most strenuous efforts will not keep his own
age and his own character altogether out of his work.
Even amongst the historical writers around me, who
affect to aim only at archmological results, and the
lucid arrangement of what has been discovered, I per-
ceive their work dyed deep with the hues of their own
individuality. There is this danger, indeed,. this cer-
tainty of misrepresentation; but alas, there has yet
been discovered no photographic agency by which may
be depicted the actual life of our ancestors other than
that fallible and feeble instrument, the human imagina-
tion. Yet this objection will lose some of its force by
a consideration of the nature of that period, which will
be represented in the present and succeeding volumes.
The forefront of Irish History we find filled with
great heroic personages of a dignity and power more
than human. The age in which these heroes lived was
that which almost alone absorbed the attention of the
Irish bards. Century after century the mind of the
country was inflamed by the contemplation of those
mighty beings whom, too, men believed to be their own
ancestors. All the imaginative literature of the country
revolved round this period, was devoted to the glorifi-
cation of the gigantic figures with whom it was filled.
Naturally then, this heroic age was as it were a huge
bright mirror, in which were reflected the magmified
images of the bards themselves, and of the contempo-
rary kings and heroes for whom they sang. The value
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of any, even the slightest characteristic of the heroic
age, is, therefore, of the highest historic importance.
The vastness and populousness of this age, which have
been employed for the purpose of pointing derision at
this country are really the best proof of the value of
Irish antiquarian research; they indicate the enormous
- fecundity and force of the imagination of a people
whose Pantheon was so great.

Now, it is not to be supposed that the heroes and
events of this wonderful period are to be lightly passed
over—a period which, like the visible firmament, was
bowed with all its glory above the spirit of a whole
nation. Those heroes and heroines were the ideals of
our ancestors, their conduct and character were to them
a religion, the bardic literature was their Bible. It
was a poor substitute, one may say, for that which
found its way into the island in the fifth century.
That is so, yet such as it was under its nurture, the
imagination and spiritual susceptibilities of our ances-
tors were made capable of that tremendous outburst of
religious fervour and exaltation which characterised
the centuries that succeeded the fifth, and whose effect
was felt throughout a great portion of Europe. It was
the Irish bards and that heroic age of theirs which
nourished the imagination, intellect, and idealism of the
country to such an issue. Patrick did not create these
qualities. They may not be created. He found them,
and directed them into a new channel.
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The heroic period demands treatment, the very best
and fullest that can be accorded to it. There is omne
mode in which it has been treated, and that I think the
worst. All the names, dates, battles, events, births,
deaths, genealogies, &c., have been set down in due
order. In this treatment there is absolutely no advan-
tage. One name is as good as another. Abracadabra
is ag good as Owen Mor, if we are told naught concern-
ing him than that he had a certain father and mother,
fought certain battles, and died. Moreover, the arche-
ological and scientific objections would apply to such a
treatment with full force, namely, the unprovability of
the statements so made.

The manner of Keating is different from this, and
better, but not to my mind the best. Keating, follow-
ing the old rationalistic compilers of the Irish chroni-
cles, sets down in regular order the kings and heroes of
ancient Eiré, and related concerning many of them,
one or two of what seemed to him the most important
anecdotes. Now, Keating believed that all this ancient
bardic lore represented pure historic fact, which caused
him to ecommit many grave errors, artistic and archaeo-
logical, by which the value of his beautiful treatise is
much impaired. Even his anecdotes lose their import-
ance by being deprived of their substance, colour, and
life, so that each under his handling has become the
mere residuum and anatomy of the old bardic tale,
whose essential elements he desired to represent.
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Treating these tales as history, he attached no import-
ance to those qualities which have alone value to me,
viz., the epic and dramatic.

But even pursued in this direction, a fuller and more
artistic treatment would not be satisfactory. No single
tale, however well adapted to the modern literary taste,
would form a complete and perfect representation of
any of the more important heroic personages or events.
Round each of the heroes revolves a whole cycle of
literature in prose and verse, and no treatment would
be adequate which did not take in this eycle in its com-
pleteness. :

I now come to that treatment which has been sug-
gested by O’Curry, but the effect of which he did not
fully realise, viz., the narrfation of all the bardic tales
and fragments in connection with each hero and
heroine. Such a work is physically impossible, or if it
were effected, the result would not be satisfactory. The
bardic literature of ancient Erin would fill, perhaps, a
hundred volumes such as the present, When com-
pleted, the piled up mass would be without harmony,
meaning, or order. The valuable and the valueless
would be mingled together. It would be utterly incon-
dite, inorganic, and, I think, unreadable, exeept to
archmologians and the philosophical. A passage illus-
trating the character of a hero might be imbedded in a
tale concerning another, or in a note to a Christian
bymn, or in the life of a saint, or in some ancient
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chronicle, dictionary, or legal treatise. Moreover, the
genesis of these tales must be ascribed to peoples
separated from one another by wide tracts of country
and distances of time, so that contradietion and confu-
gion are inevitable. The result would be a huge
literary chaos, not a work of art, and this would be true
even if the tales were reduced each to its pure epic
elements. For instance, Tierna, the Abbot of Clon-
macnoise, and a man thoroughly eonversant, I think,
with the heroic history, tells us that the greatest of the
Irish heroes died young, yet there is extant a celebrated
tale in which he is represented as contending in single
combat with his own son.

The treatment which I have myself adopted consists
in the reduction to its artistic elements of the whole of
that heroic history taken together, viewing it always in
the light shed by the discoveries of modern archao-
logians, frequently using the actual language of the
bards, and as much as possible their style and general
character of expression. The death of Conairey Mor is
almost a literal transcript from the tale. Through the
loose chaotic mass of bardic story and monkish
ch'ronicle, I have endeavoured to trace the mental and
physical personality of the heroes and heroines in their
essential elements, and to discover that order of events
which best harmonises with the records and traditions
of the poets, and the characters of the heroic per-
sonages. Hence it follows, that in order to be faithful
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to the generic conception, one must disregard often the
literal statement of the bard. That the whole should be
fairly represented, one must do violence to the parts
upon which, indeed, no more violence can be wrought
than they inflict upon one another, perpetually diverg-
ing in detail, though in unison generally as to the main
idea of characters and events.

But there is another element than the merely epic
one in this volume, and which represents a great por-
tion of our literary remains with an almost verbal
exactitude and precision.

The bardic mind affected a certain fastidiousness in
its mode of treating the heroic period. A conventional
set of ideas were deemed poetic, and all outside that
was unpoetic. We can see how some such traditions
clung around the mind of Homer. For instance, he
obstinately refuses to allude to writing of any sort, or to
horsemen other than drivers of chariots. The same
limitations, to a great extent, pervade the heroic li-
terature of Ireland. There are many allusions to
Oghams, and inscribed tablets of wood, but the bards
would have us imagine that they never heard of a book
or a parchment. In the more ancient literature also
they do not allude to the riding of horses, nor to horses
at all in connection with Mac Cool and his Fenians.
From the bardie literature too, we would imagine that
there was not a wolf to be seen in ancient Ireland.

No.w, in relating the heroic history, I have departed
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wholly from the limited range of ideas permitted to
themselves by the bards, and have introduced boldly
the ancient civilisation of the country. In this part of
my work I have preserved the closest adherence to the
authorities. In all that relates to the material, social,
political condition of the country, I believe that in this
and the succeeding volumes will be found an accurate
and faithful representation of the civilisation of ancient
Ireland. In these volumes the heroic period reflects
the actualities of the early historic times. I remember
some remark of Horace to this effect, ‘“ Hence it happens
that we see, as in a picture, all the life of the old man.”
This has been my object to represent, as in a picture,
the state of society which obtained in this eountry in
ancient times, which, though distant in one sense, are
near in many others. If is the same sky that bent over
them, which shines or darkens over us. The same
human heart beat in their breasts as beats amongst us
to-day. All the great permanent relations of life are the
same. Therefore, I think I am also justified in treat-
ing that old heroic history in connection with the en-
during facts of nature and of humanity. I do not like
to contemplate that heroic age as vague, shadowy, and
remote, and have not so contemplated it. Upon the
realisation of the bards I have superadded a realisation
more intense, working closer to those noble forms,
whose outlines are more or less wavering and uncertain
in the literature of the bards. '
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Nevertheless, the outlines are there, and in many an
instance a flash of genius disperses altogether the mist
for a moment, and lets us see the real hero. From
these outlines I do not depart, where they appear with
any consistency and definiteness. Yet when a whole
nation is busy realising its heroes, it must follow
that many an ignoble thought and tale will find
its way into the preserved literature. The tales that
are canonical and that are not must be determined.
For instance, the tales told on pages 256 and 257 con-
cerning both Cuculain and Emer strike down deep into
the bardic conception of the characters of both.
Nothing that interferes with these can be tolerated
by the historian of the heroic period. We feel in-
stinctively that they are essential, while we feel that
others are not essential or wholly to be rejected. The
nobler conception of any character, is, of course, to be
preferred to the ignoble.

One of the most interesting features of early Irish
civilisation, the religious feature, is also unfortﬁnately
the most obscure. In the abserce of clear philosophical
statements by the monks, we are obliged to fall back
upon the tales and poems. The only monkish allusion
to the Irish gods with which I have met, excepting
another by St. Fiech, is one in Cormac’s Glossary,
where Ana is called the mother of the Irish gods, mater
deorum Hibernensium. Now, if we had a sufficient
quantity of pre-Christian Irish literature, there would be
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no loss sustained by the unfortunate reticence of the
ecclesiastics ; but this is not so. The bards were but
the abstracts and brief chronicles of their own time, and
in their hands the ancient tales and traditions varied
from century to century, acquiring more and more a
new complexion as the ages ran on. The consequence
has been that, although all the Irish bardic tales revolve
round the Pagan and heroic period, yet under the stress
of the new faith the old distinction between gods and
heroes was lost, and it is only here and there that we
can see the differences that formerly obtained. For
instance, in the battle of Moy Tura, Mac Ere, King of
the Fir-bolgs, figures only as a mighty warrior, yet in
the following ancient rann, discovered by Professor
Sullivan, in what a different character does he appear :
‘“ Twice during the Tr;eena of Tailteen,

Each day at sunrise I invoked Mac Erc

To remove from me the pestilence.”

The chronicles follow the later tales, and the Fir-
bolgs, as well as the Tuatha De Danan, are set down
with circumstantial births and deaths; yet this single
verse shows clearly the true character of Mac Ere as a
great and powerful deity. .

That the Tuatha De Danan were deities, is per-
fectly apparent to one who reads carefully the old tales
and poems. In the tale called the Sick Bed of Cucu-
lain, the Tuatha De Danan are also termed the Shee;
and in St. Fiech’s hymn, in honour of St. Patrick, St.
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Fiech distinctly states, that in the old times the people
used to worship the Shee. The term Fir-bolg has,
however, acquired a very definite meaning, which we
cannot forego, in the received accounts of early Irish
history. It is applied generally to nations not of
Milesian descent. The word itself means no more than
giant.

‘When a complete collection and translation of all the
bardic literature has been effected, I should not be sur-
prised if we should be in a position to give a clear and
intelligible description of all the occupants of the Irish
Olympus.

The old heroic history is overlain and concealed, but
much of it is still there. In the bardic account of the
Milesian invasion, we find & multitude of ancient tales
reduced to their essence, or rather their anatomies, and
then poured pell-mell together. By looking eclosely
into these relics, we see that the real history was some-
thing very different from that which the last redactor
desired to represent. The materials which he employs
tell a different tale.

There seems to have been a bardic golden age, as well
as one of brass, or even earth. The advent of Chris-
tianity ruined the bards. The missionaries felt instine-
tively that the bards were their enemies. The praise
of gods and demi-gods, and of heroes who were favoured
and helped by these, was the theme of the bards. The



xvi History of Ireland.

degradation of the bardic class was therefore essential
to the success of the missionaries. Both could not live
in the same country. On the two occasions on which
St. Columba refers to the bards, he speaks of them as
homunculi, and on one of these he alludes disrespect-
fully to their art. On a third occasion, he is repre-
sented as snubbing the chief poet of Ulster, when he
addressed to him a laudatory poem. In fact, St.
Columba silenced him after the first line.

The consequence was that as the missionaries grew
powerful, the bards declined, descending in every gene-
ration lower and lower in the social scale. The rela-
tions at first subsisting between them are reversed.
St. Patrick, and his compeers and fellow-missionaries,
seem to have been rude, uneducated men. Their Latin
is rude, clumsy, and ungrammatical. His own compo-
gitions are so bad, that they have been considered
forgeries; but his pupil, St. Sechnall, was quite as
illiterate. In the same age, Duvac Mac Ua Luhair,
the chief poet of the King of Leinster, composed two
magnificent Irish poems—bold, glowing, energetic, and
even sublime. On the other hand, in the time of
Adamnan, three centuries later, the monks had per-
fected a splendid Latin style, enriched with contribu-
tions from the Greek and Hebrew, and giving the
reader the impression that they were the intellectual
lords of the land. In the bardic literature of this
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period, we look in vain for anything which might be
considered in profane literature the equivalent of *‘ The
Life of St. Columba.”

