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Cat, Werd.duy. dofifrercecemMcient amongst our
townspe hlé and the inhabitants of our
county, ‘we should be glad to exert it in
getting up amo Ht._u-l:u- young men some
purely literary and scientific institution, from
which might, perhaps, result the publication
of a periodica] sheet in Kilkenny devoted to
literature alone. BSuch a sheet is now, we
understand, about to be started in the com--
paratively unimportant town of Carrick-on-
Suir, by the rﬂunﬁemﬂn of that locality Why
should Kilkenny behind-hand in evidenc-
mg the march of intellect and spread of
enlightenment? However, on this subject
we shall, before long, have to speak more
largely, but in the imterim we intend pub-
hshing from time to time, when our columne
are not otherwise occupied, a few jottings
which we have made during visits to several
ef the sacred and interesting localities in
this county; and we trugt" mble
efforts may awaken a taste in these ma :
which are of national importance as relating
to the time-honoured monuments and notable
memorials of our country. If we succead in
creating and fostering an interest amongst
the pubhc m thege visits, and rouse a spirit
of greater enquiry with respect to our local
scenery, antiquities, and traditionary lore,
we shall have gained a great part of our
dmﬁn—n design which we feel to be com..
mendable. We now commence a series of
papers illustrating f.‘
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THE ANCIENT TOWN OF JERPOINT

Towns and cities extinct and absolutely
buried in oblivion, forgotten almost by tradi-
tion, mot traceable on any map or chart, are
cartainly subjects on w human bemngs
may reflect with some advantage and profit
to themselvess  That haunts of busy wen,
where had buying and selling, elections
of Provost and Burlmaﬂh hmt-ll;ﬂr ingg and
jealousies, petty ambitions, love- ngs,
speech-makings, inﬂlllthummmmﬁn §
on of a jog-trot and co ace wor ¢
busy heart corrodings of daily existence—
where were streets and houses and
substantial, too, and shops nm[ town s,
and market-places—that all ghould have been
swept away and absolutely forgotten, ia
proof indubitable of the perishability of man
and all his works. The utilitarian will pot
deny that such reflections are profitable, and
the antig who in Ins researches amidst
mouldy ments, stumbles on some grant
or charter that proves the former existence
of such !ﬂmn, gives his fellow-men useful
and wholesome teaching. But bevond and
above these common-place though useful
“‘moralities,”’ there 1s a sanctity in the past
—such is the influence of historical associa-
tion—the potent spell of imagination in a
land where every spot of ground, each wale
and hill and river has its record and its
history teeming with interest, and giving to
the face of mature, with us, a charm which
the magnificent prairies, the gigantic moun-
tains, the mighty forests, of the new waorld
cal never possess—every step we take (s
clnssic ground.

Will the reader pass with us through the
wooded glades of Mount Juliet, and “'Em““'f
by the verdant banks of the Nore, stan
upon the site of the ancient town of Jer-
point, Around him gpreads a quiet pastoral
scene, rendered more interesting by the
presence of an ivy-covered ruinous church
bearing marks of high antiquity I.'i-lli_:'rﬂl:llldl.‘{i
by a ?DI:IE[F gravevard, crowded with rude
memorials of the poor temants of the peace-
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ful homes beneath and where the
may trace out I'Iilﬂ_i'l_' fragments older
monuments, and of baptisma] font and
ancient cross strewed amidst the long rank
grass. Near the rude entrance of the burial
ace is a clear bright spring, over whose
{impid waters cluster the graceful fern, the
creeping lichens and the perfumed woodbine.
Some peasant girls are filling their pails with
the wholesome water: their drezs not pictur-
esque, nor are their faces unpleasing, though
deeply embrowned

“With the bronzed livery of the burning
san."

But their clear ringing laughter, their
iquant, though homely joke, tell that thear
Lenrtﬂ are as yet untouched by care or sor.
row. Looking down from the well over a few
clustering hedge-rows, spreads before ug a
luxuriant meadow, the ﬁ:‘ﬂsu of unusual
richness, studded, too, with magnificent ash
trees, ome in particular of singularly 1m.
mense dimensions a perfect giant of the
forest. Here and there are large hﬂﬁ" of
huge stones, evidently but recently piled up;
in one spot rears itself a fragment of the
ancient wall of a dwelling-house, and hard-
by ig a rapid stream hurrying its impetuous
waters to the Nore, and on its banks the
ruins of an antiquated mill. This is all that
remains of Jerpoint, once a flourishing and
important ““mercant’’ town, The large ash
tree stands in the ancient market place, the
heaps of stones and broken walls give some
faint traces of the direction of the streets—
a short time ago the foundations could have
been easily discovered and followed through
the windings of many lanes, streets and
allevs, but they are now almost eradicated,
and all trace of them will be soon entirely
obliterated, and even tradition will cease to
point to the past, and blank oblivion will
pass over all.

““So sleeps the pride of former days,
Bo Glory's thrill 18 o'er.”
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There is & lonelinesg of a peculiar character
about the spot—a pensive melancholy seems
to breathe amidst the old forest trees—but
there is no desolateness; solemn beauty, rich
and abundant loveliness is upon all around,

| but chastened by the and heart-stirring
| thoughts of the past. which the few shat-
r tem! walls and rode stone cairns call forth.

| Here but yesterday, in the quick course of
.| time, rushed on the huH tide of human life—
- now, above the deserted spot the rooks have
built themselves a colo —a oty paiged

above amongst the “multitudinons leafed”

branches of the ancient trees, and whilst all

below is silent, they imitate and caricature

* the former busy tenants of the broken walls

| beneath—like them, building and pulhing
down, and like them, too, ever ready to take
advantage of the weak, to plunder the un-

wary, and to play all sorts of antic tricks

upon each other, Oh, drutﬂnt lesson to proud

ambition, to :':t'ﬂjngﬂ. attery, to cloaked hy-

pocrisy to petty prde, to gripimg usurious-

ness—to ions all that sway the human

breast. Ponder with us awhile amidst those

forest wilds, where once was busy life, com-

merce, hu.n'i bargains, thrift, selfishness—

pause here thou worldly man, who feels not

for poor humanity, when famine and di:tress

threatens; pause here you ambitious man

who would compass ‘‘earth and hell” for

fleeting honours, worthless and empty, Here

gold was hoarded ;: here corporate honours

were sought for; here, too, no doubt, were

4 mighty “‘mums’ sitting on “pump commit-
tees’’. ‘‘street committees”, and “‘fair com-
mittees' : here were hard battles fought for

the Provostship—for so was the chief mags.
trate titled—here were old and new Corpora-
fions, as years swept past, battling each
other for place and power—all is now over,
leaving h{-ﬁind no memory so substantial as

the shadowy outline of a hali-forgotten
dream—

'a’ “Oh! what 18 man? even in his brightest day \t

An insect whom the summer sun gives rth

To bask and perish in the solar ray, |
Then sink again into his kindred earth.”



In the year 1375 the Einﬁ.{ g,rnnt.a& &
charter (Rot, Pat. 49 Ed. 111. M. 52) to the
“Provost and Burgesses of the town of Jer-

point,”” empowering them that, for the re-
pair of their bridge over the ‘‘Noer’ mnear
said town, and of the tower and Eltﬁ on the
southern end of said bridge erected to

the attacks of “Irish enemies and Eng
rebels,”” they should demand and receive
certain customs from all saleable commodities
carried over said bridge, for a period of ten
years. This is the only exigting record of
the corporate town of Jerpoint—the tower
erected to repel the Irish enemy and Eng:

lish rebels has with the foe passed away—

“All things must have an end;

Churches and cities which have diseases like

to men
Must have like death, which we have,”’

but an abutment of the ancient bridge still
remains, and, as in most cases where histo
fails, tradition here comeg in with its aid,
and the local legendary lore will have it that
here King William 111, crossed the river
when on %in march to Kilkenny.

Another curious legend, too, which the
aged peasant long resident on t.im gpot loves
to detail to the curious visitant, has refer-
ence to a memorable event not only connect-
od with the notable memories of the obliter-
ated and almost forgotten town of Jerpoint,
but even with our national annals. It is &
matter of history that when the gallant and
impetuous  young  Geraldine, ** Silken
Thomas,” son of Gerald Earl of Kildare
rashly though chivalrously threw off
his allegiance to the tyrant Henry of Eng-
land, he offered half the kingdom to the Lord
James Butler, the noble and vahant son and
heir of Peter, eighth Earl of Ormonde and
Ossory, as the price of the Butlers’ aid 1n his
revolt. That loyal nobleman having reluct-
antly refused to ‘‘sel] his honour,”” as he
himself {;uainﬂy expressed it, ““for a piece of
Treland," ‘Silken Thomas’’ led his army into
the county of Kilkenny, wasting and destroy-
ing the possessions of the Butlers, and mani-
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festing & determination to force the rival
family b of hand into a co-opera-
tion in and ill-matured on.
History further informs us that the Ormonde
St by oppass tha Daraidiaes, Whiss Buoe:
poin oppose nes, whoge
were encamped at Thomastown, and that in
a sudden nml:uuiht made by the rebel force
ufmm the Butlers' army, the latter was com-
pletely ruu!l:ﬂl,lNH driven in confusion from
their position. ere again tradition finds a
mquail to the tale, which our chroniclers have
forgotten to record, and the ora] history of
the spot still preserved a st the peasan-
try proceeds to state that when the young
Geraldine, flushed with his victory, was pas-
sing through the town of Jerpoint in pursmt
of the hereditary enemies of his house and
kindred, the inhabitants, wishing to con-
ciliate the congueror, and in the hope of
thereby gaving their property from hmt;ﬁ
lundered by the victorious army, cheer
or "“Silken Thomas,'” as though thev felt
ghﬂﬂem!d and gloried in his triumph,  The
ery but ingenuous young Lord, either mis-
conceiving their object and taking their con-
gratulations as meant to affront, or else
struck with the wvile inFrltitudn of the men
who could thus stoop for base pnrl;nau to
welcome and propitiate the bitter m
their ancient chief and liege Lord, o
the town and property of the burgesses to be
immediately given up to pillage and plunder
—an order which was readily carried out by
his followers.

On the other side of the stream before
mentioned riseg the once rich and fair Abbey
of Jerpoint, founded towards the end of the
twel century, and under the auspices of
which it is probable that the adjoining town
first rose to importance and them, with its
desolation, decaved, and finally disappeared.
The Abbey, itself, from its saored character,
escaped utter obliteration, and its ruins,
noble, picturesque and extemsive, remain to
bear witness to the piety and architectural
skill of our ancestors. Bigot zeal and hands
ignorant and sacrilegious have, however, done
their work upon it. The tooth of Time has

8
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been there, but the tooth of Time, though
he works decay, and with his co-adjutors,
damp and storm, lightning and ram, often
accomplishes dissolution, yet the strong and
ron towers and the well-jointed arch and
pillar that stand before his power does the
grim tyrant most cunningly and delightfully
bedeck with hueg most marvellonsly m and
warm, and rich, of minute and uring
lichen, green and enmantling ivy, and thou-
sands of divers-hued flowers, all beseeming
the character of hoary ruins, where

“The beautiful forms of an ancient faith
Are lingering round."

Yes, Time, the beautifier, is not so destruc-
tive as man the sacriligious, the ignorant,
the brutal, who too often looks upon thi

sacred as the ohjects of his peculiar hatred,
and of his especial destruction—alas! the
ghattered monumentg at Jerpoint are proof

of this. . '
We know of no place in this county so in-

teresting as Jerpoint, & noble Abbey, an
ancient town and church, with beautiful
ecenery around, are no common points of in-
terest—it wil] soon, by railroad, be brought
within a few minutes' drive of our city, and
will well repay a visitation.

NOTE.

*The following is the account of thig battle
(which took place in 1534), given by “‘Stam-
hurst,” and retaining the singularly quaint
style and spelling of the author—'"Thomas
being accompanied with ©O'Neil, dyvers
Scotts, James De la Hide his principal
counsayloure, John De la hude, Edward Fitze
gerald, his uncle, Sir Richard Welshe, perzon

of Luu%;:aﬁwnr, John Burnel of Balgnffin,
James Gernon, Walter Walsh, Rob Walsh,
Maurice Walsh, with a mayne army, mvaded
the Earle of Ossorie, and the Lorde Butler
his landes brenned (burned) and wasted ye

contry of Kilkenny to Thomastown, the poore



inhabitants being constramtd to shune his
force rather than to withstand his power.
Fitzgerald his approach towards those con-
fineg bruted, the Earle of Ossory and his son
the Lord Butler with all the gentlemen of
the countrey of Kilkeny assembled near Jeri-
pon, to determine what order they mﬁt
take in withstanding the invasion of the
Rebelles. And as they were thus in parley,
a gentleman of ye Butlers, accompanied with
sixteen horsemen, dapute-zl mnretfy from the
talkmote, and made towards Thomas Fitz-
girald and hys armey, who was then ru{IJ to
encamp himselfe at Thomascowne, hen
the challenger was ascried, and the L
number known, sixteen of Fitagerald his
horsemen did charge him: and precently fol-
lowed them seven score horsemen with two
or three banners din];;[nj'e-ﬂ pursuing them
until they came to the hill where all the
gentlemen were assembled, who, being so
suddenly taken, could nou stand to bic er,
but some fladde this way, some that way—the
Earl was scattered from his company, and
the Lord Butler unawares was hurte; whom
when such of the Rebells knew gas gnnurﬁl
him, they pursued him but coldly, and lette
him escape on horsebacke, taking his way to
Dounmore, neere Kilkenny, where hee lay at
chirurgery.'