In fact, the positions of the contending parties had
been reversed. The bards now amused only farmers
and tradesmen, while the monks crowned kings, and
trained the minds of princes. The consequence was,
that secular literature did not flourish, or flourished
only in the monasteries, where it was not the chief
thing, but an ornament of the monastic mind. The
generous tribute paid to the chief hero of the Red
Branch by the Abbot of Clonmacnoise, proves not only
the growth of a scientific and secular spirit in the
monasteries, but also, I think, the complete collapse
and prostration of the bardic class. Otherwise, it is
unlikely that the monks would have affected to perceive
the grandeur of the heroic period. We perceive, also,
traces of an union between the two modes of thought
in the statement of St. Fiech, that the Tuatha of Erin,
i.c., the gods, used to prophesy the reign of a new
faith, and certain stories of favourite personages of the
heroic period announcing the approach of Christianity,
or in other ways brought into connection with the
Christian idea. Cuculain, borne in his fairy chariot
over the City of Emain Macha, with his steeds tramp-
ling the winds, announces from on high to the weeping
people the coming of the Talkend: Concobar Mac Nessa
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is informed of the death of Christ by one Altus, a
Roman centurion, and loses his life in the fit of wrath
which the account produces.

As we examine closely the bardic tales, we will see
traces of the same transformation. There are clearly
marked vestiges of a golden age of bardic composition
in the existing tales. In the midst of flat wordy prose,
vulgar in tone, and barbarous in construction, are em-
bedded perfect gems of bardic verse, clear, noble, and
pathetic. To work back into the elder vein of thought
and feeling as much as possible, has been my object in
the composition of the history. I have in the present
volume no more than adumbrated the hierarchy of the
Irish gods. 1In a future volume I shall pursue this
subject more in detail.

If it be asked whether the principal characters of the
heroic age really existed, I would myself answer that
they certeinly did. I have the strongest belief in the
incapacity of the uncivilised mind to create imaginary
charaecters, or to discover s personality in the various
beautiful or sublime aspects of nature. The Words-
worthian notion of the genesis of the gods and fairies, I
think quite incorrect. I believe that all the characters
in the present volume really existed, and had more or
less the general attributes with which they are invested.
Hardly was the mighty barrow piled above the charred
relics of the hero, than he started forth to run a new
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career of glory in the imagination of his people; a
career whose goal was a serene god-hood ; but the first
impressions left upon their minds by his actual life,
though heightened, were not destroyed. I cannot help
thinking that whether the local hero became a national
hero, or advanced to the dignity of a god, depended
very much on the size of the barrow that concealed his
bones. But, indeed, such a notion one ought to be
ashamed of entertaining; yet, too, the mound of
Achilles is the highest of those that cluster upon that
ancient cemetery called Tlium.

I desire to qualify considerably those passages in
which I speak of the old bardic tales as romances.
They are by no means correctly so designated. Ro-
mance is a product of civilisation, and belongs to a
luxurious and leisured age. The bardic tales were to
our ancestors genuine history, and implicitly believed
in. In their genesis there was never anything like
conscious creation.

As I have excluded from my book all traces of
investigation and inquiry, I must leave to others the
task of justifying me, or undertake it myself in a
separate volume. I had some thought of doing this
in foot-notes, but to do so adequately, would need
considerable space, and a greater amount of printed
matter than is comprised in the text itself.

A considerable number of strange words will be
A
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found whose meaning, I think, will be generally dis-

covered by the context. '
I have taken the great liberty of spelling proper

names in the way in which an ordinary reader would
best arrive at the correct pronunciation.

Stanpisa O’GraDY.
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HISTORY OF IRELAND.

CHAPTER I

THE PRIME.

““ Worlds on worlds are rolling ever,
From creation to decay,
Like the foam-flakes on the river,
Bubbling, bursting, borne away.”
SHELLEY.

GisF planetary epochs, the Eocene and Meiocene have
L slowly receded into the past, their huge cycles having
been accomplished, and the Pleistocene, with newtribes of
animals, and amongst them one destined to the mastery
of the rest, is advancing over NorthWestern Europe.
The uncouth monsters to whom Cuvier and others have
affixed names as uncouth as themselves, have disap-
peared. The hipparion, a delicate equine creature, will
not dart through the woods any more. The mastodon,
both that which made its den in the woods, and that
which housed itself in caves, will not shake the earth
again. The stag of Polignac, the early field-bear, the
megatherium, the trogotherium, are all gone. The
pleisiosauros, king of the lizard tribe, will not enjoy the
heat of the sun any more. His horrid length he has
committed to the safe-keeping of the mud, that will one

day be marble. In due time he will be disinterred, and
% B
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assigned an honourable place in the museum. The two
first cycles of the modern geological era have passed
away.” Time, the old scene-shifter, alters the world’s
stage, a new act begins, and new actors appear.

Pleistocene Europe was not what it is at the present
day. There was then no Mediterranean inlet from the
Atlantic. There were then no British isles. Between
Africa and Europe there was communication at two
points : Algiers met Spain at Gibraltar, and where there
is now a strait, there was then an isthmus; from the
toe of Italy to Sicily, and from that to Morocco, ran a
broad belt of land, dividing the Mediterranean into two
great lakes. In the Pleistocene epoch, the Thames, the
Rhine, and the Elbe were but tributaries of a mighty
river that flowed northward, draining the great plain
between England and Scandinavia, over which roll
now the waves of the German Ocean. This mighty
stream, receiving the Humber and the Forth in its
course, emptied itself into the Arctic Ocean hundreds of
miles to the north of Scotland. Then the Suir, the
Nore, and the Barrow, uniting their waters with the
Bandon and the Lee, flowed southwards till they met
the Seine, by whom they were borne on to the Atlantie,
into which they poured their giant waters many miles
to the south-west of what we now term Cape Clear.
Then the Liffey, running eastward, met the Mersey
from England and the Clyde from Scotland, and unit-
ing, ran northward, till their combined current met the
Arctic waters many miles beyond the remotest of the
Isles of Ore.

Such was North-Western Europe when it was first
occupied by man, such the region out of which Ireland
was carved.,
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As the mastadon and his brood of earth-shaking and
reptile brethren disappeared, new tribes of living creatures
began to swarm up from the south and down from the
north. With the varying temperature altered too the
kinds of animals that took possession of these countries.
Sometimes the thick-skinned rhinoceros would wander
up this way from his African haunts ; at others his woolly
cousin would wander down from Siberia or Scandina-
via, and with him the musk-sheep and the deer of the
northern latitudes. In the hyena caves lie mingled pell-
mell the bones of animals native to the torrid and to
the frozen zones.

And now, too, came the Irish elk, whose raised antlers
stood. twenty feet from the ground—came the mammoth,
with long curving tusks and flowing mane that swept
the ground—came the cave-bear, the fox, and the wolf—
the bison still wild in America, the urus still preserved
in Germany—came the primitive horse with his enor-
.mous head, the lion, and tiger, and hyenas in their
troops hunting down both lion and tiger, when no grass-
eating animals were to be had—new varieties of deer
and of elephants, the wild boar, and a strange brute half
lion half tiger, with broad flat tusks notched like a saw
along the edges, his name machcerodus or sabre-tooth.
And now, too, came another animal not yet extinct nor
like to be until the planet itself becomes uninhabitable.
Sabre-tooth did not slay him; he escaped the banded
hyenas ; and to-day he examines the serrated edges of
sabre-tooth’s great tusks, and carries the hyena from
village to village as a curiosity.
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CHHA P YT AT 2
GLACIALIS IERNE.

¢ The crawling glaciers pierce me with the spears
Of their moon-freezing crystals, the bright chains
Eat with their burning cold into my bones."”

SHELLEY.

Durive the Pleistocene epoch, and prior to the arrival of
man in this portion of the world, owing, as is supposed,
to a violent eccentricity of the earth’s orbit, the ice
and snow of the Arctic regions invaded Europe. The
cold was still further intensified by the contempo-
raneous divergence of the course of the Gulf Stream.
The severe heat of ensuing summers, which was one of
the consequences of that eccentricity, was powerless to
melt to any great extent the ice and snow which had so
far transcended their normal bounds. The raised mists
stood thick and dense above the ice, down to which the
struggling sunbeams could not penetrate. Year by year
the ice frontier crept steadily downward. Rain-clouds
from the south wafted northwards, deposited their
humid burthens, in the form of snow and hail, in those
cold latitudes, upon the gradually extending Arctic do-
mains.

The warm atmosphere which had produced the rich
vegetation of the earlier Pleistocene epoch was now grow-
ing every year more cold. The tropical animals disap-
peared altogether from North-Western Europe, and
creatures of Aretic origin began to occupy these regions
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as their natural habitation. The mammoth, the woolly
rhinoceros, and the reindeer became more and more
frequent, and each winter stayed a longer season, as the
highlands became more and more capped with perpetual
snow. It was now, too, that man made his appearance
in this portion of the world. The rough stone arrow-
heads and knives which are discovered in the deeper
strata of the caves were dropped there by a people which
came into Europe with the great and permanent invasion
of the Arctic animals, who stayed here as long as they,
and who retreated at the same time. This people
descended into Europe because the growing cold had
driven them southwards, and because the animals upon
whom they lived were moving southwards too, and they
retreated from Europe, either because the growing heat
drove them northwards, together with the animals which
formed their subsistence, or because they were expelled
- by the advent of new races of man, who, as the frost
powers retreated to the north, took gradual possession
of the whole of Europe.

As thie climate of these countries grew colder, the forms
of vegetation native to warm and temperate climates died
away, and their places were taken by the hardy lichens
of the north. Year by year the winter snow upon the
hill-tops lasted longer into the spring, until at last upon
our highlands there was no thaw, and the mountains were
capped with perpetual snow.

And now, as century succeeded century, and the ice
increased in mass and stretched down into the plains,
great glaciers, huge rivers of slow-moving ice, began to
push down into the valleys, making for the low-lands and
the sea. Glaciers, moving slowly over the whole face of
the country for many thousands of years, have left behind



6 ‘ History of Ireland.

universal and indelible traces. Plains were scooped and
hollowed out, and the substance borne onward by the ice
was deposited far away at the point at which the thaw
had dissolved the ice and strewn the boulder clay and
stones over the ground. The tops of the mountains were
worn away and polished as with fine sand-paper, their
bases grooved and chiselled by the abrading power of the
ice. 'What happens to-day in Switzerland happened then
over Ireland and all North-Western Europe—in sum-
mer mighty torrents, the solution of snow and ice, and
in winter long, crawling glaciers, planing down the
country, polishing the mountains. At last the ice
became too vast and the climate too cold to admit any
thaw, the hardiest of the Arctic animals and plants
were obliged to disappear; the seal-hunters passed
gouthwards into France and Spain, and the whole of
this country, which we now call Ireland, was buried
under a dense and impenetrable incubus of ice. The
ignorant epithet of the Roman writer was then ndeed
deserved, when even the Eskimo and the reindee had
to flee from her icy coasts. She was then indeed Gla-
cialis Ierne.
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CREI AP R T T

MEN OF THE ICE-PERIOD.

‘‘ Who believe that in all ages
Every human heart is human,
That in even savage bosoms
There are longings, yearnings, strivings,
For the good they comprehend not,
That the feeble hands and helpless
Groping blindly in the darkness
Touch God’s right hand in the darkness.”

LONGFELLOW.

TeHE man of the ice-périod was the antique representa-
tive of the modern Eskimo, if not actually his progeni-
tor. He was short, flat-faced, and prognathous. He
was filthy, brutish, and a cannibal. Fishing and hunt-
ing formed his occupation. The divine command to
till the earth and to eat of the fruits thereof had
not been enjoined upon his ancestors, or had not been
obeyed, nor yet did he drive about flocks and herds,
leading a nomadic and pastoral life, and subsisting
on the milk of cows or mares. No gentle domestic
animals roamed around his house. The wolf was still
untamed. No watch-dog’s honest bark greeted him as
he drew near home.

Ignorant, filthy, and brutish as was this ancient man,
yet him, too, the gods had visited. Prometheus and
Apollo had taught him many arts by which he might
mitigate the cruelty of the frost powers. The divine
theft had brought a blessing upon him too. He knew
how to kindle a fire, and supply himself with the warmth
which the climate denied.
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To the potter’s art he had not attained. When he de-
sired to boil his food, a deer-skin was his pot, into which,
filled with melted snow, he dropped red hot stones until
the flesh was cooked.

He had his needles of bone and thread of gut, and
made raiment for himself out of skins.

When he desired to build, he sought a ravine where
the snow lay deep. Removing the surface out of the
compact snow beneath, he, with his stone hatchet, hewed
bricks or slabs out of the solid snow. With these he
built his habitation, shaped like a beehive, with door, and
a2 window of transparent ice. Inside, all along the white
walls, ran banks of snow, upon which were thrown skins,
and upon these the family lay and slept.

In a French cave, in the strata of the Pleistocene era,
has been found the shoulder-blade of an animal, upon
which is graved with some pointed instrument, a fine re-
presentation of the mammoth, and also another of the
primitive horse. There, too, has been found a piece of
horn, carved into the shape of a deer’s head, with
branching antlers, executed with faithfulness and spirit.

Deep in the recesses of the caves we learn the history
and life of this ancient people. The excavation of a few
feet reveal articles manufactured under the sway and
genius of Rome. Below these we find the iron and
bronze implements of the half-civilized predecessors of
the Romans. Another descent brings to light the flint
tools of the Neolithic and Palw®olithic times. Then
come the marks of the great submergence, and below
them the tools of this people who, more than two hun-
dred thousand years ago, lived and died upon the plains
of Ireland. Below these again, and upon the basement
of this strange house—this eternal refuge of the home-
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less—lie the pulverized or demi-pulverized relics of the
vast cyeles, huge and obscure, that preceded the advent
of man. They are the annals of the world, tome above
tome, in that strange library.

CHAPTER 1IV.

IERNE REDIVIVA.

“So sinks the day-star in the ocean-bed,
And yet anon repairs his drooping head,
And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky.”
MirToN.

IrELAND lies now buried beneath a load of impenetrable
ice. Man, animals, and plants have been gradually
driven southwards into France and Spain before the
steady and insupportable advance of the frost-powers.
But now another huge alteration began to take place.
North-Western Europe descended gradually into the sea.
As with a vast millennial suspiration, the earth’s bosom
fell. Steadily as the land sank the sea rose. Thus, as
Great Britain and Ireland are but the highlands of a
great plateau, a time arrived at which the rest of the
plateau being submerged, the British Isles appeared on
the breast of the Atlantic in the same form that they
present to-day. But the huge suspiration had not yet
ceased. Still deeper the earth sank, still higher the
waters rose, till at last only the tops of the mountains
showed here and there, and all Ireland was rolled over
by the waves of the Atlantic.

But the end was not yet. Ireland, tenanted only by
shell-fish and sea-weeds, above which the whale wallowed
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and the frequent iceberg sailed, was destined to ascend
from her watery grave into the light of the sun, to be a
a joyful home of men and animals, and to play her part
in the great drama of the world. That vast planetary
suspiration ceased, an inspiration'as vast commenced,
and North-Western Europeroseagain slowly, millennium
. after millennium, inch by inch, through the centuries,
rose even to the height of the early Pleistocene epoch,
and then subsided once more to the point at which the
historie period found her.

All this time the frost-powers still reigned. Ireland
but emerged from the water to be buried under a still
more barren incubus of ice. But at last their cruel
grasp began to grow faint ; genial influences from the
south penetrated northwards ; the solid and irrefragable
ice yielded to glaciers and summer torrents ; vegetation
re-appeared and animals ; the reindeer returned and the
Eskimo ; milder and milder still grew the climate, till
the glaciers and Arctic animals in their turn became
things of the past, till the plains were clothed with grass,
and great forests roughened the face of the country.
Glacialis Ierne had passed away, and Inis na Veeva ap-
peared upon the liquid surface of the sea, bearing a soil
fit for the dent of spade and ploughshare. A new and
nobler race of men were now advancing from the south
and east. It was not Nemeth and his tribe, or the lady
Kasar, or Partholanus, the ill-starred. Civilization and
the means of recording their history they did not bring
with them. The annals of the cave do not tally with
those of the Four Masters. The Book of Invasions is
contradicted by silent witnesses out of the earth. The
Lowr Gawla must be re-written, and the time-honoured
traditions of the bards interpreted after a new method.
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It was no branch of Scythic stock, no Aryan-speaking
people, who now swarmed over these countries, but a
dark, small, oval-faced race, between whom and the tall,
fierce, blue-eyed Celt there was neither kinship nor re-
semblance.

CHAPTER V.

THE DISPERSION.

“ A multitude, like which the populous north
Poured never from her frozen loins to pass
Rhene or the Danaw, when her barbarous sons
Came like a deluge from the north, and spread
Beneath Gibraltar to the Lybian sands.”
MrvrToN,

THE earth is inhabited by eight distinct races of man-—
the Australian, the Negrito, the Maorie, the Red Indian,
the Eskimo, and the African, the Mongol, the Seythian,
and the Turanian. The Australian, with fine dark wavy
hair and chocolate-coloured skin; the Negrito, of like
complexion, but with woolly hair; the Red Indian,
broad-headed, olive-skinned, with black eyes and coarse
black hair ; the Eskimo (perhaps a variety of the Indian),
short-headed and stunted; the Mongol, round-headed,
flat-nosed, slant-eyed, low of stature, broad-faced, with
black eyes and straight black hair; the Scythian, tall,
fair-haired, blue-eyed, round-headed; the.Turanian,*
well-proportioned, long-headed, brown-skinned, oval-

* The reader will remember that the names used in this chapter are
employed in a broad physical signification, having no reference to the
linguistic distribution of mankind. The needed terminology not having
been yet invented, necessitates the employment of a questionable name-
system.
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faced, with large dark eyes and soft wavy hair. With
these two last lies the future of the world.

Russia was the vast nest of the fair-haired races, the
heart from which, as in strong pulsations, were jetted
forth those great Celtic and other migrations to desolate
the world. It was that frozen north which, throughout
early historic periods, and through the darkness that pre-
ceded the known birth of letters, poured forth her mul-
titudes under their sea-kings and shepherd-kings, their
Vikings and their Hyksos, to submerge for a season all
that the thought and toil of nobler nations had produced. -

From Southern Asia, perhaps from that classic plain
eastward in Eden, the Turanian emerged upon the world,
thence he spread eastward till he met the Mongol, and
southward till stopped by the Malayan coming up from
the isles of the Indian Sea; westward along the shores
of the Mediterranean, over all Egypt and Barbary, over
Pheenicia and Greece and Italy, over Spain, France, Bel-
gium, and the British Isles. Here the Turanian stream,
pouring from the south, ship-borne perhaps, and curving
round to overflow Northern Europe, was met by the
Scythian flood pouring through Germany into France,
and through Scandinavia and the Baltic into the British
Isles.

From the Scythian stock shot forth branches—over
Europe, the Cymri, the Gael, and the Teuton, the
Norseman, and the Seclave, with their many families ;
and over Asia the terrible name of the Tartar, that
ever-impending deluge, banked in by the Caspian,
the Balkan,®and the Steppes, around the Sea of Aral,
but ever and anon bursting its barriers, and under some
Timour or Ghengiz Khan, flooding all Southern Asia,
and obliterating for a season every vestige of civilization.
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From the Turanian stock shot forth branches, not
barren. In Asia, the Hindoo, the Arabian, and ‘the
Zend, the Assyrian, the Pheenician, and the Jew,
Further west, the Pelasgian of Greece, the Etruscan of
Italy, and in a less pure form the Hellene and the
Roman, the Carthaginian, the forgotten Berber, and the
Basque.

Of these two mighty divisions of the human race it
seems to have been the special task of the latter to found
civilizations, and of the former to crush them. They
founded the splendid civilizations of Babel, Nineveh, and
Babylon, and the Scythians crushed them ; of the Pelas-
gian Greeks and Italians, and the Scythians crushed
them. Slowly and laboriously they built up the splen-
did and pacific empire of the Romans, in which, as in a
field ploughed and watered, the seeds of all that was
noble and lovely were quietly germinating towards a new
spring. It too was broken into fragments, and trampled
beneath the hoofs of a brutish multitude from the north.
For a thousand years the silt and slime of that huge
deluge overlay the budding germs of civilization, and
the naked horror of sensuality, ignorance, and martial
law was laid bare. Good things of day began to droop
and drowse, and night’s black bird made wing for the
leafy woods. To this day the wrecks and fragments of
that noble empire are hurled against each other upon a
restless and barren ocean of war or preparation of war.
The gripe of the Vandal is still in the throat of Europe.

It is one of the colossal misapprehensions of history,
and one which owes its origin to the uncandid egotism
of our northern writers, that the exhausted populations
of the south were refreshed and invigorated by the young
warlike blood of the north. The Cimmerian regions,
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until they were touched by the quickening contact of the
south, bred nought but ignorance, slow melancholy, and
war. The peoples whom the father of history beheld
upon their knees worshipping the naked sword, seem to
have been absolutely incapable of raising themselves
without assistance out of the primeeval welter. The
renaissance and modern civilization made their way
through the silt and mire of that northern deluge, in spite
of Cimmerian influences, and not through their help.
Else how comes it that through the length and breadth
of that vast Aryan land, from the Isles of Britain to the
Great Wall of China and the extremities of Kamschatka,
we light nowhere upon any trace of the civilization which,
upon the theory of chances, their young warlike blood
" must at least somewhere have succeeded in establishing,
somewhere the birth of a noble piety, somewhere the
invention of letters, somewhere the existence of beautiful
manners and a true theory of life. We do not ask for
any sublime ruins upon the Baltic comparable to those
which fill men’s eyes with tears as they travel through
Southern Italy and along the shores of the Levant. We
ask for no Republican Tartary, with multitudinous free
states pouring their light like stars upon the dark tur-
moil of the medizval night, with some pile-built Venice
on the Sea of Aral, bright Lucifer of the glittering flock;
we crave but some slight proof of some slight indigenous
civilization, some echo of a strain sweeter to the ear
than the howl of the wolf and the war-cry of the Selave.
‘We look and listen in vain. There is none. Whatever
may have been the capacities of the northern peoples and
their latent aptitudes, it was with the Mediterranean and
Semitic peoples that civilizations have had their origin.
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CHAPTER VI.
BASQUE AND CELT.

‘¢ Dark blue eyes that glanced,
Drooped o’er by lashes chaffer-black.”

ANCIENT BARD.

Tag Irish are a mixed race, the Basque and the Celt
went to their formation. The original inhabitants of
the country were Basque, but successive Celtic invasions
obliterated the ancient Basque language, and altered the
physical appearance of the people. In this respect the
history of Ireland, and indeed of all North-Western
Europe, resembles that of Greece. In the times of
which Homer sang, the Greek nobles had yellow hair and
blue eyes. At the time when the heroic literature of
Treland was composed, the Irish nobles had yellow hair
and blue eyes. Athene seized Achilles by the yellow
locks, while she herself was a blue-eyed goddess. Crim-
thann, who held in check the rebellious sons of Cathair
More for Conn of the Hundred Battles, was surnamed
Culboy, because the smelted gold was not yellower than
his hair; while the locks of Cuculain, the great Ultonian
hero, were yellower than the blossom of the sovarchy.
On the other hand, the historic Greeks resembled physi-
cally the Italians, and were equally with them surprised
at the tall stature and fierce blue eyes of the northern
warriors, while in Irish bardic literature the lower orders
are represented as dark. The history of both countries
was the same. The aborigines, a dark Turanian
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people, were conquered and submerged by successive
Celtic invasions, until their language was lost in that of
their conquerors. The purest type of Irish beauty has
been produced by this blending of races. We often see
in Ireland, and not elsewhere, blue eyes fringed with
lashes as black as jet, a pure clear skin through which
glows the warmth of southern blood.

Herodotus found lingering in the heart of the Pelo-
ponnesus a people speaking a tongue which he could not
comprehend. The modern philologist finds in one por-
tion of Europe a people speaking a tongue which he
cannot connect with any of the Aryan dialects of Europe.
The language of the Basque Provinces of Spain shows
like the solitary peak of a world long since submerged.
More than half of Europe is Turanian, yet the ancient
language is now spoken only in that small district.
‘Whether any and what words of Basque origin linger
still in the Gelic speech is a question whose solution
has not been yet accomplished.

The ancient Basque was of small stature, but appears
to have amply atoned for his deficiency in size. His
head was long, or what is termed boat-shaped, his eoun-
tenance oval, features regular, and teeth small, his eyes
dark and soft, and his skin brown. The Celts, on the
other hand were tall and large-limbed, with fierce gray
and blue eyes, high cheek bones, and large teeth. The
Celt was the foremost wave of the Scythic tide of Euro-
pean invasion. The Basques played the same part in
the Turanian.

The received theory of the colonization of Europe is
evidently untrue. According to this theory a single race
styled the Indo-European, having its cradle in Armenia,
issued forth from thence upon all sides, and overspread
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every portion of Europe and Asia, in which are spoken
any of those languages which can be connected with the
Sanskrit. Of late, however, it struck some minds not
8o simple as the rest, that if this theory were correct, it
would prove that the Negroes of the United States were
Englishmen.

At what time the Basques took possession of Ireland
cannot be determined with accuracy. It is, however,
certain that they were in France three thousand years
before the birth of Christ. Unlike their predecessors,
they were an agricultural and pastoral people. From
Asia they brought with them the sheep, the horse, the
dog, the donkey, the goat, and the cow which is known
in Ireland as the Kerry, and among savants as the
Celtic shorthorn.

They buried their dead in caves and sepulchral
chambers. Over their great people they raised a high
tumulus, not round like those of the Celt, but oblong.
Unacquainted with iron or bronze, they yet knew how to
smelt gold. Their tools and weapons were made of flint
which they ground sharp, and polished to a remarkable
smoothness and lustre. .

It is an ervor to term either the Basque or the earlier
Eskimo Troglodytes, i.e., cave-dwellers. We would,
with as much reason, term the Romanized Britons
cave-dwellers, because Roman arms and implements are
discovered in the English caves. That they sometimes
used them as dwelling-places is all that can be inferred.
The perpetual damp, the fewness of natural caves, the
difficulty of digging or quarrying artificial ones, and, on
the other hand, the abundance of timber and the ease
with which booths and timber-houses might be con-
structed by a people so intelligent and advanced, neces-

d
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sitate the conclusion that their houses were made of
this material, and that they did not live from choice in
earth-holes like vermin.

Among minor characteristics of this race it may be
mentioned that the length of the head was caused by the
development of the occiput, the forehead being vertical,
that the shin-bone exhibits a peculiar flattened form,
termed platycnemic, and which is supposed to have been
caused by the habit of walking bare-footed during many
generations. Also a peculiar osseous ridge ran along
the thigh bone from the hip down to the knee, not found
in other races.