The euccess of Fitzgerald, however, was
but very temporary, as the Earl of Ormonde,
or Ossory, as was then his title goon as-
sembled a large army, and nd'ranﬂmﬁ against
him he did not ‘“‘stand to bicker,” as our
old chronicler would say, but prudently re-
treated from the county of l{lil.'d:ﬂ'ﬂllj', and
shortly after ended at Tyburne the disas-
trong career of this rash but gallant chival-
rous young nobleman, whose early promise
was such that his historian states ‘“he would
rer]mp-u have exceeded all his ancestors if by
aying the too great burthen on his weak
shoulders thev had mot broken his back in

the beginning."
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THE BARROW BELOW GRAIGUE

The district in the County of Kilkenny

called * The Roar " forms a kind of penin-
sula bounded on two sides by the waters of
the Nore and Barrow, and separated from
the rest of the county at its northern ex-
tremity by the hill of Drandon; so that it
may be called with truth the most out-of-the-
way “nook’ in our county. The mhabitants,
too, are themselves a peculiar people, and,
being so secluded by situation, retain more of
the primitive simplicity and genuine hospi-
tality, together with old habits and manners
of the Irish, than other districts of our
county have now left us. They do not con-
sider ** The Roar " as forming any part of
the County of Kilkenny, and talk of Kil-
kenny people as a separate race, while the
County of Wexford is only designated as

“ beyond the river .
The sister streams of the Nore and the

Barrow are nowhere throughout their waun-
derings more heautiful than where tihey
bound the district of “The Roar."” Mo
Barrow, in particular, from where it passes
the ruined shrines and ancient burying
ground of St. Mullins, on the County Carlow
bank of the river, to its confluence with its
sister Nore, 18 characterised by scenery
of a grand and magnificent beauty which
more than justifies the talented writer of
‘‘Rosabel of Ross” 1n remarking that “there
are few finer river scenes east of the Shan-
non than where the Barrow, crowned with
the oak-wreaths of Bahana, comes down from
Brandan, like a Priestess of the woods, to
welcome the novice Nore out of Kilkenny;
and vet there is perhaps no locality within
our county of which less is known and which
is 8o little visited. To us, notwithstanding
that our researches after the picturesqoe
and antiqgue have been since early boyhnod
incessant and unwearying, this was a ""terra



incogunita "' until this summer, and as we
made acquaintance with 1t under pleasant
circumstances, and had not our fancies ex-
cited by any large anticipations, too vividly
imaginative to be ever realised, it burst up-
on us as freshly beautiful as the Spring day
by whose glad sunlight we viewed it.

The month was early May, and the sky
was a bright as heart could wish as we star-
ted from Roshercon. We soon left behind
““ the hospitable town ' of Ross, 1ts noble
estuary, and the fine wooden bridge which
connects it with Kilkenny, and found our-
selves driving through the district of ** The
Roar " in the very doubtful company of a
Pay-clerk, but the danger of whose propin-
gquity was soon relieved or altogether for-
gotten in consequence of the presence of his
“ fidus Achates "' in the shape of a most
harmoniously inclined and poetical car-
driver, who treated us to scraps of legends
as we went along, interspersed with the iu-
spirations of his own muse, addressed to
Brandon Hill and other prominent objects
in the landscape. Our friend the driver was
undoubtedly, like Lord Byron's postilion, the
antiguary of the locality, and we will be
bound that his company was to a Pay-clerk
worth the escort of scores of the constabu-
lary in dispelling all unpleasant reflections
as to the danger of ambuscades of banditti.

The scenery of ‘' The Roar ' between the
two rivers presents but little attraction; it
is a flat, monotonous district. We passed,
however, the romantic and picturesque little
bridge of Clodagh over a rocky tnbutary
strenm, and caught a passing glimpse f
Cluan Castle and the Nore—a spot whose
picturesque beauty is well known to evoery
visitant of the beautiful demesne of Wood-
stock, and which shall ere long form an in-
teresting corner amongst our ‘* Nooks " pro-
vided that our readers do not grow tired of
our gossip. Clodagh Bridge is an ancient
one, ang near it on the stream is a smull
but most romantic cataract, at the foot of

e i.l'n‘ " .. :.'
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which there are some deep pools, called by
the people the ‘* Kerry-holes," and popularly
said to be unfathomable, Here our driver
was. as usual loguacious on the locality.
“ That's the i:lridgu of Clodagh,”" said he,
 and below is Allen’s mill. A quare thing
enough ha here, gentlemen, In the
strame below 1is the Kerry-holes—no ane
ever found the bottom of them yet. A man
went to sound it once, and he brought a
powerful long rope and four half-hundreds
for the purpose from Clodagh mills, The
weights which he tied to the end of the rope
to prevent it from being washed down w:th
the force of the waterfall had Allen's brand
on them. Well, when all the rope was out,
an’ he had got no bottom, he was tryin’ to
raise the weights again, but, faith, crack
went the rope, and away went the hali-hun-
dreds sure enough. In a short time after
this very boy was transported for some good
he done, an' in course of time was landed
at Sidney: an’, faith bein' divartin’ himselt
one fine morning wid a walk on the strand
there, convenient to the say, the first thing
he seen that he knew was them wvery four
weights on Sidney strand—he couldn’t be
mistaken, of coorse, as he knew the brand
too well ; an’, faith, that Flnin]:r proves what
I often heard the schoolmaster say, that
Bidney is our antidote (antipodes), the Lord
save us! which manes, you see, that if there
was a hole through the world, beginnm’' in
Ireland an’ ending at the other side, 1t's out
at Sidney it would come, which plainly proves
to the dullest understandin’ that the Kerry-
holes has mo bottom_  hut goes right through
an' through the world—so id's no lie, any-
way, to say the're tundherin' deep.”” Our
readers are welcome to form what opinion
they please of our driver's story and loge.
At length we shaped our course towards
the Barrow, and soon reached a woody loca-
lity called *‘ America,” from its being so
thickly covered with ‘° bush.” This was a
wild place reclaimed by the late Mr. Foote,
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who gave it the name which it bears, and

the drive of some miles thl'o:g its thick
COVEr was unqnnbimhlykm most

the car ang proceeded on foot t ugh =
most intricate but beautiful woodland, ab-
solutely paved with the delicate blossoms of
the bluebell, and rich in all the wild flowers
that love the thick undergrowth of the forest.
Here and there we got a glimpse of the
Barrow and 8t. Mulling beneath us, but no
distant view from thess points could prepare
usg for the beautiful scenery in store for us.
Arrived at the river's edge by many mazy
windings through the woosd we were ferried
across ‘' the goodly Barrow,” and found our-
selves soon amidst the ruins of St. Mullins
in the County of Carlow, the burying ground
for many ages of the ancient and royal sept
of the Kavanaghs—a spot of the greatest
possible interest, situated on a rising ground
over the river. The height upon wEiuh this
hoary cemetery is situated occupies the
mouth of a little valley formed by a rocky
mountain torrent which here joins the Bar-
row. This stream runs brawling along the
base of the hill, and above the cemetery is
crossed hy an ancient and picturesque bridge,
which with a rude mill and a background of
dark hills and foreground formed by im-
mense rocky boulder stones and groups of ash
trees makes a very beautiful picture. Tt
would be impossible to describe our feelings
of delight and reverential awe as we stood
first in the burying ground of the Kava-
naghs—the place of interment of those an-
clent Kings of Le'nster, whose history had
for us ever the most romantic associations,
and the last resting-place of many a chief of
that race from the time that Leinster ceased
to he a kingdom to our own davs. Besides,
the place had in itself a character of pecu-
liarly wild solemnity—the ruins scattered
over the extensive gravevard—the many
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separate chapels, some of them evidently of
great antiquity—the open and now disused
vaulte—the multitudinous graves with the'r
primitive memorials of rude wooden cross,
ruder monumental stone, and here and there
a more recent one decorated with a simple
garland of cut paper, or the more natural
tribute of wild flowers, affection’s most ‘n-
nocent and touching offering—the fragments
of bygone days scattered on all sides, *he
baptismal font broken and half buried—the
richly ornamental stone cross decorated with
rude carvings of intertwined serpents and
grotesque human figures, but shattered and
lying around in fragments—all told of deso-
lation and decay. The deep bends of the
dark river stretching off between its banks
of rocky wood to right and left—the dark
and sombre little valley, with its bridge and
mill, brawling stream, and gracefully grouped
ash trees and boulder stones—the stately,
ancient and mysterious Moat or Barrow of
pagan times adjoining the Christian ceme-
tery, the majestic form of Brandon rsing

over all the other hills, the monarch of this
wild and lonely picture—all exercised over
our minds a spell which it took some minutes

of silent contemplation to shake off suffi-
ciently to enter upon an inspection of the
minute details of the scene.

8t. Moling, from whom the place derives
its name, and who was Bishop of Ferns, A.v.
632, is said by Colgam to have been born m
Hv Kinsella; however, local traditional lore
ascribes his birth to ixiuteﬂing. in our Own
county. In that parish he erected s first
church, called to this day Mullin-a-Kill, and
where his anniversary is still kept by a pa-
tron. Here he carved out for himself a
chamber in the face of the rock, still shewn,
where he resided whilst erecting his monas-
tery, and there intended to dwell for life till
driven away in disgust by the ilfering pro-
pensities of the people, who did not even
scruple to lay their sacrilegious hands upon
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the Saint's own property. He next betook
himself to the sweet little valley of St. Col-
lumkill, near Thomastown, but could not re-
oconcile himself long to Iﬂjﬂl:l.l'll. there in con-

sequence of the impertinent curiosity of the
inhabitants of the locality who would not

permit him to have that seclusion for which
h-EI longed. At length he found the spot which
suited his every purpose on the lomely hill-
side by the Barrow's tide, whera the
memorials of his fame and lﬂnﬂltj still re-
main. Here he died on the 17th June, 607,
and was interred within the sacred precincts
of his Abbey. Deeply secluded, Imwm-ar As
was his retreat, it did not escape the troubles
of the civil wars and turmoils which so long
distracted our unfortunate land, and thus i
851 was Tegh- Mc:-lmg, A5 WS -'l].l-E ancient ap-
pellation, plundered in an inroad made oy
the hostile Irish Chieftain, and in 1138 n
was burned and destroyed by the ruthless
Danes. Subseguently to the English con-
quest the canons of St. Augustine obtained
a settlement here, and the ruins of ther
church and :']m.ltarn still exist amidst the
more ancient remains of the cell and chapels
of St. Moling. At what time this place he-
came the cemetery of the Kings of Lenster
is uncertain, but from the presence here of
the tall Moat or Barrow, which is generally

believed to be a remains of Pagan sepulchre,
it may be presumed that this romantic spot
was chosen as a fitting resting-place for the
bones of the MacMurroghs even before the

light of Christianity was shed upom it.
Amongst others of the ancient members of
the family here interred two are particu-
larly fII.IIllJ'I.I-H- but for far different deeds re-
nowned—Dermidh McMurrogh, the renegade

prince and betrayer of his native land to a
foreign power, and the valiant chieftain Art,
according to the Baxon Chronicler, a ** can-
ker in the heart of Lemster," who so longz
and stoutly and successfully ‘battled against

the interests in Ireland in the four-
teenth century. The exact locality of their
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rest,. however, is unknown and forgotten
even to tradition—

“ Unmarked by mournful yew,
Unchronicled in stone.™

But a simple tablet points out where lies,
in a little chapel remote from the rest, the
dust of a more modern but no less chival-
rous descendant of their great house, Brian
Na Stroakee,”” or, of the Bear, a sobriguet
which he earned from a wound in the face
received at the field of Boyne of Aughrim,
in both of which hattles he signally dis-
tinguished himself fighting in the cause of _
the last unfortunate monarch of the Stewart |
race. The monuments of the Kavanaghs ol |
Borris are also to be found in an extromely
ancient chapel, beneath which is their family

vault, and, n fact, the entire burying
ground and the ruins are filled with the
grave-stones and other memorials of the Mc-
Morroghs, Kavanaghs, and Kinchelas € all
originally the same stock and lineage.