CHAPTER VII.

DAWN.

‘¢ Apparelled in celestial light,
The glory and the freshness of a dream.”

‘WORDSWORTH.

THERE is not, perhaps, in existence a product of the hu- =
man mind so extraordinary as the Irish annals. From
a time dating more than two thousand years before
the birth of Christ, the stream of Milesian history
flows down uninterrupted, copious and abounding, be-
tween accurately defined banks, with here and there pic-
turesque meanderings, here and there flowers lolling
upon those delusive waters, but never concealed in mists,
or lost in a marsh. As the centuries wend their way,
king succeeds king with a regularity most gratifying,
and fights no battle, marries no wife, begets no children,
does no doughty deed of which a contemporaneous note
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wiais not taken, and which has not been incorporated in
the annals of his country. To think that this mighty
fabric of recorded events, so stupendous in its dimen-
sions, so clean and accurate in its details, so symmetri-
cal and elegant, should be after all a mirage and
delusion, a gorgeous bubble, whose glowing rotundity,
whose rich hues, azure, purple, amethyst and gold, vanish
at a touch and are gone, leaving a sorry remnant over
which the patriot disillusionized may grieve.

Early Irish history is the creation mainly of the
bards. Romances and poems supplied the great blocks
with which the fabric was reared. These the chroniclers
fitted into their places, into the interstices pouring shot,
rubbish, and grouting. The bardic intellect, revolving
round certain ideas for eenturies, and round certain ma-
terial facts, namely, the mighty barrows of their ances-
tors, produced gradually a vast body of definite historic
lore, life-like kings and heroes, real-seeming queens.
The mechanical intellect followed with perspicuous ar-
rangement, with a thirst for accuracy, minuteness, and
verisimilitude. With such quarrymen and such builders
the work went on apace, and anon a fabric huge rose .
like an exhalation, and like an exhalation its towers and
pinnacles of empurpled mist are blown asunder and
dislimn.

Doubtless the legendary blends at some point with the
historic narrative. The cloud and mist somewhere con-
dense into the clear stream of indubitable fact. But how
to discern under the rich and teeming mythus of the
bards, the course of that slender and doubtful rivulet, or
beneath the piled rubbish and dust of the chroniclers,
discover the tiny track which elsewhere broadens into
the highway of a nation’s history. In this minute, cir-
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cumstantial, and most imposing body of history, where
the certain legend exhibits the form of plain and pro-
bable narrative, and the certain fact displays itself with
a mythical flourish, how there to fix upon any one point
and say here is the first truth. It is a task perilous and
perplexing.

Des Cartes commenced his investigations into the na-
ture of the soul by assuming the certainty of his own
existence. Standing upon this adamantine foot-hold, he
sought around him for ground equally firm, which should
support his first step in the quagmire of metaphysies.
But in the early Irish history, what one solid and irre-
futable fact appears upon which we can put foot or hand
and say, ‘“ This, at all events,}is certain ; this that I hold
is not mist; this that I stand on is neither water nor
mire”? Running down the long list of Milesian kings,
chiefs, brehons, and bards, where first shall we pause,
arrested by some substantial form in this procession of
empty ghosts—how distinguish the man from the
shadow, where over all is diffused the same concealing
mist, and the eyes of the living and the dead look with
the same pale glare? Yeoha of the heavy sighs, how
shall we certify or how deny the existence of that melan-
choly man, or of Tiernmas, who introduced the worship
of fire? Lara of the ships, did he really cross the seato
Gaul, and return thence to give her name to Leinster,
and beget Leinster kings ? Ugainey More, did he rule to
the Torrian sea, holding sea-coast towns in fee, or was
he a pre-historic shadow thrown into the past from
the stalwart figure of Nial of the Hostages? Was
Morann a real brehon, or fabulous as the collar that
threatened to strangle him in the utterance of unjust
judgments ? Was Ferkeirtney a poet, having flesh and
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bones and blood, and did Bricrind, the satirist, really
compose those bitter ranns for the Ultonians ? or were
both as ghostly as the prime druid, Amergin, who came
into the island with the sons of Milesius, and in & man-
ner beyond all praise, collected the histories of the con-
quered peoples? Or do we wrong that venerable man .
whose high-sounding name clung for ages around the
estuary of the Oboka.

One thing at all events we cannot deny—that the na-
tional record is at least lively. Clear, noble shapes of
kings and queens, chieftains, brehons, and bards gleam
in the large rich light shed abroad over the triumphant
progress of the legendary tale. 'We see Dilins snow-white
with roofs striped crimson and blue, chariots, cushioned
with noble skins, with bright bronze wheels and silver
poles and yokes. The lively-hearted, resolute steeds
gallop past, bearing the warrior and his charioteer with
the loud clangour of rattling spears and darts. As in
some bright young dawn, over the dewy grass, and in the
light of the rising sun, superhuman in size and beauty,
their long, yellow hair curling on their shoulders, bound
around the temples with tores of gold, clad in white
linen tunics, and loose brattas of crimson silk fastened
on the breast with huge wheel-brooches of gold, their
long spears musical with running rings; with naked
knees and bare crown, they cluster round their kings,
the chieftains and knights of the heroic age of Ireland.

The dawn of history is like the dawn of the day. The
night of the pre-historic, epoch grows rare, its dense
weight is relaxed ; flakes of fleeting and uncertain light
wander and vanish ; vague shapes of floating mist reveal
themselves, gradually assuming form and colour; faint
hues of crimson, silver, and gold strike here and there,
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and the legendary dawn grows on. But the glory of
morn, though splendid, is unsubstantial ; the glory of
changing and empurpled mist—vapours that conceal the
solid face of mnature, the hills, trees, streams, and the
horizon, holding between us and the landscape a con-
_cealing veil, through whose close woof the eye eannot
penetrate, and over all a weird strange light.

In the dawn of the history of all nations we sce this
deceptive light, these glorious and unearthly shapes;
before Grecian history, the gods and demigods who
fought around Ilium ; before Roman, the strong legends
of Virginius and Brutus: in the dawn of Irish history
the Knights of the Red Branch, and all the glory that
surrounded the Court of Concobar Mac Nessa, High
King of the Ultonians.

But of what use these concealing glories, these cloudy
warriors, and air-built palaces ? Why not pass on at
once to credible history ?

A nation’s history is made for it by cireumstances,
and the irresistible progress of events ; but their legends,
they make for themselves. In that dim twilight region,
where day meets night, the intellect of man, tired by con-
tact with the vulgarity of actual things, goes back for rest
and recuperation, and there sleeping, projects its dreams
| against the waning light and before the rising of the sun. -

The legends represent the imagination of the country;
they are that kind of history which a nation desires to
possess. They betray the ambition and ideals of the
people, and, in this respect, have a value far beyond the
tale of actual events and duly recorded deeds, which are
no more history than a skeleton is a man. Nay, too,
they have their own reality. They fill the mind with
an adequate and satisfying pleasure. They present a
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rhymthic completeness and a beauty not to be found in
the fragmentary and ragged succession of events in time.
Achilles and Troy appear somehow more real than
Histiceus and Miletus; Cueulain and Emain Macha
than Brian Boromh and Kincorah.

CHAPTER VIII.

SUPREMACY.

< Me quoque vicinis pereuntem gentibus, Inquit,
Munivit Stilichon totam cum Scotus Iernen
Movit et infesto spumavit remige Tethys.”

CLAUDIAN.

THaE mechanical intellect does not appear to depend upon
circumstances for its vigour and effectiveness, but the
imagination is never strong unless under conditions
most favourable, for hope and joy are essential to its free
and daring exercise. The inspired history of the Penta-
teuch will be found to be the creation of the Hebrew
mind, wrought upon by the conquests of David, the glory
of Solomon, and the consolidation of the scattered tribes.
The Iliad was the creation of the Greek mind during or
after a great military career. The Hellenes had con-
quered Greece and the ASgean Islands, and filled their
home with Asiatic plunder. Then came Homer and the
Cyelic poets, and Achilles was revealed. In Ireland, too,
the Heroic age was the creation of the Irish mind, at a
time when Scotic influence was felt over North-Western
Europe, when an Irish king holding the Picts in fee de-
vastated England, and filled his country with the plunder
of the Continent. The warlike spirit of the people was
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high, the imagination aflame, the national idea had laid
hold upon the Irish mind. It was a single nation that
inhabited all Ireland and the west of Scotland, and tribu-
tary to a single chief. This was the age in which were
created the national heroes of ancient Eiré—the Knights
of the Red Branch, the Monarchs of Tara, and behind
them, looming over all, the Fianna Eireen, the Tuatha
De Danan, and the Titanic Firbolgs.

The pictures drawn, the ideals conceived, the hlstory
elaborated in a great age, are not lightly departed from in
one which is not great. The period at which ancient
Eiré reached her height of national prosperity and na-
tional elation was that which intervened between the
fourth and the eighth centuries. The ideal worlds and
their inhabitants, which were then created, constituted a
rrijua eis ae for all suceceeding ages. But before Eiré
became the Insula Sanctorum and School of the West,
she had for centuries maintained her freedom, and that -
of her ally, the Piets, in the face of Rome. She had
conquered Alba and West Britain, had occupied Lon-
don, and twice, if not oftener, invaded and plundered
Gaul. The spiritual pre-eminence of the island had
been preceded by success in arms; an exodus of Irish
conquerors, an influx of eaptives and booty, had preceded
the exodus of missionaries and the influx of students and
artists.

It was in this second and scholastic period that the
genealogies and annals of the bards, their poems and
romances, were elaborated into that luxurious and
abounding history which we find in the pages of Keating
and the Lowr Gawla. Succeeding centuries were satis-
fied to accept the history which the sixth and seventh
delighted to construct.
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CIFAPTER " LX.

THE FIRST FACT.

‘“ A dismal conflict

Till that Bellona’s bridegroom lapped in proof,

Confronted him with self-comparisons,

Point against point rebellious, arm against arm,

Curbing his lavish spirit.”

SHAKESPEARE.
Ix modern Ireland the men of Ulster have out-distanced
all the other provinces in wealth and prosperity. The
superior energy of the north, which is incontestible, has
been attributed to the introduction, in the seventeenth
century, of a large English and Scoich element; but
that energy which is the modern characteristic of the
North of Ireland did not then commence. From the
dawn of history those northern regions were inhabited
by a tougher and more masterful breed. As far back
as the eye can reach into the remote past, and on into
the mythic twilight of the morn of history, the political
and military predominence of the north is apparent.
Ulster seems to have been ever what in wealth and ma-
terial success she is to-day, the Queen of the Provinces.
Ulster was the old Ultonia, the patrimony of the Red

Branch Knights, whose glory fills the pre-historic world
of the bards. It was Ulster that gave monarchs to Ire-
land down to the extinction of the Ard-Rieship; it was
Ulster that, unaided or opposed by the other provinces,
all but wrested the whole island from the greatest of the
English princes.
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On the other hand, that physical and mental type
which is more distinctively termed Irish, has had its
home in the south both in ancient and modern times.

“To the warlike predominence of the north in ancient
' times, to her material predominence now, the south has
| been always able to oppose imagination, sprightliness,
and art.

The north first made history, and the south first wrote
it. It is with the north Irish history begins, yet a sig-
nal proof of the extent to which the pre-historie record
has been affected by southern geniusis to be seen in

the fact, that although hardly a single southern chief -

ever arrived at the dignity of Ard-Rie, yet in the pre-
historic times, southern Ard-Ries appear with great
frequency. The point at which, according to Tierna,
credible Irish history begins is that at which the
southern Ard-Ries begin to disappear—a remarkable
confirmation of the extraordinary sagacity of this re-
markable man, who, born in the heart of the dark ages

in the eleventh century, exhibited an elevation and pene-

tration of mind to which no parallel is afforded in the
annals of the world. Ommnia monumenta Scotorum usque
Ciombaot incerta sunt, forms one of the most memorable
and pregnant sentences that the pen of wise man ever
committed to the keeping of paper or parchment. Tierna
drew his pen across and cancelled the greater portion
of the recorded history of his country—a history which
had been committed to writing many centuries before
his time, which was consecrated in the imagination of
the people, and which combined the splendour of
romance with the minuteness and exactitude of the most
accurately finished chronicle. Seven hundred years
have passed away since Tierna died, and at last a ray
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of glory smites across that obscured and ancient brow,
* revolving thoughts that belonged not to his times. The
age that has welcomed Niebhur must honour the me-
mory of Tierna.

According to that chronicler, Irish history com-
mences neither with Adam nor Partholan, but with the
foundation, in the third century, B.C., of the Royal
Palace and intrenched seat of Emain Macha, and the
establishment in the North of Ireland of a powerful con-
federacy, under the presidency of one of the chiefs of the
nation, which was styled the Children of Iar. This was
Kimbay, whose centre and capital was Emain Macha,
the sacred heights of Macha, the War Goddess of the
Geil, and according to a favourite bardic image, wife of
the triumphant Kimbay.

CHAPTER X.

STILL PERPLEXED.

‘“ Forms that no man can discover
For the dews that drip all over.”
PoE.

Wira Kimbay, Irish history perhaps commences, yet
even thenceforward the historic track is doubtful and
elusive in the extreme. Spite its splendid appearance
in the annals, it is thin, legendary, evasive. Looked at
with the severe eyes of criticism, the broad-walled high-
way of the old historians, on which pass many noble
figures of kings and queens, brehons, bards, kerds and
warriors, legislators and druids, real-seeming antique
shapes of men and women, marked by many a carn,
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piled above heroes illustrious with battles, elections,
conventions, melts away into thin air. The glare of
bardic light flees away ; the broad, firm highway is torn
asunder and dispersed ; even the narrow, doubtful track
is not seen ; we seem to foot it hesitatingly, anxiously,
from stepping-stone to stepping-stone set at long dis-
tances in some quaking Cimmerian waste. But all
around, in surging, tumultuous motion, come and go
the gorgeous, unearthly beings that long ago emanated
from bardic minds, a most weird and mocking world.
Faces rush out of the darkness, and as swiftly retreat
again. Heroes expand into giants, and dwindle into
goblins, or fling aside the heroic form and gambol as
buffoons ; gorgeous palaces are blown asunder like a
smoke-wreath ; kings, with wand of silver and ard-roth
of gold, move with all their state from century to cen-
tury ; puissant heroes, whose fame reverberates through
and sheds a glory over epochs, approach and coalesce ;
battles are shifted from place to place and century to
century; buried monarchs re-appear, and run a new
career of glory. The explorer visits an enchanted land
where bhe is mocked and deluded. Everything seems
blown loose from its fastenings. All that should be
most stable is whirled round and borne away like foam
or dead leaves in a storm.

But behind all this, behind Tierna’s point of depar-
ture, his fons et origo of Irish history, lies a vast silent
land, a land of the dead, a vast continent of the dead, lit
with pale phosphoric radiance. That weird light that
surges round us now has passed away from that land.
The phantasmal energy has ceased there—the transmu-
tation scenes that mock, the chaos, and the whirlwind.
There, too, at one time the same phantasmagoria pre-

.
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vailed, real seeming warriors thundered, kings glittered,
kerds wrought, harpers harped, chariots rolled. But all
that has passed away. Reverent hands, to whom that
phantasmal world was real, decently composed and laid
aside in due order the relics and anatomies of those airy
nations, building over each hero his tomb, and setting up
his grave-stone, piously graving the year of his death
and birth, and his battles. There they repose in their
multitudes in ordered and exact numbers and relation,
reaching away into the dim past to the edge of the great
deluge, and beyond it; there the Lady Kasir and her
comrades, pre-Noachian wanderers; there Fintann, who
lived on both sides of the great flood, and roamed the
depths when the world was submerged ; there Partho-
lanus and his ill-starred race—the chroniclers know
them all ; there the children of Nemeth in their own
Golgotha, their stones all carefully lettered, these not
so ancient as the rest, only three thousand years before
the birth of Christ ; there the Clan Fomor, a giant race,
and the Firbolgs with their correlatives, Fir-Domnan
and Fir-Gaileen—the Tuatha De Danan, whom the
prudent annalist condemns to a place amongst the dead
—a divinejrace they will not die—they flee afar, pre-
ferring their phantasmal life; even the advent of the
Talkend will not slay them, though their glory suffers
eclipse before the new faith. The children of Milith
are there with their long ancestry reaching to Egypt
and Holy Land. Heber, Heremon, Ith, and ITar, with
all their descendants, each beneath his lettered stone ;
Tiernmas and Moh Corb, Ollav Fohla, their lines de-
scending through many centuries; all put away and
decently composed for ever. No confusion now, no dis-
solving scenes or aught that shocks and disturbs, no
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conflicting events and incredible re-appearances. Chro-
nology is respected. The critical and historical intellect
has provided that all things shall be done rightly and in
order, that the obits and births and battles should be
natural and imposing, and worthy of the annals of an
ancient people.

The bardic intellect and imagination never slept.
The creative energy of the Irish mind tallied that of -
Nature herself, bringing into existence generation after
generation of heroic persons. In the spiritual world the
glorified semblance of the real, king succeeded king,
hero begot hero, the untired imagination of the country
passing from father to son, from son to grandson. In
the later phases of the Ossianic literature we distinetly
see Fionn Mac Cool falling into disrepute and senility,
and Oiseen’s son Oscar, the prime hero of the Fianna.

Thus behind each hero, still lusty with imagined
valour and beauty, extends a long line of heroes, from
whom has been withdrawn the aliment which was their
life, even the reverence and interest of the bards. But
for the genius of Homer, who seized the ephemeral heroes
who then interested the Greek world, and breathed into
them the breath of immortality and lusty life to all
eternity, Achilles and Hector would now be only names.

There is one heroic eycle which, as it lasted longest,
was also, perhaps, the most ancient, otherwise it is un-
likely- that it should be a common possession of Erin
and Alba, and that in Scotia Minor its heroes should be
located as if in their original home.
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CHAPTER XI.

THE FIANNA EIREEN.

““ Long, long ago, beyond the misty space
Of twice a thousand years,
In Erin old there lived a mighty race,
Taller than Roman spears.” ;
M‘GEE.
LoomiNg in the misty-dark night, just relieved «from
- complete darkness by the approach of the still distant
dawn, huge forms are seen moving, scarce yet distin-
guishable from the shadows. Anon, a Babel of many
voices such as that bad traveller heard in the realms of
Nox and Chaos—not like the small pipe of human
organs, but as if from throats tuned to the voices of the
elements—of the winds and waters. We hear the
names of their mighty men, Iregreen and Morna, Downa
and Core, Trenmore and Cool, gigantic figures in the
dusky air. TIreland is their play-ground. They set up
their goals in the north and the south in Titanic hurl-
ing-matches, they drive their balls through the length
and breadth of it, storming through the provineces.
Battles there, half seen through intervening shadows,

flashes from smitten bronze, crash of shattering shields,
hiss of swift javelins, the war of giants, thunder-blasts
of the Baarr-Boh. The powers of heaven they laugh at
and defy. To be less than gods fits them not.  They
set themselves in array against the Eternal.

: ‘¢ Highly they rage
Against the highest, and fierce with graspéd arms,

Clash on their sounding shields the din of war,
Hurling defiance ’gainst the vault of heaven.”
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“ Where dwelt God,” cries Ossian, *‘ when we were in
our prime? Surely we would have shattered his Din,
and bound and imprisoned him. Oh! that my son and
he were hand to hand on Knock-na-Fian.”

Hark, the baying of many hounds held in the leash,
Braan and Sgeolan, Mac an Smole, Yeolla and Ceola and
Gawr, unearthly yelling of hounds worthy of that mam-
moth brood. Hark, the Dord Fian sounding in the
nisty dawn, the giant crew summoning to the chase.

Feasts then in the darkness. From the doors of huge
booths, on hill-side and forést, glares the red light,
laughter that shakes the trembling stars, clang of great
goblets drained, anon melody, and passionate voices
singing, the stricken tympan and the harp.

They are the Fianna of ancient Erin; cold hell re-
ceived them in the end. They perished here as else-.
where. In Greece they piled Pelion on Ossa, scaling the
heavens, and sank at last into Tartarus before the shafts
of Jove. In Asia they were swept away by the great
deluge. “ There were giants in the earth in those days ;
the same were mighty men which were of yore, men of
renown.” .

At last the mighty brood emerge into clearer light.
The Ossianie cyele rolls on, bringing before us the last
generation of the Fianna. There is their captain and
ruler Fionn, the son of Cool. His hair is white and
lustrous, but not with age. It falls down over his
wide shoulders. His countenance expresses more
than the warrior and the hunter. For the delight
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of the noble-faced son of Cool was to sleep by the
cataract of Assaroe, to hear the scream of the sea-
gulls over Eyerus, to listen to the black-bird of Derry

Carn, and to see ships tossing in the brine.  He was

-



The Ficmna, Eireen. 38

nursed by the Shee of Slieve Blahma, and tutored by
poets in the forests of the Galtees, where he, too, prac-
tised the art of the bards, not without success :—

“Spring, delightful time! How welcome is the noble

Brilliance of the season ever! On the margin of the
branchy woods

The summer swallows skim the streams,

The swift horses seek the pools, the weak fair bog-
down grows.

The heath spreads out her long hair.

Sudden consternation attacks the signs.

The planets as they run exert an influence.

The sea is lulled to rest;

Flowers cover the earth.”

Over Fionn floats the banner of the Fianna Eireen,
the likeness of the rising sun half seen above the ho-
rizon.

Like the sun-rise, before which evil things of darkness
flee away, Fionn, like Apollo Sauroktonos, had slain and
exterminated all the savage reptiles of Erin, the two
dragons of Glen Inny and the dragon of Loch Cuan,
which is Strangford, the Piasta of the Shannon, and the
great serpent of Ben Edar, which is Howth.

By his side are two hounds, Braan, the darling of all
the Fianna, and Sgeolan. All the poets grow tender at
the name of Braan. They caress her in their verses ;
they have made a picture of her in words.  Yellow
legs had Braan and red ears; the rest of her jet black,
save a white spot on her breast and sprinkled white over
the loins.” ““If thou curse Braan,” cried Fionn, ¢ my
active, intelligent dog, I will not leave of thy house one

D
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stone standing upon another,” When Braan died,
Fionn wept. Save then, and for the death of Oscar, he
never shed a tear.

Oscar, the son of Ossian, a giant among giants, with-
out fear, without malice, gentle in peace, irresistible in
war, a mountain of placid strength, dear to all, the
Hector of the Fianna, and like the great Trojan, melan-
choly and tender. At the battle of Gowra was he slain.
Sic cecinit Oiseen :—

“T wandered over the battle-field. Many a broken
shield and helmet lay scattered there, many a mailed
warrior. I wandered wildly searching for my own son.

I found my own son leaning on his left arm; his
shield by his side, his hand still grasping the hilt of his
broken sword, and the blood pouring through his mail.

“1 flung my spear on the ground and cried aloud.
Oscar looked up. Oh, what a face! He held out his
arms to meet me.

I sat down beside him. It was night. I forgot all
else. ‘I thank heaven that you are safe,’ said Oscar.
I was speechless. I could not speak.

¢ Then came Kaylta and his tribe. They, too, sought
for Oscar. He knelt down quickly beside him ; he passed
his arm up to the elbow in Oscar’s body, searching for
the bitter spear-head.

‘ ¢ Remember the battle of Shee Drum,’ said Kaylta,
pleasantly. ‘I could count armies through the holes in
your body that night.’

‘“ But vain were the words of Kaylta. He, too, raised
the cry of the. dead. He cast his own pure body on the
ground, and tore his yellow hair.

“ We raised Oscar aloft upon our spears ; we bore him
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to a green mound. There we took off his armour and
garments, and washed all his white body, from head to
foot full of open wounds, but his face had got no hurt.

“We sat there through the night watching his white
body. The morning dawned frosty and grey. We saw
the silken banners waving in the dim air. We saw
Oscar’s banner, the slender roan-tree with scarlet fruit.

¢ At last Fionn approached. They went to him and
spoke, but he answered not. He advanced swiftly in
silence. '

¢ He turned from us and wept. There we all raised
together the cry of lamentation over Oscar. The Fianna
wept over the great Oscar.

“ We buried Oscar on the north side of the hill of
Gowra, and we buried no one in that cairn save Oscar
only. We made his cairn great and high like a king’s.”

Conan, the foul-mouthed, must not be forgotten ;
Ajax, with the tongue of Thersites, bald, corpulent, the
standing jest of the Fianna ; nor Diarmait of the women,
the ruddy-faced Paris of the throng, renowned for suc-
cess in love and daring in battle ; nor Diaring, the com-
panion and attendant of the chief, Phelan, MacLewy,
Fergus, and many more well known to the bards.

But what shall we say of Oiseen, better known by his
North British appellation, the poet and historian of the
Fianna, the reviler of Patrick, the sorrowful mourner,
the last of all the giant brood, withering away a white-
haired shadow in scholastic cells, in mind and body the
mere ghost of the once mighty Ossian, ever wonder-
ing whither had departed his comrades, and how any
power was able to smite them with decay.
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CHAPTER XII.
THE BURDEN OF OISEEN.
“9 yap cos ye c18hpeos Bvdode bupos
Dpdleo viv phros T4 ety pavipe yéivwpe
Huori v ve xév oe Tdpis zad ®oiBog AméAAwy
‘Ec0Ady 26vr éAEcwon dv Zxaufior wiNpon.”

HoMER.

O sox of Calpurn of the crosses, hateful to me is the
sound of thy bells and the howling of thy lean clerics.
There is no joy in your strait cells ; there are no women
among you, no cheerful music.

““You have practised magic against the Fianna. At
the sound of your bells they grew pale. At the howling
of your clerics they became like ghosts ; they melted
into the air. When we marched against our enemies
every step that we took could be heard through the fir-
mament. Now all are silent ; they have melted into the
air. I, too, linger for a while, a shadow; I shall soon
depart. _

““I'took no farewell of Fionn nor of any of the Fenians;
they perished far away from me. Out of the west, out
of the sea, riding on a fairy steed, shod with gold, came
a lady seeking a champion. Brighter than gold was her
hair, like lime her fair body, and her voice was sweeter
than the angled harp.

““I set her before me on the steed. The sea divided
before us, and arched above us. We descended into the
depths. A fawn flew past me, whom two hounds pur-
sued ; s fair girl ran by with an apple of gold; a youth
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with drawn sword pressed behind. I knew not their
- import. ,

“Three hundred years I lived in the Tiernandg, in the
land of the ever young, the isles of the blest; but, far
away I heard the hateful clanging of thy bells (the
thought of my comrades come over me like a flood), and
Ireturned to fade away beneath thy spells, O son of
Calpurn.