Besides the ruins of the Augustinians'
church and cloisters there are seven little
chapels, more or less dilapidated, scattered
over the burying ground—some of them of
the greatest antiquity, as their flat-headed
doorways and curious diamond-shaped win-
dows of rudest comstruction testify.  Be-
neath some of them are open vaults, now
tenantless, but which, we were told, at a
comparatively recent period, were full of the
oaken coffins of the Kavanagh family. These,
it is said, the meighbouring country people
have, with strange and uncommon want uf
reverence for the dead seldom found in this
country, carried away piecemeal and formed
into various articles of household furniture.
as many a stout oak chest and table could
testify, according to our informant in the
farm-houses adjacent— what & lesson 10
pride and vanity! What a commentary

upon the deep reasoning of Hamlet over the



casements of the once brave, renowned and
noble race would be dragged away by rude
ang impious hands to forin the mean recep-
tacle for the household wealth, or the board
for the humble repast of the neighbouring
rustic—or, mayhap  to form the door to his
miserable hovel or his pig-sty—vyet so it is—

*“ Imperial Caesar, dead and turned to clay
May stop a hole to keep the wind nwarﬁ

In another roofless and almost entirely
prostrated chapel we perceived by the side
of the grave of Brian na Stroakes a rude
stone altar, on which lay two simply con-
structed candlesticks formed of oak blocks
with iron sockets therein inserted; here we
were told, at the time of the pilgrimage on
the festival or patron day, 17th of June,
Mass is still celebrated, and the keene is
frequently raised over the tomb of the war-

rior Brian, The stations or pilgrimages
which take place here on such occasions com-
mence at a spot of great beauty—an ancient
well we are sure as ancient as there is
amongst the Holy Wells of Ireland. It 1s
situated near the stream's side, a little be-
low the bridge, and its enclosure built of
ponderous and almost undressed stones of
granite.  The entrance doorway is square
and the interior is paved with large rocky
flags, most likely the original flooring of the
place. The water pours into the basin be-
neath through two square orifices. This
rude and sacred structure is richly covered
with vy and hchens and overhanging it is a
perfect coronal of most beautiful ash trees.
Here, the simple pilgrims commence their
tollsome journey, which they end in one of
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the chapels, the smallest and apparently the
most ancient, near the cross, and which 1s
Tl‘fi to have been the cell of the SBaint him-
gelf.

We believe there is no earthly pleasure
without alloy, and we confess that the effect
of the wild solemnity of the scene and the
hallowed associations called up by the pecu-
har character of the spot we trod were sen-
ously invaded and broken in upon by the
presence of one foul eye-sore which reared
itself amongst the glorious relics of ancient
architecture and sculpture, and forming with
these beauteous remains of early art a most
unsightly contrast, gave the whole scene an
air of absurd and garish incongruity. The
solemn grandeur of the ruin and mausoleum
crowned hill of 8t. Mullins is indeed fright-
fully marred by an abomination of the Ko
clesiastical Commissioners, in the shape of
one of their hideous and stereotyped disfigur-
ations embodied in a modern church of the
true pepper-caster proportions and brick-
layers’ order of architecture, which rises
amidst the noble though shattered remnants
monster. To erect this paltry petty-larceny
structure half the ancient remains must have
been ruthlessly plundered in order to for-
ward economy on the part of the griping
Commissioners and to perpetuate in more
glaring colours their Gothic propensities and
vandal-like taste. A committee of Huns
and Picts would have shrunk from such enor-
mous desecrations. The considerate gentle-
men of this barbarous Commission, too, have
a fashion of leaving means of enlarging their
i churches " in case the congregation should
increase, and in the present instance D
arch is constructed in such a position that if

the addition is ever carried out, an ugly

modern side-aisle or transept will be forced
right across the chancel of the ancient
church, thus obliterating its existing feature
and destroying its beautiful proportions—
good Protestants as we boast ourselves, we
sincerely hope that under such circumstances
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a single convert or other increase of any kind
may never be added to the congregation of
Bt. Mullins! On every side as we turned
this shocking abomination of taste met our

eyes, and we could not obtain a ition in
wiaich a view of the ruing might be had
wrt-hnnt- lhumng forth the ** y barn™ as
minent object in the landscape
—nmk at heart with the sight of this ever-

pursuing and most hideous phantom kK wa
took our departure from the ut.hnmm glo-
rious sceng of Et Mullins with feelings some-
what akin to disgust.

We were again ferried across the Barrow
to the Kilkenny side, and thence we took the
wild ]:.-nthwn}' uil}ug the rocky heights that
overhang the river—a pathway which led u=
through scenes of beauty such as we had by

no means any anticipation of. Every step

we took opened some new and Inmlf pros-
pect. Here before us we saw the river bend-

ing between the lofty rocks which rose ma-
]EI-t-'IL"-l“,F at either ml& clothed to the very
summit with ash uld onk and ivy, and

varied with a thousand beautiful and Tuxu-
riant views—now and again at a turn of the
winding and precipitous pathway, where one
false step or one slight spring would have
sent us a hundred ieat or more into the

stream l.'l-H]lH.l.Hli we caught a view of the
river, deep and dark, seen through the tall

crags in the fnugrnund which bore the
likeness

“ Of Castles clad in ivy green,”

the ruin crowned hill of 8t. Mullins showing
dark in the slanting sunlight that was
bursting through the valley, Lgh.u rugged an
precspltuus side of Blackstairs, even through
the fleecy mists rose mu]mhﬂllv over the
bold rocks and woodlands on the opposite
gide of the water; whilst Brandon, clothed
in a rich livery of dark purple, formed &
litting hackgruunﬂ to the entire picture, But
it were as wvain to attempt to describe the
mnfinite variety of this most romantic path-
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way as it would be to shadow forth by paint-
ing the innumerable and glorious tints ol
those magnificent rocks which rise so proudly
and tower-like over that noble stream.
Where there is a bend in the river and
our path leaving the rocky and precipitous
woodlands, traversed a grassy inch, the
river yet preserving its bold character on the
opposite side, we caught sight of Coolkill
Castle, and each step as we approached gave
us assurance of its beauty and situation, At
length  getting into the shadow of umbra-
geous foliage again, we reached where a
rocky stream comes quickly and steeply down
a narrow valley to join the Barrow, and here
the woodland opening, we got the first per-
fect view of the Castle. Proudly and
grandly seated on a bold but richly wooded
rock, and overhanging a noble reach of river,
nothing could exceed the beauty of the situ-
ation. The Castle, morever, a tall round
keep of immense antiguity, had all the
genuine hoariness and right nobility which
fitted it for an eyrie such as it enjoyed. A
few paltry modern imitations of battlemented
out-works which had been injudiciously
placed by some modern ‘ improver "' round
the base of the tower on the edge of the rock
and two barbarous imitations of square flank-
ing turrets alone spoiled the effect. But a&
the battlemented wall was ivy grown, we did
not so much fall out with 1t, swearing ven-
geance only on the flankers and wishing for
some ‘‘villainous salt-petre "' to be digged—

“ Nt of the bowels of the harmless earth,”

not to slay any * fine tall fellows,” but to
blow up and eradicate those abominations of
modern flanking towers, although their
““ architect "' (save the mark!) no doubt
considers them vast and tasteful improve-
ments,

Coolkill was the feudal fortress of the
familv of De La Rupe or Roach, who early
received a grant of *° The Roar "' after the
Saxon conquest of Ireland. They soon, how-

R T T
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ever, became ‘* Hibernis ipsis Iliberniores,'
angd in Clyn's Annals we have many accounts
of the hostings held by the Lord Arnold
Power, the Seneschal of the Chl:::{ of Kil-
kﬂ“!’, to mhﬁm k'm forays inroads
made upon ing's peaceful lieges b
‘“ The Roaches of the Roar and divers uﬂ:lﬂl',:
ielons and robbers as well Irish encmies as
English rebels,” and the Close and Patent
Rolls of the kingdom contain sundry allow-
ances made to the Constable of the Castle
of Kilkenny, which was then a State Prison,
for the safe-keeping and maintenance af
many of the Roaches and other turbulent
chieftains therein confined. Subsequently
this fgmily was totally eradicated from its
tustnesses here, and Coolkill became a pos-
session of the house of Mount Garrett. In
the first rebellion of the third Viscount, in
the latter end of Queen Elizabeth's reign,
it was garrisoned and held against the
Crown, though in our day it would appear
extraordinary how a single small town un-
delfended by out-works of any kind, could bLe
made tenable against twenty men, to say no-
thing of a royal army.

Here then ended our first day's ramble
by the Barrow. We had been absolutely in-
toxicated by the beauty of the scenery all the
way from St. Mullins, and being, morever,
very warm with walking, when we got fo
Coolkill we indulged, by the advice of Walsh,
our driver, in a drink of water ‘“‘with * some-
thing " in 1d,” as our facetious Jehu termed
the mixture, vulgarly designated grog, and it
was probably aided by the inspiration of this
libation as well as the impressions that were
fresh in his thoughts and partially still with-
in his view that the poet of our party (we
do not mean the car-driver) composed the
following lines, which, if they have no other
mer:t, possess this at least, that they were
written on the spot, and we think we de-
scribe truthfully, though perhaps with not
sufficient grace or power, a scene which shali
never be effaced from our memory—
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[ stood upon the river bank—the Barrow's
verdant shore—

|l gazed on all the grassy graves that spread
8t. Mullins o'er—

The last home of an ancient race, who long
ruled hill and curragh,

But are resting here, Eurguttan now, the
children of Mr:Murmgh

Oh'! Art, he was a famous Prince, and he is
hurmﬂ there,

And Hrmn—hmvﬂ ‘““na Stroakee "'—a stout
and valiant pai

And other chiefs of ﬂu.t old race, who fought

for Leinster's right,
And proved themselves sore ** cankers "
‘gainst the Norman ruler's might,

3

How full my heart was teeming then with
“ thoughts too deep for tears "'—

With most mysterious ponderings on all the
buried years

That faded o'er this sacred shrine n
Barrow's daep ravine,

Bince first, o'er a M-::Murrngh § corpse, wis
raised the wailing keene.

4

There's many an ancient chapelry in ruins
on the spot,

Where, underneath, in vaults of stome, the
bold Mﬂ]!rlurmgha rot—

And shattered cross, and broken shrine, and

desecrated altar—
Around are lying Kavanaghs, by falchion
slain—or halter |

b

For cursed Baxon policy as in this sordid
hour,

Brought hhght.mg bane on Celtic chiefs who
spurned that foreign power,




But England’'s wrath, from Leinster's glens,
I ween, could never stir

The gallant race of Cahir More—descendants
of McMurgh.,

But, oh! the deep vale lying off, adown that
blissful river—

In memories most sacred shrine, I'll treasure
it for ever|

The rocky heights that tower above with
hues of thousand dies—

No purer green, or darker brown, spread
forth beneath the skies.

()

The graceful bends which Barrow makes,
'mid beauties spread around,

The woodlands sweeping over it—all bright
enchanted ground!

The cliffs that rise impending, the poet's

~ heart enriching

With joy, that nature vested them so rife

with bright hued lichen,

And decked them, too, with ivy green and
graceful rowan trees

Waving all wildly in the gale, or trembling
in the breeze,

And yellow furze, for contrast there, by
nature surely sent

Its rich perfume with May's hawthorn, so
delicate is blent,

And there spread out a thousand views o'sr
that deep vallied stream,

And mountains darken in the storm, or in
the sunshine gleam,

The Blackstairs looms on one side, high
Brandon backs this scene

Of stream and rock and greenwood wild, and
ruined fane between.
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And where a brawling mountain stream
comes rushing down the hill,

On a towering chiff proud msing, 1 first saw
thee, Coolkill ]

A castle of most ancient date—Mountgarret’s
lordly dwelling,

Where now, alone, the ivy clings, of bygone
glories telling.

11

But e'en before Mountgarret’'s sway ‘' the

Roaches of the Roar,™
“ More Irish than the Irish,"" 'gainst Norman

rulers swore—

And pushed their foeces through the glades
of old Coolrany wood,

Their Gallowglass, their Kerns fierce, their
Hobblers stout and good,

12

Oh! 1 will ne'er forget the day of exquisite
delight

When first I trod that river bank and all
those pathways bright —

A white day 'midst the gloomy days of weary
earthly lhie, !

And green as May's own bursting green—
with hopes as richly mifel

A few days after, being still sojourming iu
Rosbercon, by the kindness of a friend, who
placed a good boat, with skilful crew, four
oars, and *‘ all appliances and means to
boot "’ at our disposal, we rowed up again
through this enchanted valley, and once more

trod the sacred ground of St. Mullins, We
reviewed with rapture that calm and tran-

gquil scene where ‘‘ the Nore glides into the
embraces of her elder sister with a gush of

gentle and subdued emotion,” and pulling
again into the deep valley of the Barrow, we
saw more lovely still from the water the
tower- crowned cliff of Coolkill, and all the

|
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beautiful rocky woodlands which had’ burst
‘li]‘ us, for the first, ﬁ:::l;qm shortly before.
at eveniung as our ue glided so
beneath Coolkill in the calm and luurjﬂlﬂ
the golden sunset, and whilst the castle and
its rock, and the dark ravine, and solemn
woods, looked as if a moving panorama «f
painted scenery—its effect heightened by the
strains of the sweet melodies of our native
land  from music which our kind friend had
considerately provided for us, we felt that
our county holds, almost unknown, within
her, scenes which foreign lands may excesd
only in their extent, but certainly not °n
beauty of detail or infinite variety of colour-
ing.

The moonlight beamed brightly on the
noble estuary of Ross, and threw its silvery
rays on the picturesque stretch of bridge and
the tall masts of the shipping, and the fair
town and the hills behind it, and strains of
mingled music of voice and instrument, came
from an Italian ship in the harbour, whose
crew were worthy children of that land of
song—and with fealings of fondest recollec
tion of two most pleasant excursions, we
leaped upon the shingly river bank, and once
more sought our repose in the pleasant little
suburb of Rosbercon,
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THE OLD CHURCH OF KILFANE

Treasured amidst the memories of the

halcyon days of our bovhood, and they were
nei few mnor unfrﬁquﬂn{-, there s one
marked as possessing a character of more
than ordinary blissfulness. Thinking upon
that day, what a heart full of thoughts,
whirling and changing and mingling gay and
sad, come across our breast! Looking back
upon such happy hours, how is our heart
startled to think of the future, which surely
cannot be like the past—the sunny past—
it 1s like a sweet dream that one lies in hed
to think of, even till the morning goes by,
bringing it up again and again: for holy
and airy are its colours and ven-like 1ts
happiness !

It was a bright day in summer time; a
quiet and blissful luxury seemed to enwrap
all nature—it was, indeed, ‘““the leafy month
of June,”" a month sacred to green wood-
lands, the forest shaded bower, and Lhe
bright and mossy wells which lurk ’'neatn
the wooded cliffs. We do not remember that

of later years we could point to any day
when the sky was so bright and cloudless
the trees so rich in their ‘“‘multitudinous’
leaves, or when such gorgeous summer in-
sects flitted past: and vet Nature seemed te
sleep, and her sleep was lulled by the song of
the wild bee and the humming of a thousand
creatures that love the bright sun and the
warm air of the summer. But days such as
it was come still, though the heart more
sacred by rough contact with the world may
look upon them with a clouded eye, which
tells of joys vanished and teaches us the
gtern lesson that glory and brightness which
shed a halo over our boyﬁonﬁ has depar-
ted from us for ever,

It was then a summer’s day when a school-
fellow, mow in another land, and ourselves,
stood upon the hill which overlooks the val-
ley and stream of Kilfane, and comtemplated
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with that buoyant rapture which is the pri-
vilege of youth a scene of no common love-
liness. Below us spread the richly woodad
valley, including splendid demesne of
Kilfane, whilst d this rich woodland
the heath-covered hills of Coppena and the
mountamn of Brandon in the Elltlllrl‘.'.‘! raised
their heads in the bright sunshine. In the
valley also, and within sight was an object
that possessed for us, yo enthusiasts and
of slender knowledge, a rm every whit
as potent as wooded vale or healthy moun-
tain—an ancient runed church. For beside
the love of nature, the reverence of all things
made hoary by the magic touch of time was
our next ruling passion, and this walk to Kil-
fane, so early made and so lovingly recollec-
ted was but one of—

“Many a pilgrimage on holiday

We made to them, old church or castle pils

Or tall round-tower, or ancient abbey aisle

Or monumental cross, or sainted well—

Full many a weary mile o'er field and fell

Wﬁh‘}uurnnj made n quest of these 4.-11:[
things," —

and great joy, too, had we when our mis-
gion was a successful one,

Pushing down the hill and along the road
by the httle hamlet, asd ascending agam
towards the ugly modern church of Kilfane--
an abomination, of course, of those Gothie
confreres, the Eeclesiastical Commissioners,
but which fortunately occupies the opposite
gide of the road from that on which the de-
mesne of Kilfana and 1ts ancient church are
gsituated—we entered by a wide gateway, a
beech shaded avenue, the trees overhead
forming such a sylvan arch as may be pre
sumed to have given the model for the
“high embossed roof'' which our pious and
tasteful ancestors loved to rear wrth ‘‘anti-
que pillars, massy proof”’ over the sacred
aisles of their beantiful Cathedral and Abbey
Churches, and this noble avenue led us dir-
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ectly into the quiet graveyard which encloses

within its boundary the ruined church of
Kilfane—

“With gables ivy grown''—

a sacred and blissful solitude—such indeed
ans the—

————— quiet eye
Which broods and feeds on its own heart'

would choose as fitting place for such reverie.
The little graveyard, crowded as it 18 with
tombstones, presented a most lovely picture,
enclosed and circled round with forest trees,
and, within its precincts, rich in profusmon
of the sombre fir, the lush elder, now loaded
with its pale yellow blossom, the wud ash
displaying its graceful and tender foliage;
and the deep shade formed by the veneranle
trees drawn round, throwing the whole scene
into most delicate and touchingly subdned
light, save where here and there the midday
sunheams penetrated throwing a ray upon
the grassy graves and brightening the wild
flowers that grow over them. The ruined
church  too, decked with the brightest vy,
which enwreathed the tower and insinuated
itgelf round the window arches was an early
English structure that had been not very long
since used as a place of worship the conse-
quence of which recent occupation was, that
its general features had been somewhat dis-
figured in an attempt to suit it to absurd
ideas of modern taste and comfort; but na-
ture was rapidly taking the mow abandon»l
structure into her hands, and decking the
ruin with many hued lichen and green .vy
and a thousand creeping plants, and making
all lovely about it and in keeping with tnhe
place. Inside the walls of the church there
grew young ash and alder trees, and the
eastern window was filled up with a large
specimen of the latter shrub; whilst the
prassy walltops could boast both ash and
larch saplings growing wild. The early En-
glish Sedilia and Piscina, and singular stona
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reading desk, the curious tower with its

quaint b-uifr_r and ivy-clad battlements, we.

Bﬂ-ﬂh in turn, gazed upon with deep interest.

But the plmm conveyed by our visits to

such places, much as we admired the moul-

dering walls of ancient fanes when so beanti-

full hﬂdﬂ.':kﬂd by nature, was always on
occasions much enhanced—

“———1f on some ancient tomb we lit,
Whernhy we studiously would kneel or sit,
mng our hoyvish lore of classic t.nnguu
ﬂn the mscription, rudely cut and long,
Bevond our I-Il'l.'-lqi.'ll.l"lﬂl'l. ers to test—

Or the quaint blazgonry of shield or crest'—

and here in this old church of Kilfane ; were
for in one corner of the ruined church, half
covered with rubbish and stones, which
seemed to have been rudely heaped upon it
we singularly successful in our researches,
for the purpose perhaps of concealment or of
its preservation from injury, lay the recum-
belﬁtfeﬁgr of a warrior, represented as when
in life—

“All sheathed In steel
With belted sword and spur on heel,'

cross-legged also, and bearing a triangular

shield upon his left side. We hnd even then
sufficient antiquarian knowledge to he able
to understand that the crossed legs were pre-
sumed to betoken that a Kmght whose effigy
lay before us was a Crusader, or at least at
the period of his death, under a vow to en-
gage in the Holy Wars. Our heraldic skill
was sufficient to tell us that on the shield
were sculptured the arms of the Cantwell fa-
mily; and the antire suit of chain armour
and surcoat in which the fizure represented
as well even, ns the absence of an inscrip-
tion on the monument, sufficiently iIndicated
its very great antiquity. We had here much
to pause and wonder at. The comparatively
rude and generally ungainly effigies in our



own Cathedral, were as yet, the only works
of this description we had ever deen. Here
to meet our astonished gaze in this rude and
grumpling old country church was a statue
sculptured in a manner as different and in a
style as superior to those, as the paintings of
a Raphael or a Rubens to the daublings of
a Tinto. The crossed legs., the fAattened hel-
met, the complete suit of mail and surcoat,
we had read of to be sure, as belonging to
the early days of chivalry, but here we ror
the first time saw them sculptured upon the
tomb of a veritable knight of the period.
Whilst gazing upon this monument with
feelings of the most delighted wonderment,
it struck us that something of traditionary
lore might still exist in the neighbourhood
relative to so remarkable a relic. We had
already in the course of our summer saun-
terings lighted upon one or two legends
which we treasured in our hearts as the very
pearls of romance, as we had ourselves found
them and gathered them into the repertory
of our imaginations, as we were never slow
in searching for new stores to add to eur
slender treasuryv. Accordingly, when we had
exhaused all our first feelings of delight and
wonder at the, to us, strange and interesting
monument, we departed rejoicing along the
beautiful valley, whose meadowy bottom 18
intersected by the calm flowing little rivu-
let of Kilfane, its banks rich with fine forest
trees and decked with some rarely beautiful
hawthorns and laurels of prodigious growth,
trusting to chance to bring us some legend
loving wight. Passing out at the avenue gate
we were again in the little hamlet of Kilfane.
Since that day we have wandered through
many a paradiascal English village, hoasti ag
of real Elizabethan cottages and oak-beamed
dwellings, all of undoubted antiquity—we
have seen the clustering of roses and wood-
bine round portals over which centuries had
but to beautify—we have seen the pea-
sant’s land as tasteful, though more humbly
so, as the lord of broad lands near him, which
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many & cheerfully blossomed

cottage garden

mth fruit and flowers, and bees and birds,
has testified—we have ant!nr.l an :.ﬂ-
porched willage “‘public'” w
hanuhﬂmdmnlpnrhhhlﬂmﬂiﬂﬁi
way-farer to stop and rest, wanting no .
tesque sign and simple legend to help

mute solicitations-but we never viewed all
these means and appliances of comfort and
pleasure with half the delight with which
we S the humble cabins of Kilfane
hamlet, because that the roses grew on their
walls and some simple shrubs and flowers
decked their gardens—how unwonted in poor
[reland! but h-etalmm that here, at Inut

taste and comfort were fmtﬂrﬂd and growing
beneath the hand of a beneficent and resident

roprietor., And never in happy England

did we enter the village ale-house more thir-
stily, wearily, or happily, than on that aay
we entered tim plain, staring, whitewashed
hostelry of Kilfane, which boasted to its
front elevation neither ivy nor rose-bush,
woodbine or porch, bench or garden seat, but
only a bare piece of ground reclaimed from
the road, a haggard and pig-stye flanking it,
ngmtlﬁdtﬂthnhnbknmrthadmrnnd
very drunken and obstreperous voices soun-
ding from within.

On entering this simple caravanserai we
found a gwu;p of peasants sitting in the kit-
chen over a “drop”, one of whom, a gossipy
old man, n.rnmd mdaui to o pnt-rmn:l:l.n.l ngo,
regaled us with several Irish songs most en-
ergetically chaunted in the v&nluulu ansd
afterwards, on our joiming n chat with him
told us that ** the image "' we had seen In
the church was ‘ one Cantwell,” & powerful
Baron of the olden time, whose I':n.milg,r had
for centuries resided is the now obliterated
Castle of Killane; and. singularly enough,
the legend ran that this particular chieftain
had gone to ** furrin parts "—authenticat-
ing by tradition the theory of the cross-
legeed figures heving represented crusaders

—and that he brought Imrru.- with him a lady
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from the far-off country, ‘ beautiful exceced-
ingly.”" who was mot ever married, but lived
with him as a Leman; that after a time
the foreign dame grew jealous of the knight,
and, as the legend went, 1n some paroxysi
caused by * the ereen-eved monster," she
murdered her paramour by stabbing him with
a ** golden bodkin' round which she was
wont to twine her long dark tresses. This
wns the simple tradition, but it has often
struck us since that the wild tale was au.
thenticated most strikingly as celongng to
the period which might be ascribed to tne
gculptured figure we had beheld in the old
church both as regarded effigy, being cross-
leggod  and the [nct that it wus the fashion
for ladies of that era to use bodkins of either
gold or silver in their headgear, and round
which their hair was gathered.

The Cantwell family wera of Norman ex-
tract'on, and their founder in Ireland was
Hugh de Cantaville, or de Gundeville, one of
the followers of Btronghbow in his expedition
against this country. The descendants of
th's adventurer were settled 1n many parts
of the South of Ireland, but more particu-
larly in Tipperary, where the family pos-
sessed a large property. However, the
County of Kilkenny branch of the Cantwells
would seem to have been founded by the
“ Lord Thomas de Kentewalle,”” * who -p;

ars as & subscribing witness to a gran
l:nemie to h's town of Cowran by Thecbald
Walter, appointed chief Butler of Ireland hy
Henry 11. about the year 1177. The tomb 'n
Kilfane Church probably was the monument
of that Thomas, as the armour, posture of
the fizure and other characteristic marks of
the sculpture, clearly belong to the period
in which he lived. The tradition of the munt-_f'
represents the mn“l:iT-hmF t-!? be the ;:Erku:i
a foreign artist, w s by no mea c
likely, I‘J:‘I:lvui:r, from the material used, it must
have been executed on the &pot. i‘hﬂ- effigy
is well senlptured in the fine grained lime-
stone marble of Kilkenny. The body of the ]
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fignre is clad in a long sleeved hauberk of
mail, the legs covered by chausses or hose
and the head and throat by a chaperon of
;im n:!n& material. The shield lies on the
eft side, supp by & belt passing over
the left shoulder, and the family mqmﬂﬂ
upon it are on a field “ gules,”"” a canton
““ ermine,”’ and four annulets “ or " : a sur-
coat is worn by the knight, over the hauberk
and confined at the wnist by the sword belt,
and on the heel is a spur with an immense
rowel. The contour of the whole figure 1s
strikingly noble and elegant.