‘“ How stood the planets when power was given you,
that we should grow pale before your advent. Withered
trees are ye, blagted by the red wind. Your hair, the
glory of manhood, is shaven away ; your eyes are leaden
with much study; your flesh wasted with fasting and
self-torture ; your countenances sad. I hear no gleeful
laughter ; I see no eyes bright and glad; and ever the

dismal bells keep ringing, and sorrowful psalmody
~ sounds.

¢ Life is a burden to you, not a pleasure. It is the
journey of one travelling through desolate places hasten-
ing homeward.

““Not such, not such, was our life, O cleric ; not such
the pleasures of Fionn and the Fianna. The music
that Fionn loved was that which filled the heart with joy
and gave light to the countenance, the song of the black-
bird of Letter Lee, and the melody of the Dord Fian,
the sound of the wind in Droum-derg, the thunders of
Assaroe, the cry of the hounds let loose through Glen
Rah, with their faces outward from the Suir, the Tonn
Rury lashing the shore, the wash of water against the
sides of ships, the cry of Braan at Knock-an-awr, the
murmur of streams at Slieve Mish, and oh, the black-
bird of Derry Carn. I never heard, by my soul, sound
sweeter than that. Were I only beneath his nest!
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“ We did not weep and make mournful music. When
we let our hounds loose at Locha Lein, and the chase
resounded through Slieve Crot, there was no doleful
gound, nor when we mustered for battle, and the pure,
cold wind whistled in the flying banners of the Fianna of
Erin; nor yet, in our gentle intercourse with women,
alas, O Diarmait; nor in the banqueting hall with
lights, feasting and drinking, while we hearkened to the
chanting of noble tales and the sound of the harp and
the voice.

“How, then, hast thou conquered, O son of Cal-
purn.”

CHAPTER XIII.

ARD-RIE ERENN UILI.

‘¢ The bright morning star, day’s harbinger,
Comes dancing from the east, and leads with her
The flowery May, that from her green lap throws
The yellow cowslip and the pale primrose.”

THERE is a pleasure in watching the reclamation of
desert land—the choking moisture drained away, the
sour peat mingled with sand, the stones collected into
heaps, the making of roads and the building of fences,
and, in the end, the sight of corn-fields where the snipe
shrieked, and herds of kine where the morass quaked.

There is a pleasure in watching the dispersion of dark-
ness before the rising sun, the gloom changing slowly
into the silver twilight, the twilight ripening gradually
into the golden day.

There is a pleasure in watching with the scientist the
subsidence of some vast and horrible chaos into a shape
of celestial beauty, fulfilling its part in some sidereal
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system, rolling through space around its sun, clear and
determinate, a world and a star.

But there is a pleasure more certain, more human,
more sublime, felt by one who contemplates out of the
seething welter of warring tribes the slow growth of a
noble people, the reclamation of a vast human wilder-
ness, the stormful gloom of ignorance and hate growing
less and less dense, shot through by the rays of imagi-
nation, knowledge, and love—the chaos of confusion
and aimless strugglings concentre gradually into the
wise and determined action of a nation fulfilling its
part in the great national confraternity of the world.

To trace from small beginnings the gradual growth of
the Ard-Rieship of Erin, with accuracy and critical hesi-
tation, with the balancing of reasons, and the slow
deduction of doubtful conclusions, with marshalled
names and dates, the collation of manuscripts and in-
seriptions, the determination of the exact age of each
separate composition, with a preceding inquiry into
the changing phases of the language, and of the modes
of thought of the ancient Gil, would be a noble work
indeed, but one which would necessitate the consenting
labours of many minds. The golden ore of historic
inquiry is usually only obtained by patient toil in the
dark under-world of the past. Yet in Irish history the
whole surface of the ground is strewn with the glittering
metal, unnoticed and ungathered, from the very gleanings
of which less fortunate peoples might trick out their past
with a barbaric splendour. For myself, I lay no claim
to the discovery of subterranean treasures, nor are the
times ripe for that co-operation of thought and study of
associated and ardent inquirers from whom alone such
results may be expected. Till men recognize the great-
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ness of the heroic period of their history, the labours of
the patient brood of scholars will be feebly conducted
and inadequately rewarded. Enthusiasm itself must
chill in the presence of a hard and enduring apathy.
Irish arch@ology is now, and has been hitherto; a flicker-
ing flame, whose intermittent flashes only serve to reveal
its own sad state. '

The task which I have set before myself is different ;
it is to recast in a literary form that old heroic history,
taking typical characters from each period, infusing into
the tale, with a freedom unknown to the bards, the civi-
lization of their own times, which, now at least, is
sufficiently poetical, using for a foundation that ehrono-
logy which the bards and monks agreed upon, and
which has not been yet overthrown. But before com-
mencing, I desire to write a few words concerning
one strong fact that looms for ever through the wild
bardic traditions, a fact still, whether true of the times
concerning which the bards wrote, or whether the reflec-
tion of one of the prime elements of their own civiliza-
tion.

In ancient Erin we find at Tara, a spot for ever sacred,
the locus of the plastic and formative principle, the
centre upon which the chaos of the septal struggles was
destined to subside, a palace, a strength, a city, a place
of rude parliaments and conventions of the justest law
and the wisest brehons, the most frequented fair-green,
best place for the jeweller to sell his rings and brooches,
the armourer his weapons, where the harper found his
art best judged and best rewarded, where the chronicler
could best display and best correct his dry antiquities,
the bard find the most liberal and appreciative audience.
‘Who can tell the number of brave men whose blood hag
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reddened those green plains, warring to keep or gain for
their own chief those sacred and king-making Raths.

The social functions, which in modern times are dis-
charged by cities and parliaments, were in ancient times
discharged by great periodical gatherings at stated in-
tervals and places. Primarily and essentially, the
Isthmian and Olympian gatherings were not held for
purposes of sport, but for commerce and the adjustment
of inter-tribal relations. But the more sensational and
exhilarating character of any event tends to absorb in
popular estimation all its other and more intimate cha-
racteristics. Thus the great Olympian and Isthmian
gatherings are remembered as games, and not as fairs.

In Ireland, in addition to the local and provincial
fairs which took place more frequently, there was held
every third year, on the plains of Meath, one great fair,
which surpassed all the rest in public importance.

To the great triennial fair of Tara, held midway
between north and south, the chiefs gathered from the
most remote parts of the country. To violate this fair
was the highest public offence known to our ancestors.
The use of a weapon was punished by instant death, for
which no Eric was or could be accepted. It was the
jubilee season of the Irish; ancient prestige and rever-
ence protected those who journeyed to and from that
fair, and wars were suspended during its celebration.

From a small beginning the great Feis of Tara ad-
vanced in public importance, until it became for Ireland
what the Olympian festival was to Greece. Eventually,
with the growing traffic, the increasing numbers of
those who flocked to the fair, the gathering complexity
and multitude of the relations and requirements of the
event, the necessity of control and regulation began to
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be felt, and a chieftain was elected who should fulfil this
duty.

To the great customary Feis of Tara, more than to
actual conquest and downright superiority in arms, is to
be attributed the power and dignity of the Irish Ard-Rie.
Yet there was action and counter-action. The power of
the chieftain enhanced the digrity and authority of the ©
fair, and the importance of the fair extended the influ-
ence and renown of the chieftain. Accordingly, it is
with the strife of contending factions, eager to secure
for their own candidate the possession of this coveted
honour, that Irish history begins. Through the gilt
and embellished curtain of myth and legend the first
thing of which we are made aware is the crash of con-
tending armies struggling for the possession of Temair.

In Grecian history we know the importance attached
to the right of celebrating the great games, and the civil
wars which occasionally took place between tribes con-
tending for the honour. But in Greece the office was
not open to election. The prescriptive right of the
Eleans to the celebration of the Olympian festival was
universally acknowledged ; but their slender political
and military power rendered them unable to make use
of the position in order to extend their authority and
compel their neighbours to yield them tribute and
allegiance. They were simply trustees and agents act-
ing on behalf and under the sanction of the remaining
Greek tribes, many of whom were infinitely more power-
ful than themselves, and would not permit the festival
to be turned to any political purpose for the aggrandise-
ment of the Eleans. If, instead of being vested by
prescription in a single tribe, this honour had been the i
subject of election, and the perpetual appanage of
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military and political predominance, how eagerly would
every powerful state have put forward her pretensions,
and how many bloody battles would have been fought in
the territory of the Eleans, who, as an independent
sept, would speedily have disappeared from the map of
Greece in the contentions of their great neighbours.
In ancient Ireland, unlike Greece, this noble privilege,
the right of celebrating the great Temairian festival and
fair, was not vested in any particular tribe, but was left
open to the ambition, energy, and power of individual
kings, and of the coalitions which they were able to
form. Thus the Irish did work out for themselves
unity, which the Greeks did not; for out of these con-
tentions for the possession of Tara sprang the Ard-Rie
Erenn Uili.

CHAPTER XIV.
TARA.
‘“ With rosy fingers soon to grasp

And wrestle with the giant gloom."”
EDMUND ARMSTRONG.

TeE name of the tribe was the name of its founder.
The great Norman-Irish sept of the Geraldines was
founded by the sons of Gerald, the son of Raymond.
The great Scotic-Irish nation of the Hee Neill was
founded by Neill of the Nine Hostages, Neill Nae-yeela.
From time to time the progress of events broke up old
organizations and created new ; the ancient tribe-names
passed away, and others took their places; social con-
vulsions brought into prominence new and powerful
chieftains whose names became impressed upon the
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organizations which they created. To the chieftainey o
these organizations their posterity alone were eligible.
The Clan Carty of Desmond were preceded by the
Owenacts, who were themselves preceded by the Corea
Lewy ; that is, the descendants of Cartha succeeded the
posterity of Owen, who were preceded by the children of ’
Lewy.

Perhaps the earliest trustworthy fact in Irish history
is that of the contemporary existence in Ireland of four
powerful septs, impressed with the names of Heber,
Herémon, Ith, and Iar. Who were these chieftains,
when they lived, and whether contemporary or separated
by centuries, who shall tell ? I myself follow the ancient
tradition, which assuredly contains more truth than my
own speculations. Yet, as there are many persons who
like a theory, I crave permission to suggest one. :

The national unity which, in the days of Neill %
Nae-yeela was an accomplished fact, produced on the one
hand political expression in the institution of Ard-Rie,
and en the other, bardic expression in the romance of
the Milesian invasion of Ireland by the sons and kindred
of Milesius. 5

Had the advent of letters and civilization been de-
layed in Ireland down to the Tudor era, and no memory
of the Norman settlement survived, we may be certain
that some such myth as the Milesian would have been
invented to account for the origin of the then great Irish
septs. - Neill, De Burgo, Gerald, Brian, and Cartha
would naturally present themselves to the imagination
as the sons of some powerful warrior who had subdued
and divided the land amongst his children, and the prior
history of this conqueror would have been gradually
elaborated through a series of bardic tales, finally to °
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be ecrystallized into history and incorporated with the
annals.

Royalty is a strange growth. A halo of sovereignty
and legitimate authority gradually settles upon and
deepens round one family, whose pre-eminence is re-
cognized and acquiesced in by the rest. The divinity
that doth hedge a king is more the work of imagination
than the result of mere pre-eminence in actual force and
power. The Earl of Warwick possessed more land,
castles, and dependants than the king; yet he never
dared to put forward any pretension to the Crown.

When the curtain is raised, and, on the stage of Irish
history, the septs are seen contending for the Ard-Rie-
ship, the four Milesian families alone enjoyed a preserip-
tive title to the regulation of the great Feis of Temair. It
is not to be supposed that the clans of Heber, Herémon,
Ith, and Tar were even then the only strong and nu-
merous septs in the island. There were many tribes
non-Milesian, but the prescriptive right-to the dignity
and tributes of this office had gradually come to be
vested in these four tribes alome. The non-Milesian
tribes occupied territories in different parts of Ireland,
particularly in the west. At last the growing import-
ance of the office induced them to make commen cause
against the families of the Blood. All the non-Milesian
septs throughout the island conspired to break the pre-
scriptive title of the royal tribes, and to elect a ruler of
the great Feis who should not belong to any of the four
Bloods. The revolution, which was aided by a masstcre,
succeeded, and the excluded families established one of
their own number in the sovereignty of Tara. This was
the celebrated revolution of the Aithech Tuatha—gentes.
plebeiane—and took place in the first century of our era.
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The royal tribes now united, and electing their own
Ard-Rie, succeeded in driving the usurper from Tara,
and established indefeasably the exclusive royal privi-
leges of the four Milesian tribes. .

The revolution of the Aithech Tuatha had European
results. The counter-revolution produced the expulsion
from Eiré of many non-Milesian tribes. Passing over
to the Continent, their fighting-men became incorpo-
rated in the Roman army, and, under the name of Atti-
cotti, are frequently mentioned by Latin Wr1ters, not
always to their credit.

Time and fate have revenged these expatriated tribes.
Sixteen hundred years later, the descendants of the four
conquering septs, themselves subdued by an alien race,
were forced to fiy from their country, and in foreign
lands to fight the battles of strange peoples.