It is singular that a monument of such
paramount interest should be so little known
even to those possessed of antiguarian taste
i our county. We believe that its dis-
covery was effected by the removal of the
flooring of the church, when its services were
resigned for the uwse of the modern erectisn
on the other side of the road, and to its long
abode under ground its admirable preserva-
tion must be attributed. Yet is s, neverthe-
less, strange that so little is known of a
monument of so much mterest, and, stranger
still, that nothing has been effected for its
preservation. The friend who accompanied
us upon the occasion of our first visit has
since placed at our disposal a sonnet, sug-
gested by the discovery of that day, and
which we think will be found of interest as
describing forcibly the state of neglect to
which this rare memento of ancient piety
has been abandoned :—

BONNET :
A—wnuﬂaring once in boyhood's blithsome
our
When a;m_-;r,rthing that earth contained
was fair,
And seeking what was beautiful and
rare

I sped, amidst a grove, an ancient tow'r
Fm‘:;ﬂ by angry blast end beating
OW'T.
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Yea, Time, whose hand is little wont to

spare,
Was busy with it—I, with heart aware
That things of old possess a holy power
Ilrm;'un:grmthl‘hwplh,' and lo! I
0
'Neath it the tomb of a Crusader bold,
Half hidden in the ruin cumbered ground.
Ah ma:ﬂﬁjd I. men's hearts are coarse and
¢ 7
Else would they move the rubbish
gathered round
And cherish this, the piety of oudl

Leaving again the village of Kilfane be-
hind us, we sauntered through the demesne,
by the hospitable mansion of 8ir John Power,
Bart. and along the margin of the water,
and through the graves thus characteristic-
ally describad hy Felicia Hemens in one of
her letters from Kilkenny—

“ 1 visited yesterday another lovely place,
some miles from us—Kilfane; quite in a dif-
ferent style of beauty from Weoodstock—soit,
rich and pastoral-looking. Such a tone of
verdure, 1 think, I never beheld anywhere;
it was quite an emerald darkness, a gorgeous
gloom brooding over velvet turf and deep
gilent streams, from such trees as 1 could
fancy might have grown in Armida’s enchan-
ted wood. BSome swans upon the dark waters
made me think of the line of Spencer’'s 1n
which he speaks of the fair Una as

¢ Making a sunshine in the shady place.” ™

Passing those sylvan scenes, we came upon
a bleak hill-side, where, after encountering a
few scattered mountain cottages, we reached
the meagre remnants of the Castle of Cloghs-
Creeg, consisting now of not much more t-hln

tion of this remnant of feudal power is par-
ticularly wild and desolate. Removed apart
from the dwalli:;feni man, it raises its dimi-
nished head on




hill, exposed without shelter to the blast and

breeze, and whatever of park, chase, or

forest, once might have surrounded it, is now

o s el
tyranny un SWAY

the following legend, related to us by a hoary

headed swre, shows that the iron times are

not vet forgotten by the simple peasantry,
when prevailed—

i good old rule, the simple plan,
That they should take who have the
Dower,

And they should keep who can.”

At the Castellan of Cloughscreeg a junior
member of the Cantwell family was, with the
aid of a servant, " ringing "' a young grey
horse in a paddock adjoining the Castle, =
boy happened to pass by and look in over
the fence. Cantwell asked the wayfarer if
he had breakfasted, to which he was assured
in the mnegative. ** Well, then, I will give
you your °‘ breakfast,’’' said the hopeful
young member of the ancient aristocracy,
and so he took a halter and hung the boy
up on an adjoining tree, The Castellan's
uncle, who resided at Kilfane or Stroan,
happened to come up at the #ime, and he
being, as our informant said, ** a good man,”
immediately cut the halter with his sword,
and, letting the boy go, in a rage pursued
his nephew, who ran for life, and fled 1nto
the Castle. A blow of the sword aimed at
him by hizs angry uncle caused a dﬁ in-
cision in the sill or stone which cove the
doorway, and which it is said was to be seen
till a man named Murphy, about forty years
ago, threw down that part of the Castle tor
the sake of the lime and sand; and the
peasantry relate that as a just judgment for
the profanaton he lost his reason scon after.
However, be this as it may, the half-hanged
boy. so saith the legend, as soon as releasad
from the tree, ran for life, and never stoppad
till he reached Dobbin's mill near Imistioge,




S0

and so great was his fright and hurry that
he did not delay to take off his neck the
remanant of the rope which the mterposing
sword had left there. Our informant, who
was upwards of ninety years old, smid he
saw the tree on which the boy was hanged,
a sycamore, cut down and formed into the
middle piece of a ** block wheel,” and after
such evidence who can doubt the truth of
his taleP
And thus our wyouthful summer ramble
terminated. Another and a very different pii-
grimage we made to this spot when we
nearer approached to mature manhood. ‘We
well remember the morning—the surging ot
the rain against the windows of our chamber
awakened us to the recollection that that day
we were bound on an expedition to remove
the Crusader's monument to the peaceful
sanctuary of our Cathedral. The good taste
of the present Dean of Ossory had just
then commenced restoring the aisles of St.
Canice’'s from the barbarous innovations
which gothic hands had been for centuries
making, and it having been, as we under-
fully arranged and settled, betwoen
s contracting parties "' therein con-
cerned that Cantwell's monument was here
to find a suge asyvlum against further in-
jury, we, in the excess of our antiquarian
zeal, volunteered our services in overseeing
the work, lest ruder and more careless hands
might rather damage than preserve the pre-
cious sculpture. We are adverse by the
way, to any removal of the sanctified relics
of the past from their abiding places,
where only are the interest and associations
attaching to them preserved in all their
purity and beauty, but on this occasion we ]
i

deemed that any movement which would pre-
serve the relic from the sure destruction to

which it lay exposed would be advisable as,
as least a temporary measure. Accordingly,

provided with the necessary paraphernalia
for such an expedition, we started on our

journey with a few enthusiastic friends;
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but after * biding the pelting of the pitiless
storm " we found on reaching the shrine (f
our pilgrimage that by some misunderstand-
ing ll:;atwuﬂn the

* Potent, grave and reverend Seigneurs ™

who had corresponded on behalf of our caunse
we were forced to return without achieving
our object—
‘** Bootless home and weather-beaten back ;"
and the stalwart Crusader of the Cantwail
family still lies in the ancient church of
Kilfane, liable to destruction by the fall of
ruinous wall and subject to the action of the
weather and the tender mercies of the stone-
throwing urchins who so ruthlessly disfigure
the ancient records of the piety and goad
taste of our ancestry, of which every day
we have painful illustrations.

Perhaps our most powerful motive for se-
lecting Kilfane for the third of our ** Nooks
and Corners’’ was a hope that by so doing we
might direct the attention of 8ir John Power e
to the preservation of this most interesting
and Tlrﬂ.lhfﬂ monument of an age long
passed, which lies upon his estate. Should
we have succeeded in bringing that gentle-
man's knowledge, good taste, and liberality
to cognizance and consequent preservation
of this precious memento, neither our sum-
mer ramble nor our winter pilgrimage will
have been made in vain. He could not do
a more worthy or liberal act than causing
to be erected enclosed, or railed in, and
preserved in the burial ground of his
own family (adjacent to which it lies) the
highly valuable monument of a knight who
held those rich woodlands m the days of
hoary antiquity, and to whose feudal sway
in the iron davs of npprminn their pre-
sent hbeneficient proprietorship makes 8o
marked and happy a comtrast.

NOTE
*The legal and other records of the king-
dom contain many interesting notices of the



family. On the lst September 1318, Thomas
de Cantwell was licensed by Edward 11. to
hold treaties with the O'Brennans * and
other felons of the Cantred of Odagh " (Rot.
Pat I1., Edward 2, 129). Odagh or Idough
embraced a considerable portion of the
Barony of Fassadineen. This Thomas was
then an old man for it appears by a patent
roll of the year 1319 that he was exempted
from appearing at the Assizes, ‘* being worn
out with age.”” He was probably the
grandson of Thomas de Kentewalle men-
tioned above. In 1381 licence was granted
from the Crown to Walter Cantwell, ** living
in the marches of Ballygoeran (Gowran) in
front of the Irish enemies, McMurrough
and O’Nowlan, to treat with the Irishry for
the safety of himself, his tenants and fol-
lowers against the depredation.” (Rot. ot
5 Ric. 2, 192). The Castles of Kiliane,
Stroan, Cloughscregg, and Cantwell’s Court
(now called Sandford’s Court), which b~
longed to this family, and portions of the
three former of which vet exist, were situate
in the Marches of the English district bor-
dering on the County of Carlow, possessed
by the Irish septs of Cavanagh and O Now-
lan, between whom and the settlers of the
Pale a constant warfare was maintained. Ia
the yvear 1409, on the 18th March the cus-
tody of the lands and castle of Rohert, son
and heir of Walter Cantwell, in Ratheool and
Btroan., was committed, rent free, to his
uncles Richard and Thomas Cantwell; and
on the 16th Decemher following on this
Robert coming of age, all his property In
the County of Kilkenny, then in the King's
hands, was released to him. By an inguisi-
tion taken at Kilkenny in the year 1618 it
was found that in the vear 1566 Geofrey
Cantwell of Kilfane was resident at Bally-
linch, that on his death in 1505 William
Cantwell, his son, succeeded to his posses-
sions, and that at the death of this William,
in 1604 his son and heir, Edmond Cantwell,
of Cloughscregg, became possessor of his pro-

|
|



property. By another inguisition taken Sth
September, 1637, it appears that John Cant-
wall of Cantwell's ﬂuurl:rhlﬂ just then died,
soized of the Castles of Kilfane, Stroan,

iﬂuughm and large possessions to them
Cantwells also held

suppression of religious
Bt. John's Abbey and the Abbott of the

Dominican Convent of our city
bers of the family. During t '

of 1641 Thomas Cantwell, of Cantwell's

Court, the representative of the family, wns
appointed Provost Marshal of the Supreme
Council of Confederate Catholicsa at Kil-
kenny; and if we can trust such one-sided
evidence as the depositions in Temple's His-
tory, he exercised great cruelty towards the
Protestants, many of whom he is accused of
having put to death by the most cruel tor-
tures, However, whether the testimony
against him were true or false, it led to the
ruin of his family, for we find Cromwell
writing in his despatches to the English Par-
liament (vide Carlyle's Cromwell) an nti-
mation of his having sent a party from
Kilkenny to storm Cantwell’s Court, near
Kilkenny (Sandford's Court), and the stern
Puritan mentions with the greatest apparent
anction, that two friars found in the castle
were brought by his command and hanged
in the Market Place of Kilkenny—the exe-
cution of the monks 18 related with such
coolness and self-gratulation as 1f the writer
fully believed that the spilling of their blood
was an acceptable offering in the sight o
Heaven, John, the son of Thomas Cantwell,
was driven by Cromwell into exile, but we
find him returning after the Restoration
and with the rest of the officers of Colonel
James Dempsey's regiment, vainly petition-
ing the luxurious and ungrateiul monarch
for a restoration to their estates on the
grounds that *‘ on laying down their arms
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in Ireland they served under the Prince of
of Conde, and offered their services to the
present King whenever he should require
them." It 15 needless to add that the
estates were not restored, and poor Cantww!l

saw pass to a stranger those broad acres
where—

————His sires of old
Had _wielded lance and sword, and
helmet worn,

Crafty in council and in combat bhold.”

KELLS—PART |

There i1s mnot within the confines of our
county any ‘' nook "' more worthy of notice
than Kells, with its stern and romantic
monastic ruin, the soft wave of a gentle
stream murmuring under i1ts dismantled
walls, 1ts ancient and picturesque bridge,
its tree crowned moat with the hoary ruins
scattered at 1ts base—higher up, too, the
same placid river, calm as the sunmy sky
which summer brings over it to see its
beauty in the stilly waters, with here and
thera a tufted 1sland sleeping on the ligaid
mirror, and the swelling slopes that come
down to the soft stream, meeting it in low

green grassy banks that ﬂtﬂ'ﬂ-l'l rerﬂurﬂ-ulnﬂ,
to the very waters. We for whom this

]urﬂ.'ljr spot all the charms that yvouthful me-
mories can conjure up, never think of *
without associations of happy days long ago
spent whenever time had spared a relic of
the past.

The King's River so-called from a ro-
mantic historical incident, the recounting of
which we must defer to a future occasion-—
i8 the larpest tributary stream that adds to
the volume of the Nore, and we trust soon
to have an opportunity ﬂ'f gossiping with our
readers on the many objects of interest
which it passes in its course from 1ts source
beneath the mountain of Slievenamon to its
confilnence with the ** grey ' waters of the
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'* stubborn " stream  immortalised by Spen-
cer's lay, at Ballylinch, Many, indeed, are
the scenes of rich sylvan beauty wiuch line
ite banks, and not few or unpict ue nre
the hoary ruins of Castle and Abbey pile
that stand upon its margin—some ‘“‘bosomed
high in tufted trees,” others placed amidst
pleasant meadow lands—but nowhere does 11
boast of more lovely sylvan scenery or greater
antiquanan interest than where it passes
the village, hriclga, and priory of Kells: and
the visitor to Kukenny, be he or she lovers
of the picturesque or only the more prosy
grubbers into matters of antiquity, will do
well to wvisit this locality—not after the
fashion of the Mrs. 8. C. Hall school to *'do
it ' at a racing pace, but to spend there the
dreamy hours of a long summer day in guiet
and blissful meditation,

The Priory of Kells 18 by far the most ex-
tensive if mot the most magnificent ancieat
ruin of which our county can boast. Beated
on the slope of a hill, a vast group of em-
battled towers and parapetted curtam spread
to the river's brink over many acres, and by
their stern warlike appearance give the
structure at the first view more the charac-
ter of a military stronghold than the peace-
ful abode of the clostered religeuse. The
Priory was originally comprehended within
a large oblong square, divided by a moat
and tower-flanked wall into two large courts.
Of these the Southern or, as it is generally
termed—from what circumstances we are
unable to say—the Burgher's Court, s
about four or five hundred feet square, and
though strongly fortified by curtain walls
flanked with four large towers, the space
contained within it seems never to have been
occupied by buildings, but was probably
used as the bawn wherain to drive at night
the cattle belonging to the community for
E:itmtiﬂn agamnst the preyv-taking Norman

on's inroads, or the predatory incursions
of the * Prowling Irishry."”  Within *he
other Court, which was as strongly fortified
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and nearly as large, but of more irregular
outline, are contamed the church and clos-
ters with all the usual nppﬁndiﬁtnn re-
gular religious establishment. e church,
which is much dilapidated, consisted of
nave, choir, south transcept, and lady
chapel, with a belfry tower rising upon a
stately arch between the nave and choir.
The cloisters, refectory, kitchens, etc.,
though clearly traceable, are almost de-
stroyed, and lie in immense heaps of con-
fused ruins, scattered through the area.
Attached to the south-east wall of the choir
is nlso situated the largest and most modern
tower amongst the ruins, which seems to have
been the residence of the Superior of the
house, and may be termed the keep of this
once strong and well defended religious for-
tress  the whole of which is constructed in a
style of the rudest ssmplicity, the builder's
design being evidently strength and security
rather than architectural beauty.
Standing in the Burgher's Court of the
Priory, what a subject for thought presents
itself 1n the scene around. Here you are
surrounded by the ruins, some parts of

f

\
which are in such excellent preservation 1
that they remain almost as if yesterday de-
serted, others in a shattered and dismantled

state, some of the many towers fearfully
dilapidated and threatening—whole sides of
some torn away, others clad in most luxu-
riant robes of ivv—whilst on every side are
scattered large masses of the iron-cemented
mason work, built, one would say for eter-
nity, yet overthrown by the violence of man,
or the not less sparing tempest. How
curious, too, appears the combination of do-
mestic edifices, religious buildings and mili-
tary fortifications thus grotesquely grou

together—the ivy-clad walls of the Abh

mill which with the course of its now dried
mill-stream mayv be discovered amongst 11s
domestic appliances, contrasting strangely
with the frowning embattled towers and the
tall gables, gothic arches, and slender win-
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dow-mullions of the ecclesiastical buildings
all now broken into confused masses and
stern and sombre in their ruin and desola-
tion. How silent is all here—cattle ing
amongst the ruins, the whispered m&ﬂl ot
the breeze and river's rush beyond, M
telling of change and motion. The centuries
that have passed over all in silence are evi-
denced by the lichen and ivy, by crumbling
wall and broken window, and by many an
ancient tomb, where sleep together the belted
knight, mitred prior and humble peasant,
now all alike forgotten—

———————Underground
* Precendency 's a jest—vassal and lord,
Grossly familiar, side by side consume."'

We have not space, nor would we perhaps
sufficiently interest the majority of our
readers, to enter into minute description of
this fine ruin. Those who are possessed of
any antiquarian enthusiasm have already, no
doubt, seen it for themselves, but we devote
a nook to the notice of the spot in the hope
that 1t may induce the mere seekers aiter
pleasure to take a ramble by the river side
of Kells, and over ground so romantic and
amidst scenery so delightful.

The wvillage of Kells—anciently termed
Kenlis-in-Ossory, to distinguish it from the
then scarcely more celebrated seat of reli-
gion and learning of Kells or Kenlis in
Meath—is now a poor place containing only
a couple of dozen houses, and, to say the
truth, deficient even in the creature ocom-
forts. Its Head Inn, save at the time of the
Fair or Holiday affords no better accomo-
dation than the * Lenten entertainment " of
bread and beer, so that the tourist, if he
cannot count on the hospitality of some per-
son ‘‘ mative "' there, had better provide
himself before starting. Yet was this mean
village once a walled town, boasting, be-
sides the splendid Priory, of a Castle, the
lordly residence of a Chief Governor of Ire-
land and a Seneschal of Leinster, and also
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a College or Seminary. Even tradition cur-
rent in this county vouches for the ancient
respectability of the place, for what Kil-
kennyvman knows not the local proverb or
prophecy—
“Kells was, Kilkenny is, but Callan will le
The finest ocity of the three.”

Althoogh we doubt very much that Kells
was ever as ‘‘ fine' a town as Kilkenny,

which, moreover, proberbially
‘t Shines where it stands,”

vet it doubtless was once a place of import-
ance and consideration, and we can easily
imagine in its days of prosperity, in the
time of old romance, when the ringing of its
bells ushered in the passing holiday, when
Monk and Student, Knight and stalwart
Yeoman fair lady of high degree and lowly
Hurgher"n dame, mingled together, with gar-
ments ** dight,”” of wvarious colour, In ro-
mantic contrast, in its streets—the sombre
cowl and cope of the Monk, the plaited mail
and flowing mantle of the Knight, the
plumed page, the dainty Kirtle of highborn
dame, the russet gown of the good wife,
mingfing together, grave, martial or gay,
enlivened the scene, whilst

“ Along the stream and the meadows by
Sweetly and softly swells

Borne on the breeze, the vesper chimes
From the Priory Church of Kells,"

and evening came softly and slowly Ebalh:ﬁ
from the fading, though yet rosy, tints

Cloudland - down upon the calm river, and
the dark line of walls and the many battle-
mented turrets of the Priory, where tha
Augustinian Monks are raising with sono-
rous chant, .in their pillared aisle, the vesper
song. Monk and knight page and lady,
burgess and portly dame, have all long s'nre
vanished from the stage of life with their
manners, customs, costume and * doings "',
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gentle in love angd fierce in war, and the
simple people who now inbabit the humble
village scarcely dream that such things
were,

The Manor of Kells appears to have been
granted by Stronghow immediately after the
Norman invasion of [Ireland to Geoffrey
Fitze-Robert de Maurisco. This Geoffrey was
brother to Harvey de Maurisco who founded
the splendia Abbey of Duunbrody in the
County oi Wexford, and seemed determined
not to be outdone by him in such an exhi-
bition of pious feeling, as in the year 1115
he bui't ancd endowed tha Priory aof Kells,
‘““ for the health of the soul of Earl Richard
his patron,” and subsequently made further
grants to it for the good of the souls of
Willkam Earl Marshall and his Countess, and
of his (Geoffrey's) own wife, Eva de Birming-
ham, The Priory was dedicated to the
Virgin, and as there were not any regular
canons of St. ﬂu:tin& of the English Nation

then in [Irel the founder caused the
church to be served by priests till he could
procure from tlke Priory of Bodmin in Corn-
wall four Monks named Reginald de Aclond,
Hugh de Rous, or Rufus, Alured and Algar.
Of these Reginald was the first Prior of this
house and at his death was succeeded 1n
that i'u'gh office by Hugh, who was subse-
guently created Bishop of Ossory, and was
the first Englishman called to the Episcopal
Chair in this diocese, He was buried at
Kells in the yvear 1218 under a splendid
monument, long since destroyed. Alured was
made the first Prior of Inistioge Abbey, and
Algar having been sent to Rome on business
concerning the Priory, obtained a Bishopric
in Lombardy. Besides Hugh, two other
Canons of this house were elevated to Epis-
copal honours—Peter Barret, Bishop of
Ferns, who was interred at Kells in 1415
and John Mothell, called to the Bishopric of
Limerick in 1426. Amongst other posses-
sions Geoffrey granted to this Priory all the
eccles'astical dues which should arise out of



the chapel of his Castle of Kells. The large
gions and right thus obtained by the

ouse were fraqnm:tm acknowledged and con-

firmed by Papal and Royal Charters,
still extant, and the Prior had the honour
of being a Peer of Parliament. As we cater
for the amusement of the general reader and
not of the mere antiquary, we will not traas-
cribe the annals of this great house, but
pontent ourselves with a notice of the most
interesting events therewith connected. As
A curious circumstance we may mention the
extraordinary position which as a religious
dignitary we find the Prior Ete&hen filling n
the vear 13556. It appears at this un-
worthy servant of the Church was committed
to prison upon a charge of having feloniously
rohbed John, the Prior of Inistioge, and also
of having stolen from one Richard Lancy a
sexvthe, value 20d. TTpon hie trial the case
was fully proved, but *‘ through the special
favour of the court,” so says the chronicler,
“ he was admitted to a fine of 20s., which
sum having been paid to the King's trea-
gurer, his Majesty granted a full and free
pardon to the Prior.” Thus it will be seen
that the poet's description of a monastic
life, however poetically beautiful, is soon
discovered by the searcher of our ancient re-
cords, not to be in all cases exactly literal

truth—

“71 envy them, those Monks of old,
Their books they read, and their beads

they told,
To human softness dead and cold,
And all life's vanity.

They dwelt like shadows on the earth,

Free from the penalties of birth,
Nor let one feeling venture forth,
But charity."

In the year 1468 the Prior, Nicholas, was
again involved in a legal suit, 1n consequeénce
of an unjust attempt on the part of a brother
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churchman to deprive him of his rights and
dignity. 1t appears that William O'Hodan,
Bishop of Emly, whoe would seem to have
been anything but ‘‘dead to all life's vamty, '
procured by stratagem a provision from *he
Pope appointing him to the superiorship of
this house, notwithstanding that Prior
Nicholas was alive and lawfully seized
thereof. But the Parliament took up the
case, and the avaricious Bishop having been
cited to the Queen’s Bench, was punished for
his misconduct, and the Prior's right fully
acknowledged and confirmed. However, a
continuation of this good fortume was aot
vouchsafed to Father Nicholas's successor in
the office, for soon after followed the troubles
consequent upon the introduction of the He-
formation into England and the general sup-
ression of monastic nstitutions which

ralded the movement. In the yvear 1538 a
report was made of a Government Commis-
sion for the suppression of all the Irish
Abbeys, which, as appears from the State
Papers, drew forth a recommendation to the
King from the Lord Deputy, Gray, and the
Privy Council of Ireland, that 6 monasteries
there epecified should yet be suffered to
exist in this country. Amongst the favoured
gix 18 included ‘' Kenlys in the County o!
Kilkenny,” and the following are the reasons
given for the Council’s interference in their
behalf :—** For in these houses and other
guch like, in default of common innues whach
are not in this land, the King's Deputy, and
all others his Grace's Counci]l and Officers,
also Irishmen and other resorting to the
King's Deputy in these quarters, is and
hath been most commonly lodged at the
costs of said houses. Also in them young
men and children, both gentlemen’s children
and others, both of mankind and woman-
hood. be brought up in virtue, learning, and
the English tongue and behaviour, to the
great charges of said houses.”” Nevertheless

this pleading even from so high a quarter,
was in vain; no notice would appear to have
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been taken of i1t, for in the following year
we find Philip Howlegan, the last Prior oi
Kells, compelled to surrender up the entire
pro ¥y to the King. From an account of

sale of the gold and silver plate,
jewels, ornaments, lead and bells of the sup-
mem&d Abbeys and Monasteries for the ase

and behoof of our lord the King," under a
commission bearing date 3rd Fehrn.lrj', 1539,
and preserved amongst the Rolls, it appears

that the plate, jewels, etc.. in Kells Priory
were of the value of £191 ls. 8d.—a large
gum in those days. Henry VIII. granted all
the possessions of the Priory in lands,
houses, tithe, ete., a most extensive pro-
perty, 1o Jnmea ninth Earl of Ormonde, and

that nobleman’s descendant, the first Duke
of Ormonde appmprmtﬂrl the Rectorial

tithes of Efalin amongst other of the former

revanues of 'I'..'hni' relhiginne houese, ta the supn.

port of his Grammar School, known at this

day as the College of Kilkenny.
Bo much then for the more remarkable fea-
tures of the history of Kells Priory. As for

the other objects of interest in that ancient
town, and the notable memories therewith

connected, we shall most willingly return to
the charge immediately if, i1ndeed, our

readers do not tire of our nnhquuted gﬂﬂp,
and vote for the confining of our space *

political diatribes, from which we w-u*lllll
gladly escape for occasional recreation 0
the ‘* Nooke and Corners of our County.”