There is no reason to suppose that the royal septs
differed in blood and race from the rest of the inhabit-
ants of the island. In an unsettled state of soclety|
some clans must come to the front, and exert a pre- }
eminence over the less fortunate or the less brave; and
in Ireland it so happened, that these four families -
emerged victorious out of the septal struggles. |

The power and pride of the royal septs, and their
contempt for the tribute-paying classes, produced the ;

1
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conception of a diversity of race. In the rich soil of
the bardic mind the idea took root and flourished. -
Eventually, the royal tribes were regarded universally
as a race of Spanish origin, ruling in the midst of a
people whom their -ancestors had subdued, and the his-
tory of Milesian was distinguished from that of Fir-
bolgic Erin. Yet the fact that in historic times there
was no connection between Ireland and Spain renders it
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exceedingly probable that, at least in its main features,
the ancient and universal tradition represents what
really took place.

By degrees the Fir-bolgic tribes melted away utterly be-
fore the dominant families and their spreading branches.
In the commencement of the historic era, we find
them in a position of inferiority, indeed, but possess-
ing a considerable amount of territory. In the end
they held none. The Milesian septs extended them-
selves over the whole island, until every petty king and
chieftain traced his pedigree to one of the four Spanish
conquerors.

But through all the turmoil and confusion of these
antique, obscure times, clear and distinct only when the
wonderful mirror of the bards is held up against them,
through all displacements and expansions of beaten or
triumphant tribes and tribal confederacies, that one
spot upon the plains of Meath gleams brighter and
brighter as day advances, and mighty Rome, the sun of
our northern regions, rolls up from the under-world. In
the waning night it glitters like the morning star before
the eye of the historian. That group of green mounds, -
palisaded and dyked, surmounted with painted wicker-
houses, is the central harmonizing point of the wild
chaos which surges and bellows in the darkness and the
haze. Starlike now, it will itself be one day a sun.
All the tribes shall look to it for light and heat, for
justice and order. All Eiré, from sea to sea, shall be
convulsed for its possession. From Innishowen, from
the House of Donn, from Eyerus, from Cahirman, war-
riors shall come together in battle, warring to secure for

their own captain that centre of the assemblages of
Erin.
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CHAPTER XV.

THE KINGS OF DINN RIE.

““The raven himself is hoarse
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan
Under my battlements.”
* SHAKESPEARE.
““ ANTIGONUS rex Asim Minoris occisus est.—An. Rom.
453."

““ Eodem tempore initiatus est regnare in Emania, i.e.,
an €msin €ochs Lusovsé stsip Ugsine ab aliis fertur
(nos vero perscripsimus olim ab ipso Ugaine), tune ibi
imperatum esse.”

“ Omnia monumenta Scotorum ante Crombas.oCincerta
sunt.” _

Thus the sober-minded Tierna, Abbot of Clonmac-
noise, commences his celebrated book of synchronisms.

Not falsa or fabulosa but incerta. Nevertheless I,
too, propose to start from the same point, and to deseribe
the heroes of ancient Eiré as I find them reflected in the
magic mirror of the bards, only setting up against the
whole the glass which they applied severally to the parts.
Therein mirrored, the confusion and dislocation caused
by a fragmentary treatment yields to a more lucid and
tranquil arrangement—the heroic tale tones down to
epic proportion and reasonahleness. Spirits of the an-
cient bards, my ancestors, and ye sacred influences that
haunt for ever the soil and air of my country, name-
less now and unworshipped, but strong and eternal, be
with me and befriend, that in circles worthy so glorious
singing their praise upon whom nations looked back as
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upon their first and best, with a flight unfailing I may
rise to regions where no wing of laborious ollav or
chanting shanachie ever yet fanned that thinner air.

Out of the west came Macha seeking a new home, de-
serting her ancient habitation where the Red Cataract
pours the waters of the Erne into the sea.

Now about this time all the princes of Ulla had as-
sembled to a great hunt that was given by the eldest of
the sons of Dithorba, and amongst those who were in-
vited was Kimbay Mac Fiontann, a young and very
brave warrior, whose patrimony lay along the Dalriadic
coast facing the Muirnict, and he was king of his
tuath, and conspicuous both in peace and war. Now
it so happened that Kimbay Mac Fiontann and the
other kings who were most eminent and powerful found -
themselves alone as the night fell, for they had advanced
beyond the others. Therefore, choosing & dry place in
the forest, they kindled a fire, and, being weary from run-
ning, they lay down and slept. Then amongst them
appeared the great war-queen, Macha the Red-maned,
stern-browed and minatory, no tender damsel, and red
as if she had bathed in blood, but with lustrous eyes,
having strange power over the soul, and a voice, to hear
which, tears not of sorrow sprang into men’s eyes, and
through that stern countenance there struck a beauty

- unfelt by the vile, but all-powerful with noble hearts,
and she was armed like a warrior equipped for battle.
Then, with her lance she touched one of the sleeping
kings, and he awoke and sat up, and when he saw her
he stood upon his feet, and his whole soul went out
towards her, and he profferred homage and love.
Then she bade him follow her, and she went through
the forest, and he pursued, but when, as they were alone

E
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conversing, he offered to embrace her. Then she arose
against him, and bound him with her strong hands
easily, as a shepherd binds alamb, having stripped from
a willow tree the pliant saplings. There then, having
bound him with these green wyths, she left the warrior .
in bonds, and returning, did likewise to the second and
to the third and the rest; but at last she came to Kim-
bay, and when she laid hands upon him, he arose against I
her, and seized her in his mighty arms, and bore her to"
the earth ; but in his arms she changed into a blooming
and beautiful maiden, and she responded to his love,
and became his bride.

Then Kimbay builded a city there, and he cleared the
forest all round, making a smooth plain, and the kings"
whom his wife had bound he set at liberty, when they
had sworn to become tributary to him and to serve him;
and these kings, with their peoples, laboured at the
great Diin which he erected at this place, and he called
his city after the name of his wife, Emain Macha, the :
sacred height of Macha, and it was the capital of his:
realm. ;

Thereafter then Mac Fiontann, having fortified
Emain Macha, extended his authority southwards to
Tailteen, and westwards to the Muirniet, where, that he
might have a sure outlet for the produce of his realm,
he restored the ancient Din of Nemeth, where the
Dalriadic coast, stretching an arm northwards into the
sea, encloses with the land a safe haven for ships.
There, on the site of the old Nemedian Strength, Kim-
bay raised a great Diin, and called it after his own
name. :
Now, while Kimbay reigned in Emain Macha, a
strong king rose up southwards, beyond the Boyne, and *
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he, having seized Tara, extended his authority far and
wide, so that his power was felt beyond the borders of
Eiré, and his war-fleets went out from Cahirmin and
Inver Colpa. Moreover, he caused all the kings of the
isle to swear for themselves and their children that they
would suffer none who was not of his race to hold the
sovereignty of Fail ; and Kimbay Mac Fiontann sware
likewise that oath, though he was the foster-father of
Ugainey.

But when Ugainey More died, he was buried at the
Brugh upon the Boyne, where the ground swelled with
many a huge barrow of the giants, and the raths and
prison-houses of the men of old. There the Tuatha of
Erin had their fairy palaces, looking over the Boyne,
and all the ground was sacred to Yeoha the Ollav, who
was also called the Dada Mor, and to his wife Moreega,
but especially to his son Angus the Beautiful, he who
was once seen in the halls of Tara by Art’s son—for the
Ard-Rie pondered alone in his chamber after the Saba
of his kings was broken up; but when Cormac raised
his head, lo, the son of the Dida stood before him in
the gloaming with a shining tiompan in his hands.

Moreover, there too was interred the marvellous steed
of Macha. In the ancient wars which the Tuatha had
waged against the giants, she had borne the war-goddess
to battle, and when she died they had piled above her
a great ferta, as above a hero slain. But a second
time the Lia Macha was seen upon the plains of Eiré,
bearing to battle once more her armed mistress, the
warlike spouse of Kimbay. And yet once again was
she seen of the Geil in the service of the heroic Cucu-
lain, the son of Sualtam ; but after that the Lia Macha
was no more seen till the coming of the Talkend, when
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the incantations of the son of Calpurn drew Cuculain
out of Fairy-land, and, in his war-car, with Leeg by his
side, he flashed past the raths of Tara, bending fierce
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brows against the shaven cleric, and, hurling his javelin,

vanished into the west. There also was the cromlech
on which men said the Dada, having first bound and
haled him thither, had slain the hundred-armed, four-
headed monster which oppressed the inhabitants of the
isle, and many mighty barrows and cairns, raths, pillar-
stones and muirs were strewn all around, and there men
were accustomed to invoke the succour of the Shee.

There, then, they interred Ugainey beside the river,
and after that there was held a great convention of the
kings at Temair, and they invested Lore, the son of
Ugainey, with the Ard-Rieship of Erin, for he had been
named Tanist by Ugainey. But when Lore had set his
foot upon the Lia Fail, receiving the wand of the Ard-
Rieship, then the sacred stone roared beneath him, even
as a war-steed neighs beneath his rider mounting for the
battle, and the sound was heard over all Bregia.

But after this the kings separated each to his own
tuath and his own Diin, and Lorc returned to Dinn
Rie, upon the Barrow, and he ruled over the people of

Lahan, the descendants of Milith and of the Fir-bolgs,

and he was good to all his people, but especially to his
brethren, the sons of Ugainey More. For he preserved

the precepts of his father, and kept in check the warlike
tribes, and advanced the dignity of the ollavs, and dis-
couraged border warfare and lawlessness between tuath
and tuath.

Now there was an elder brother than Lore, who was
pale-faced and lean. He had been fostered in Bregia,
wherefore men called him Ccel-Bray, but his own name
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was Covac. He ‘was enraged that his brother should be
preferred before him, and, marking the discontent of
the warriors, he conspired against his brother, and
drew to his faction all the mutinous and dissatisfied
chiefs. Nevertheless, he kept himself serene and silent
in assemblies, though by nature fierce. He transgressed
also the laws and forced illegal tributes from his vassals,
and with a strong hand defied the ollavs of his tuath,
and collected about his Dan many mercenaries, and
numerous were the complaints which were brought up
before the Cual-Airecta of the High King. But ILore
reasoned with his brother, and forbore to put into execu-
tion the laws for the protection of vassals.

Now Ceel-Bray and the kings of his faction had re-
solved to slay the Ard-Rie; but this they were not able
to compass, for the guards of Lore were very vigilant,
being aware of a plot; but the generous king believed
nothing.

Then to Covac and his associates plotting, this plan
seemed the best, to send a messenger to his brother
announcing his suddeh illness and death ; which thing
accordingly was done. But when Lore heard that his
brother was dead, he wept and lamented, and set out.
straightway. Now, it was evening when the news came,
and he travelled all night with a small retinue, and in
the morning he came to the borders of the Oun Liffey,
where was the tuath over which his brother was king,
and he came to the Din, and hastened beyond his
ambus, and went into his brother’s chamber, which was
darkened, and kneeled by the bed-side, weeping ; but as
he leant above him, Covac drew unperceived from be-
neath the clothes a brazen colg which he had hid there,
and thrust it into the side of the other, and he, spring-
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ing forward with a shriek, fell upon the bed, and Covac
withdrew the red brass, and the blood of his brother
spurted out over his face and breast.

Then, starting from the chamber, he gave the signal, f
blowing a sudden blast upon the winding stocca, and
his warriors and the conspirators ran in, and cut down
the ambus of the High King.

Thereafter, collecting all his force, he marched south-
wards upon Dinn Rie, and there poured into him upon
the way all the kings and nobles that were of his fac-
tion—for the warlike class adhered to him—and he
stormed the city of Dinn Rie, and slew all the sons and
grandsons of Leery Lore, save one only, and broke down
all opposition, and fought many battles—for in war
there was none his equal—until his power extended to
the borders of Eiré ; the Tanist, too, he slew, who was
Oileel Ainey, the son of Lore. Then he was elected Ard-
Rie of all Erin in Temair; and he depressed the ollavs
and the druids, setting the kings and nobles above the
law, whence, too, came his power. Thus Covac Ceel-Bray
reigned, having slain his brother.

CHAPTER XVI.

A FLOWER OF THE FOREST.

‘‘ Then from the caverns of my dreamy youth
I sprang as one sandalled with plumes of fire.”

T T resR————

SHELLEY,

Bur the boy Lara, son of Oileel Ainey, son of Lore, was
not slain ; for, when a band of assassins surrounded his
father’s Dln, hard by Gowra in the south, and slew his
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brethren, one passing swiftly, with wild eyes, and a harp
in his hand, whispered a sudden word in his ear, which
he remembered and obeyed ; for he counterfeited dumb-
ness and idiotey, and they slew him not, partly from

~contempt, and partly for that they were sacred whose
minds the divine people had disturbed. Thus was left
Lara amid his slain kindred and the loud lamenting
women, who were the slaves of Oileel.

But in the end an old man came, who had been the
swineherd of his father, and led him away by the hand,
and brought him to where was a sheeling on the edge
of the forest. For when Ugainey More had begun to
reign, he was rebelled against from the west; but the
rebels he had crushed in a red foray to the borders of
the Shannon, and he had brought back many slaves, and
amongst them him who now led out the boy from the
bicody Diin. Then he put upon the young prince servile
weeds, a brown coarse bratta, with a wooden pin upon
the breast, and on his feet the shoes of a slave, un-
tanned skin of deer, with the haired side out, and fast-
ened round the ankle with a thong passing through the
unshaped leather, and he set him to scutch flax and
break the ground for rue, for he had a small field which
himself had reclaimed from the forest. Then came
emissaries from the king, and they watched him, but
he deceived them too; and after that no man thought
concerning him, save only Ferceirtney the poet, and
Craivetheena the cunning harper, who were of the royal
retinue at Dinn Rie.