KELLS—PART i

That the town of Kells owes its principal
interest to the extensive ruins of ite mn.%ni-
ficent Prigry there can be no doubt. ut
for it the present mean and insignificant vil-
lage would present few beyond the natural
attractions of its placid litte river, and the
umbrageous and pastoral valley which forms
its bed. We should yet, however, be struck
by its curicus antique bridge, the ancient
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wooded moat, which, in days long :
probably the defence of the river m,
the very early constructed and nondescr:
octagonal ruins, traditionally said to ha
been a College of Culdees, situated at its
base, as well also, as by a few other objects
of interest which we have not as yet glanced
at, but which are not altogether unworthy
of attention, Amongst these we cannot now,
we regret to say, thanks to the barbarous
innovations of tactless man, number the for-
mer proud baronial castle, which must have
vied even with the Priory in splendour. /M
this structure not a trace is now discoverable
but its extent and Importance may be
judged by the rank and consequence of the
nobles of whom it was the residence .nd
feudal fortress, and a shight glance at whose
history, in connection with their Manor of
Kells, may not prove uninteresting to the
reader.

In our first notice of this subject we men-
tioned that Geoffrey FitzRobert de Maurisco
was the original grantee of Kells after the
Btronghownian invasion. This Geoffrey was
created Baron of Kells and Seneschal of Ire-
land, and in the year 1223 was also raised
to the supreme dignity of Chief Governor of
this country. His first wife, as we have
seen, was Eva de Birmingham but after her
death he married Basilia de Clare sister of
the redoubtable Strongbow, and widow of the
scarcely less famous Raymond ILe Gros.
Emﬂm; seams to have been of a crafty and
intriguing disposition, and though we find
him granting lands to the Monks of Kells
for the repose of the soul of William Earl
Marshall, we soon after discover him leagued
with other lords in a conspiracy agaimst the
life of that nobleman’s son and representa-
tive—Richard, Earl Marshall. Through this
machinations the young lord was driven to
rebellion, and the conspirators made a virtue
to the Government of their efforts to ruin

him. He was finally slain at Kildare in the
year 1234 having been betrayed into the

=
F
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power of his enemies by Geoffrey, who had
falsely pretended to be his friend. The «ld
chronicler, Hanmer, asserts that a curse fell
upon de Maurisco for his wickedness, angd re-
lates that as a retributive justice hLe
“perished miserably.” The curse which had
fallen on Geoffrey seems to have descended
to his son, William de Maurisco, who, hav-
ing been outlawed and exiled for rebellion,
betook himself with his followers to the
Island of Lundy, near the mouth of the river
SBevern, where he became a robber and a
pirate, and is termed by Camden ' a most
leud and mischievous rover, who from thence
invested these coasts in times past.”

After the fall of the de Marisco family,
Kells came into the possession of the Lord

Arnold Le Poer, a nobleman who played a
conspicuous part in the history of Ireland
during the reign of King Edward II. He .,
however, particularly remarkabie for the ap-
position which he gave to Richard Ledrede,
Bishop of Ossory, and the favour and sup-

gort which he bestowed upon certain persons
accused by that prelate of heresy and witch-

craft. The chief parties thus accused were
Dame Alice Kyteler, and her son, a rich mer-
chant of Kilkenny, named William Outlaw,
a pear relative to liﬂger Outlaw, Prior of Kil-
mainham, ang a Lord Justice of Irelnnd.
The witch Alice fled the country and escaped,
but her son remained, either trusting to hs
innocence or the power of Lord Arnold le
Poer, who was enlisted in his cause, as s0me
state, by the payment of a large bribe,
or, as others affirm, because he was himself
favourable to * the sect and doctrines of the
said Alice.” Be this as it may, Arnold be-
ing the Seneschall, or chief officer of the
county Kilkenny, and being therefore wn-
dowed with great authority, &0 warmly
espoused the cause of the accused parties,
that he even proceeded so far as, 1o the
feast of Lent, 1333, to seize upon the person
of the Bishop when passing through the
town of Kells from holding his usual annual
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visitation of the Priory of that place—for
those days a Bishop's visitation would appear
to have been more than a visitation in name
—in fact a inspection of all the
churches and religious buildings in his
Diocese. The Bishop was laid up for some
time a close prisoner in the Castle of Kil-
kenny, then a State prison, but he ultimately
had sufficient power to turn the tables on
the Seneschal, to whom he extended his
c of implication in sorcery and magio
3 other hereticall naughtinesse.'" Arnold
was acoordingly seized by the King's order
and committed to the Castle of Dubln, where
he died before the day appointed for his
trial arrived, and having thus departed un-
oleansed of the * perverse heresie " of which
he had been accused, it was deemed improper
to inter him immediately in a Christian
sepulchre, and his body was accordingly long
detained above ground in 8t, Dominic's
Abbey, in Dublin, founded by his family,
and in return for which favour the Monks
would appear to have undertaken the task
of interceding for his soul and rendering ius
body fit to be buried with Christian rites.”
Fustace Le Poer, the son of Arnold, who
next succeeded to the Manor of Kells, was
not more fortunate in his fate than hiw
father, ns, having taken part in the Earl of
Desmond’s rebellion in the year 1346, he was
made prisoner at the Siege of Castle Island,
in Kerry, and hanged, drawn and quarternd
for high treason. It would appear that the
family of de Birmingham, who were allied by
marriage to Geoffrey de Maurisco, considernd
themselves as having a claim to the property
of that nobleman, and they made frequent
attacks upon the Le Poers, and attempted
to recover Kells out of their possession. In
1252 the Lord William de Birmingham b--
sieged and burned this town; and again 1o
1827, on the first Sunday in Advent, the
whole town was burned by the same Lord
William, who joined the Earl of Desmond
against Arnold Le Poer, in a petty war Da-




52

twean those rival chieftains, which arose
from the offence which Desmond took at
Arnold's having contemptuously called him
. ™ Ihjrmﬂr,” mhmltﬂlj' thﬂ family suc-
ceeded in getting possession of the pmp&ﬂr
as after the attainder and execution o
Fustace Le Poer a grant from the Crown
was received by the Lord Walter de Bir-
mingham of the Manor of Kells, comprising
the Castle, a water mill, two Eﬂrﬂﬂﬂﬁﬂl and
ninety acres of arable lnud seven acres uf
meadow, a turbary,K the sum of £3 11s. Sl
hurgnga rents, £7 16s. 64d. of the free-
holders of Ealln, and a right to all toll in
the town, with the pleas and perquisites of
the Manor Court there (Rot. Pat. 20 Ed, I1l.
m. 70). The Manor subsequently, but at
what period we are not aware, passed into

the possession of the Butler f:ELIIlIl and ve
find ﬂlﬂ title of Baron of Kells, in Ossory,
conferred on Richard Lord H[nuntgnrrﬂt when
called to the peerage in 1550, By an ingui-
sition taken on the 30th October, 1621, it
was found that the third Earl of Mount-

garret was then possessed of the Manor of
Kells, which he held from the Crown *‘ in

capite " by knights' service, and which con-
sisted of the fortalice of Kells, the burgage
rents there, twenty messuages and gardens
in the ‘h:.'-wn and also 200 acres and one
garden there which formerly belonged to the
Priory of Kells, the Court Baron and Court
Leet, suit of court due by all the Burgesses
and inhabitants of the place residing be-
tween the Cross and Godings' Court, ‘o
gether with a commuted custom of 6s. per
annum in lieu of the toll chargeable upon all
ale brewed by the inhabitants of the town.
From t.hnu& records we may perceive of

what importance was the Burgage town of
Kells—now all that is mighty of the past 18

gone—

‘ And grey walls moulder round, on which

dull time
 Feeds, like slow fire upon a hoard brand.”




There are, however, two remarkable events
contained in the annals of Kells which iden-
tify it with the history of Ireland. In the
year 1327 Edward Bruce, whilst engaged in
his celebrated expedition, having for his
object the assumption of the Irish Crown,
took possession of this town, on Palm Sun-
day, and rested there immn&iah!r]y previous
to the Battle of Ascul, in the County of Kil-

dare, where he overthrew the army brought
against him by the Lord Justiciary, Fdmond
Le Botiler and Arnold Le Poer., In 1308
Roger Mortimer, Earl of March, grandson
to King Henry i]]., was #lain at this town
on & battle fought with the (’Byrne's, whom
he had pursued hither from their fastnesses

m Wicklow. In a field adjacent to the wil-
lage a quantity of bones, antique horse-shoes,
nnd other similar remainsg are from time to

t.me turned up by the spade or ploughshare,
which would seem to mark the spot

““ Where Roger Mortimer at Kells
Fell in the fiery fray."

The other objects of interest in Kells at
which we have not glanced are the ancient
base of a cross, called by the country people,
and in all probabihty correctly so, the
Market Cross, and the old Parish Church.
This latter structure is an exceedingly plain
but venerable building. To our mind there

is a peculiar melancholy interest connected
with it from the fact that many a dear de-
parted friend sleeps beneath its shade, and
we may therefore be not altogether unpre-
judiced eritics; but most assuredly there are
few who will not agree with us in thinking
that this old structure, though barbarously
modernised and deprived of its ancient fea-
tures, yet possessing an unpresuming sim-
plicity of exterior, is still withal rar
superior in architectural beauty to 1ts suc-
cessor, the miserable abortion with its paltry
ginger-hread decorations, which, with some-
thing more of a pretenson but nothing less
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of ugliness than the other abominations of
the [Ecclesiastical Commissioners, called
Churches, stands near, in a conspicuous
situation, and marring by its unsightliness
the beautiful features of the guiet and ruin-
covered landscape. The Incumbent of the
Parish, a gentleman of sound antiquarian
taste and a scholar of deep and original re-
search, we believe did his utmost to procure
a religious building more in consonance with
true architectural taste for the locality, hut
the potent sway of the Gothic Commission
succeeded in establishing here another ex-
ample of their stereotyped incongruities, and
there it stands, a strange contrast, indeed,
with the beautiful relics of ancient art
scattered around it. We may here perhaps
be permitted to point the attemion of the
Reverend Mr. Darby to the remains of an
ancient font which lies in his farmyard ex-
posed daily to injury. This piece of antique
scclesiastical furniture no doubt originally
belonged to the old church, and we would
rejoice to see it restored and placed in its
original depository, both for i1ts restoration
and where it may be most fittingly viewed
as a characteristic relic.

Kells is of interest also in a hterary way
as being the scene of Banim's tale of ** Peter
of the Castle.”” Within the large tower ad-
joining the Priory Churech that author's
eccentric hero lived, whose real cognomen,
or at least that by which he was known to
the people around was Philip na Moul, or
Philip of the Tower. A mystery hangs over
this poor fellows life, but whatever ﬁe may
have been originally, from the period of bus
first arriving at Kells he was a genuine re-
cluse, and held in great reverence. Such of
our readers as have read Banim's novel, acd

we presume that is everyone for whom we
are humble caterers, will be interested in the

following quotation from the letter of &
touristt who visited the ruins whilst they
were the sheltering place of Philip, the real
Simon Pure, as from the description there

3




given of the mysterious tenant and his
‘“ location,” 1t is manifest that our hi
talented and townsman t-nuk the hint
for his tale of Peter:—

“1 counted twelve tﬂwnu very
in one of which, while we were em
in examining an ult-lquu apartment, whose
ponderous mney-piece and other ancient
fixtures caught our attention and gave rise
to a long train of the wildest specuintions
as we approached a small low door, within
whach lll was darkness, we were roused from
our reveries by a strange indistinct sound.