After this the king’s Maor, for Covac had seized for
himself the estates of his brethren, levied the fine which
it was customary for men to pay when their lord had
died, in order that the funeral games might be worthy
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of his rank, but the Maor levied a treble fine, and paid
no funeral honours to the body of the good king slain.
Moreover, with a strong hand, he compelled the old man
to perform double services, which it was not lawful should
be done, for Mcelken had served blamelessly under two
lords, Ugainey and Oileel, rendering regularly his tri-
bute of curds and butter, water-cresses and rue, and the
stipulated labour about the king’s Din, which was per-
formed by his wife. Moreover, he had done no act of
trespass or violence for which the new lord would have
been responsible before the law. Now, although the
ollavs suffered none such to be driven out or ha-
rassed by cruel and unnatural lords, yet now their
power was set at naught by Ccel-Bray and the fierce
kings who supported them. And now, again, the evil
days of yore were returning when the king was absolute
over the tuath, and the lord over his tenants, and the
rights of the tribute-paying classes were infringed, and
boaireys degenerated into bodacs, and bodaes into slaves.
The ollavs, too, fell away from their high place, and
became dependent upon the kings, forgetting those lofty
ranns in which were enshrined the wisdom and justice of
the Geil, and the ramifications of far-spreading tribes
preserving the ancestral rights of men, and they
chanted now only songs praising lawlessness and
strength ; and the rights of women, too, and the laws
of marriage were relaxed.

Therefore, through the whole of Lahan, and along the
shores of the three waters, and northwards to the Liffey
and mid-Erin, there was great affliction, and laws and
justice suffered throughout all Eiré, for in all the pro-
vinces strong lords, relying on his support, defied their
ollavs and the assemblies of their freemen, and mer-
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cenaries multiplied about each Din and about each
chieftain’s liss.

But every night two men set out from Dinn Rie
secretly, faring westward from the Barrow, and they
came to that lonely sheeling on the borders of the forest,
and, in the house of Melken, a deftly-touched harp
thrilled nightly, and the sound of a manly voice was
heard, and the sound of a boy’s voice responsive.
For Ferceirtney the poet, and Craivetheena the harper
and shanachie went thither in the dead of night se-
cretly, in order that in the mind of the boy they
might sow kingly thoughts. But as a child waters and
tends each day a flower which has been given to her,
hastening thither always with hope and fear, who has no
other, and is immured in the depths of the city, or asa
young mother watching over her first child, so anxiously
and fearfully tended those wise men the royal flower
that grew unnoticed in the wilderness ; or as that good
Hebrew priest and his wife watched over the boy whom
they had preserved when all the seed-royal of Israel
were slain.

Ferceirtney instructed him in the history of his peo-
ple, in the laws of the Geil, and the duties and prero-
gatives of kings, and taught him to adore the Tuatha
and the unseen might of the Fianna, and all the wide-
ruling children of Nemeth ; and Craivetheena chanted
bardic tales concerning the sons and kindred of Mile-
sius, and the ancient wars which the Tuatha had waged
against the giants, and he played lofty strains upon the
harp, and a noble spirit grew within the boy’s breast.

During the day, indeed, Lara ground corn for the
household, bruising it in a shallow mortar with a smooth
hand-stone, or worked in the field, or led the old man’s
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only cow into the forest to feed, for he had no rights in
the common land of the tuath, and he continually
revolved in his mind the things which he had been
taught.

Moreover, his foster-father used to send him twice a
year to the royal Din at Dinn Rie with the tributes of
his holding, in order that suspicion might be allayed ;
but Lara studied closely the fortifications of the city of
Dinn Rie, and how it might be entered by an enemy.
Yet there he ever bore himself like an idiot, with open
mouth and slavering lips, obeying the stern injunctions
of those who watched over him.

Now one day, in late summer, Lara having brought
to the king’s Maor the heavy dues of his foster-father,
and having with difficulty endured the words of the
grinding officer, returning passed by the plain of the
hurlers, in which were the sons and foster-sons of the
king driving the ball from goal to goal, and there paus-
ing, he watched the princes at their play; but Craive-
theena, afar off, observed him carefully, for this was his
custom whensoever the boy came to Dinn Rie. Then,
as it so happened, the ball was driven outside the
measured ground, and lay in the grass at the feet of
Lara, who, stooping, took it in his hand, and flung it
back into the ground. Then was one side pleased, for
he threw the ball awry, not knowing the rules of the
game ; but the son of Ccel-Bray shouted fiercely, and
running towards him, smote at him with his hurle, but
Lara, grappling with him, wrung it from his hands and
felled him with a single blow, smiting him above the
left ear with the brazen hurle. But when the com-
panions of Maylvee rushed at him also, they were aston-
ished and fell back, for he stood erect and wrathful,
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with one foot upon the fallen prince, and uttered a fierce
imperious speech. Therefore they retired, fear-stricken
and amazed, saying, ‘‘Is this he that was dumb and an ”
1diot 2 But Lara cast aside the hurle, and strode west- |
ward, indignant, across the plain. :

Then, ere the princes returned to the king’s Dun,
Craivetheena hastened to seek the ollav, for he walked in
a quiet place beside the river, and there were with him
two pupils having bardic staves in their hands, from
which they read, and it was already evening. Straight-
way then, having concerted plans, they ordered chariots
and swift horses to be yoked, and took trusty attendants,
and left Dinn Rie, one to the north and one to the
south, moving slowly till they were beyond the city;
and then, making a rapid circu’t, they met at the house
of Mzl Ken.

There, then, delaying not for aught, they took up the
old man and his wife and Lara, and drave westward
through the night ; and there were those that pursued
them, for a swift word traversed Dinn Rie, and there was
a sudden meeting of the king’s Saba; and hardly had
the flying prince and his aiders departed from the
sheeling when the Airey Echta of Dinn Rie, with his
armed men, rode up.

But Ferceirtney and the fugitives drave swiftly
through the pass in the Slieve Margy Mountains, and
along the northern spurs of the same, and they crossed
the Dineen and the Nore, and entered the country of
the Osree : but here the pursuit was stayed. Yet they
feared to trust themselves with the Osree, and they went
rapidly through that territory and crossed the Suir, ten
miles north from Caiseal of the Kings, and they passed
in among the tribes of the Corca Lewy. DBut after that
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they went westward again, past Slieve Felim, and they
crossed the Maigue and the Deale, and so went on till
they came to Slieve Mish, where was the capital and
strength of the Fir-morea, the mighty children of Heber
the son of Milith, and they saw afar off the mighty
raths and fertas strewn over the plain, looking over
Letter Lee, and beyond them the entrenched places and
glittering palaces of the King Skoreea, who, with a
strong hand, held Slieve Mish and the approaches to
that sacred place. But by the great King of the Shiel
Heber they were joyfully received, for he was hostile to
Ceel-Bray, and went not to the conventions at Temair,
nor paid him the tribute and honour due to the pos-
sessor of Tara. Now of Slieve Mish I desire to tell the
history.

CHAPTER XVII.
COMING OF THE MILESIANS.

“¢ And moreover we have seen the sons of the Anakims there.”
HEBREW CHRONICLER.

From Tor Brogan, of Espén, the sons and kindred of
Milesius set sail for the invasion of Erin, and in each
ship were fifty persons, not only warriors, but also their
wives and little ones, their druids and poets, their erafts-
men and slaves; for they had determined to occupy the
island and make it their home. For not only were they
straitened for room in their own country, by reason of
the multiplying of the Clanna Gedil, but vengeance,
too, impelled them ; for Ith, the son of Brogan, and
uncle of Milesius, had been slain by the inhabitants of
the isle. For, having been borne northwards through
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the Tetian sea by violent winds, he had at last gained a
quiet bay on the northern shore, whence with chosen
comrades he had marched inland. But when after cer-
tain days he had not returned, the remainder of his
people who were left with the ships, following in the
same direction, if haply they might discover their com-
rades and their captain, had lighted upon him dead, in
the midst of his dead warriors; but upon their bodies
there were no marks of violence, and ever after men
called this plain the plain of Ith.

But they, when they had mourned over their slain
comrades, and had consumed the sad relics with fire
upon the beach of Loch Febal, sailed back to Espan,
bearing with them the charred bones inurned of Ith the
son of Brogan, and they kindled a flame in the minds
of his brethren and his kindred. Now the sons of
Brogan, Brega, and Fuad, Coola, Cooalney, and Mur-
themney, were more impelled by vengeance ; but the sons
of Milith, Heber, Herémon, Iar, Arannan, Colpa, Arech
Febaroe, Donn, and Amargin, were moved by an ances-
tral spirit prompting them to great deeds.

But an ancient fear invested the island, for a wondrous
race was said to dwell therein, and men called it Banba,
after the name of a great queen who dwelt there; and
also Fohla and Eiré, and mariners told strange tales of
noises heard upon its shores, and mighty forms 6f men
and women seen afar upon the sides of the mountains;
also of its beauty men spake, green and woody, and
abounding in streams.

Nay-the-less, the Clanna Milith, set forth with un-
daunted heart, naught fearing, for of yore too the race of
G®dil was accustomed to seek new lands, and from the
east to Espan they had come in ships and heard the
waves roar in the Torrian frith.



62 History of Ireland.

Moreover, in that galley in which sailed Amargin
was borne the Lia Fail, which the Clanna Gzadil in the
ancient days had brought with them to Espan, and an-
cestral prophecies had foretold that the sovereignty of the
Gil should not cease around it, and men said that that
stone was instinet with life, and that there came from it .
voices and lightnings and portents, and standing upon
it, the kings of the Gail were invested with sovereignty.

Therefore with undaunted hearts the sons of Milith
came together to that hosting, and for them, as they left
the harbour Amargin chanted the chant that shields
those who travel upon the sea, and the Lia Fail gave
forth sounds of good omen, and all the warriors shouted
and chanted the crown-dord, striking with their spears
the hollow shields, while the snoring galleys ran on, out
into the open sea, bearing the Clan Milith to Inis Fail.

After this they rowed and sailed forward perpetually,
for a good wind sprang up from the south, and the
steady oarsmanship of the brave mariners ceased not
day or night, but ever the white oars kept bounding
forward constant-going, steady, unhesitating, as sang
the ancient bard, over the wide plains of Lear. But on
the sixth day, at sunrise, they saw afar off the beautiful
hills of Eiré, forest-crowned, whence, too, men named the
island Na Veeva, on account of its woods. Then were the
Clanna G=zil glad when they saw the winding shores,
and they all lifted up their voices together and shouted,
both warriors and little children. But there were on the
decks also women looking forward with anxious hearts;
Scota, mother of the eight sons of Milith, for she had
sprvived her great lord, and now sought Eiré with her
heroic sons, and she sailed with. Heber in his ship,
for he was gentler than the others ; and there was Cdba,
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the wife of steed-loving Herémon; but she sailed in
another ship. Also there was Faus the wife of Oon, a
wise druidess and held in great honour, and she sailed
with her husband and his three brothers, princes of the
Clan Gedil in Espan. But the fairest of the women
that came into Erin with the sons of Milith was Feale
the wife of Lewy, son of that Ith who had been slain by
the Tuatha of Erin, and she had lived alone with an
aged relative in the western regions of Espin, in an
inland valley, until she was wooed by Lewy the son of
Ith, surnamed Laid-Ken for his love of poetry ; and men
said concerning Feale that she was too beautiful to live.

Now the mariners that knew the coast guided the
ships forward to where there was a deep inver, for here
the Slaney poured his waters into the sea, and after-
wards the place was named Cahirman, and a great fair
was held there by the people of Lahan.

There then they landed on the east shore of the river,
and they wondered for that they saw no one there, only
cattle and deer feeding in the green glades of the forest.

Then Amargin, the son of Milith, chanted a druidic
song that the land might be blessed, and that the race
of Milith might be fortunate in their new country.

But after this they drew up their ships upon the
beach of the sea, putting props under them, and for
themselves they constructed booths out of the abundant
timber.

But after this, having prepared food to last for many
days, and having left behind them the women and chil-
dren and the slaves, with warriors to guard them, and
also Arannan, for he was the youngest and not yet
inured to hardness, they themselves set forward to
march inland.

<
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On the second day they found great foot-marks on
the soft margin of the river, as of giants who went bare-
footed, and after that, being alarmed, they went cau-
tiously. But on the next day they came to a great
plain cleared from the forest, and tame cattle and sheep
feeding there, and men of great stature went in and out
amongst them, unarmed and peaceful, bearing vessels of
milk, or carrying young lambs after the manner of shep-
herds, for they were a pastoral tribe.

But when they saw this, Herémon bade them ad-
vance, and they went on towards the giants, who received
‘them with kindness, and answered them in their own
language, and one went where, on the edge of the plain,
were their houses, made of the stems of the highest
trees, with wicker-work between, and returned with
their king.

But the Fir-bolgs wondered at the beauty and mar-
tial bravery of the sons of Milith, and these admired the
great stature of the Fir-bolgs. But the King of the
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