Presently we were encountered by o tall

maciated figure, which stooping through
the low arched dmr uu:it] passed us and

descended the splrnl ﬂt-il]‘:ﬂ- lly \rhluh wo had
come up. He bhad on a long coat reaching
down past his knees and on his head a kind

of cap. From the glimpse we got of his
face it appeared pale and ghastly. You may
easily form an idea of the effect produced
by such an adventure on our minds which
from the surrounding objects, were prnpn:mi
to receive the most romantic impressions.
From a window we observed lum stalking
among the ruins, sometimes with a measured
pace and at times urged on by sudden starts ;
his hands locked in each other and his eyes
fixed on the sky. What a subject was here
for one of our modern romancers, who deal
so largely n m_v.'stanuun figures, noises, ete.,
who by nwng some ' white mist hurenllg
in the air." with the help of a few uncertain
rays of the moon whmh might fall upon a
rusty dagger, and a drop or two of blood
upon the pavement, might produce as excel-
lent a ghnﬂt. of this poor lunatic as ever wana
made,

“ Our surmises were justified for we found

ie was mere flesh and blood, and had in-
habited that tower for these eleven years

past, subsisting on the bounty of Dr. Madden,
who holds the liﬂ'nﬂ.. He comes regularly ap
top of this sloping lawn, and receives his
to the Parsonage house, which stands on the
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meals, which he carries down to his cell and
there deposits; this place he fortifies n-
geniously against the winter blasts by matted
straw and hay, and renders it really a warm
and comfortable abode. Amongst the coun-

try people he passes for a person of some 1n-
fluence among the fairies, with whom they

frequently hear him in earnest conversation.
Sometimes he is seen with his legs dangling
out of a high window in the tower, making
long speeches to the moon; and when the
goddess veils her face behind a cloud he ex-
horts her to re-appear in a strain of tre-
mendous vociferation.”™

Beafore guitting Kells we once again return
to the King's River in order to redeem our
pledge of mentioning something about uhe
origin of its name and the traditionary lore
connected with it. This river takes its pre-
sent appellation from the death of Nial
Gaille, King of Ireland a.p. 858. The hs-
torians relate that this king had the post-fix
of ** Caille” added to his name in conse
guence of a prediction, in early life, that he
would be drowned in the Raver Caillain.
We are also informed that this aungury was
verified, for after ascending the throne, in
one of his warlike excursions, his march was
intercepted by the waters of that nver
swollen to a torrent from recent rain. The
foredoomed monarch ordered one of his atten-
dants to try if the ford was practicable, and
this person's horse having beem swept away
by the angry ford, the King in vaiu com-
manded his followers to extricate him and
finding all unwilling to venture, he plunged
himself into the ri*liua-rt and both were
drowned. (Vide Keating's History, Part 2,
Page 53). The river has long since ceased
to be called the Callain, and the great his.
torical fact in connection with it bhas caused
it simce that remote period to be better
known as the Oonreigh—in English, the
King's River; but we have yet iraces of its
ancient appellation in the name of Callan, ihe
largest town upon its banks. Tradition also
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bears out the annalist in those particulars;
for after a lapse of a thousand years the
neighbouring people yet tell the story of the
heroic King who so nobly sacrificed himself
in this inland water, and going farther,
even point to his burying pilm in the hoary
precincts of the not far distant graveyard of
Rillree—Anglice, the King's Church,  Of
this spot we may here briefly speak. In an
elevated situation about a mile from Kells,
stand the ancient church, monumental cross
and venerable Round Tower of Killree, the
latter a promment object for many miles
around, enclosed in a quiet little graveyard
crowded with many a guaint memorial tell-
ing of the narrow beds where * the rude
forefathers of the hamlet sleep,’ and orna-
mented with tall trees and low matted
shrubs. The church is a building whose archi-
tectural pecublarities and its rude and pon-
derous material speak of very high antiquityl
and 18 now almost covered with rank grass,
wild herb, prolific lichen—

“ And the dark linked ivy tangling wild."

The cross is curtously soulptured from a
ponderous block of granite, and is about ten
feet in height, the arms enclosed in a circle,
and the whole curiously carved and orna-
mented. This, says the prevailing legend of
the cuuntrjniéa, s the memorial raised =
thousand years since over the resting-place
of the brave and hapless monarch, whose fate
shadowed in the hoar mist of antiquity,
gives still the tinge of romance to all around.

Our sketch of this highly interesting
locality is brief, considering the quantity of
material for the subject at our disposal;
nevertheless it will convey some idea cf
Kells and its ruins, and if it meets the eye
of anvone who has not visited the place 1t
may induce him to hold converse there with
the spirit of the past. In the slanting sun-
shine of a summer evening

‘“« When davlight on its last purple cloud
Is lingering grey,”




and the dark ivy is lighted up with transient
gold, and the rich sienna coloured lichen
looks gorgeous all over the broken towers—
when the calm whimpling of the river and
the scarcely seen kissings of the evening
zephyr, raising the light foliage that over-
hangs 1ts margin, are only sounds, and a
luxury of magic and softening influence is
thrown upon all things earthly, no sweeter
scene ever gladdened the eye of the enthusi-
astic searcher after the beautiful In nature.
Even in the garish blaze of noon the place
18 g0 startling in its ruined grandeur that it
gways the heart with a most wonderous
potency. And we bhave seen 1t, too, by the
pale moonshine of as soft & midnight as ever
lighted up the peaceful little valley, when tho
ponderous masses of ruin looked ghost-like
through the thin mists rising from the placid

river, and when, from a sombre grove above

the bridge, a night-singing bird, often heard
there, rendered the scene

“ Most musical, most melancholy."”

At all such times the place has its own pecu-
liar charms, and at any time will the Eburl
expended be well laid out and richly repad
by pleasure of the purest kind to him who
will pass a day amidst the ruins of the
ancient town and Priory of Kells,

MNOTES

* The result of Bishop Ledrede's prosécu-
tion of Outlaw is, we presume, well known
in Kilkenny: however, we may mention 1
hriefly here. Outlaw abjured his heresy and
compounded with the Church for the roofing
ef choir of St. Canice’'s Cathedral with
lend as a penance expiatory of his guilt; but
a servant of his mother's named Petroua‘lla,
ircluded in the accusation, having no money
to roof churches, and thus wipe away her
gsins, was burned at the market cross of




Kilhenny for witcheraft. What a pity :t is
that newfangled ideas Lave crept in which
day the Desa, of Oty Gould Saiekls fuads
oy 0 d funds
to complete the tasteful restorations at 5t.
Canice's, or Dr. Walsh obtain the means of
roofing his new Cathedral by the simple plan

of pouncing on a rich merchant and compel-
ling him to do penance for witchcraft?

t Holmes’ Tour, published A.p.1801.

£ One of these architectural features, the
ancient door in the western gable, with
curious flat architrave and inclined sid‘eu, the
true index of remote antiquity is, we regret
to say, blocked up by an ugly modern but-
tress—if we might be pardoned making one
other suggestion to the Rev. Mr. Darby, it
would be the propriety of immediately re-
moving this unsightly and unnecessary
addition

In our former ** Nooks and Corners' we
have described localities in our county of the
greatest interest in scenery and antiquity,
and there are yet before us many °* sweet
waters and pleasant places " to which we
ghall by-and-by, we hope, in company with
thee, gentle reader, wnn.élar_ in happy com-
panionship, holding communion of days long
passed away, or talking of all the beauteous
things which nature has strewed over the
fair earth so bountifully. DBut to places not
so richly gifted we must also occasionally
ramble. Whenever time has spared a relic
of the past we would wish to gwde our
readers, and though many will, perhaps,
smile to see Freshford announced as the sub-
ject of this nook, yet before we have done
with it, we hope to lay hefore our good
friends as much of * the precious and rare '
dug up from the mine of antigquity as may
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furnish both the *‘ sauce piquant ' whereby
this article may be ruadabiu.

Some reader, however, into whose hands
our present writing may find its way, and
who may be unacquainted with the * locale ™
of Freshford, will ask why its introduction
requires an apn]o?:f; and the good folk of
that ancient village feel, perhaps,
aggrieved at finding it thus lightly spoken ol.
To each and all we say that, to speak
plainly, Freshford has been the subject of a
““ local "' proverb which makes it share some-
thing of the ridicule that too often unjustly
attaches itself to poverty; and that proverb,
in allusion to the former paucity of attic
chambers in the village, speaks of its having
been a wonder or marvel, equal to that of
having seen Seville, to have been ‘' up stairs
in Freshford.”” Some wag or another, too,
in more modern times, alluding, perhaps sar-
castically, to the ** polish "’ of inhabitants,
talked of an affected person as one ** who
had gone to Freshford to learn the English
accent,’”’ and both these light and foolish
gayings have long wveigned against the
locality. We can, however, assure those of
our readers who have not seen the place,
that ‘‘ up stairs "' are now no marvel in the
village, and that if ‘' the English accemt ™
will not meet his ears in its streets, he will
find genuine hospitality and true politeness
amongst its denigens. But the situation of
Freshford is not devoid of natural beauties,
such as would sufficiently recommend it to
notice. The stream upon which it is builé
‘s a merry little water, pure and limpid
enough to justify the name of the village;
and when seen beneath the clear blue skies
and winding through the soft green meadow
land, its ** liquid lapse " and unpolluted
freshness

‘* Doth make sweet music with the en-
amelled stones,
Giving a gentle kiss to every flower
It overtaketh in its pilgrimage.”
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Beauty is clothing its banks, purity and
peace, too, are, we hope, inmates of tne
cottages around—

“ The dwellings of mild people interspersed
With golden harvest fi of ripening

corn,”’

As you enter the willage from Kilkenny
vou see it making its way through those
pleasant scenes by more than one rustic mill
and picturesque farm homestead. Here and
there along its banks are graceful clumps of
old ash trees and the hills and woods around
form a fitting background to the hn.ptﬁi rural
pictures. Near the town and by road
gide a hoary blasted tree marks the spot
where bubbles up fresh and clear a holy weil,
dedicated to St. Lactan, the tutelary saint
of the place, and, by the time that you drive
into the large irregular market square of the
village, you are impressed with the idea that
you are in a place at least wvery prettily
situated.

Arrived there, however, your first glance
is apt to be anfavourable. You see 10
modern public building of imposing architec-
ture, nor is the eye caught by hoary ruin of
picturesque castle or abbey, those memorials
of past power and magnificence. A range of
turf-cars is drawn up in front of the business
side of the market-place; a lot of most
clamorous mendicants, in defiance of the new
Vagrant Act, are surrounding the Johnstown
CAr—Upon which we may suppose the visi-
tant to be seated—and a score or two of poor
enough and very lazy looking people ave
lounging about the corners of the public-
houses. There are, indeed, a plentiful supply
of the latter, with dingy signs meant to re-
present ‘* St. Patrick banishing the snakes,
‘ King Brian Boroime,” encased in very
questionable armour, and looking unutter-
ahle things at invisible Danes, or *'The Royal
Ouk,” with Charles of merry memory there-
in seated—most magnificently crowned and
sceptered, as if on a coromation day, and




very conspicuous to all the world, except the
Parliament's soldiers and blood hounds pase-
ing beneath. The square itself is surrounded
by houses of all kinds, high and low, rich and
poor—here a mansion of some pretence—
there a row of wretched cabins. On one
side the dwelling of an im nt functionary
the district coroner opposite the nanﬁ
and hospitable residence of the ﬂ'lllja doc-
tor, its front tastefully clothed with ematis
roses, and multifarious creeping planta.
Higher up may be observed the yet unfinished
walls of a new chapel, of a most magnificent
order of architecture, as yet unnamed, but
which, from its disregard to all rule or taste,
we should be inclined to term * The Bar-
baric.” The centre of the square 18 orna-
mented with threa melancholy-looking lme
trees, growing out of round piece rude
-mason -work , ki, vhaers thec nenped. renoernf.
loungers are assembled there is the base of
what, first glance tells you, was an ancient

Cris8.
Under all the circumstances the casual and

indifferent passer through the village would
be apt to set it down as an ugly sort of place
which he would forget before he seated him-
self. on the same evening, to take his ecase
in his inn. But we shall not treat it with
the same indifference, for there are, to our
mind, some matters of great interest in

Fr&shfﬂl'ﬂ-.
The ancient name of the village was Athur

—literally, ** the fresh forde.””  An abbey
Wis founded here very anciently by St

Lactan, who was himself the first L.‘Bhntl
and was also endowed with epl

authority. His death is recorded March 19th,
A.p. 622, After the Eng!sh invasion this




of the old church, an edifice of unpretending
appearance, and in itself unremarkable save
for the remnant of the ancient building be-
fore alluded to—the curious doorway in 'ts
southern gable, which is an object of sur-
passing interest. It is a beautiful and toler-
ably pﬁrfmt;][muimm of the style of I.ru]:&-
tecture termed Romanesque; and is very ri
in the characterstic details of its area—the
massive pillars, round arches, with curiously
intricate zmg zag mouldings, and profusion ui
bold sculptures in high relief; it possessce
also the surpassingly waluable feature, an
Irish inscription, which is contained in the
bands encircling the external face of the
mner arch, the letters, as 1s usual in all
ancient inscriptions, being indented. This
imscription is translated as follows by Mr. J.
(' Donovan, the first Irish echolar of the pre-
sent day, in Dr., Petrie's valuable essay on
Irish architecture and Round Towers—

On the lower band—'‘ A prayer for Niam,
%]iim of Core, and for Mathghamain

da
('Chiarmeic, by whom was made this
ch "

On the upper band—'* A prayer for Gilla
Mochlolmoe O'Cencucain, who made it." *

Dr. Petrie remarks that the sculpture could
not be of an earlier date than the eleventh
century, when the use of herditary surnames
was generally established in Ireland. Math-
ghamain or Matthew O'Chaiarmaic would ap-
pear to have been the ancient chief of the
district, and the name is still numerous in
this county, though metamorphosed into
Kerewick and Kirby. The name of the
female in the inscription would appear to
bave been that of the chief's wife, it being
an old custom in Ireland for married women
to retain paternal names, The name men-
tioned in the other inscription was, no doubt,
that of the artist who executed the curious
sculptures and elaborate ornaments which
decorate this remarkable doorway.



Every man of taste who has seen this beau-
tiful relic of ancient art, so valuable as a
specimen of of the skill and piety of our
romote ancestors, will readily agree with us
in wishing that it should be dealt with as
a sacred trust confided to this generation lor
ihose which are to succeed it, and, as such,
strictly to be preserved. They will be sorry,
therefore, when we inform them that the
relic is not even tredted with the veneration
which it claims from the surrounding vil-
lages, but that its carvings have been bat-
tored and defaced in a most unseemly man-
ner, and that, the material being a soft sand
stone, it has actually become COmImMon
whetstone of Freshford, wherin all the sharp
tools of the village, from the carving knife
of the Brian Boroime Hotel, to the razor cof
the barber or the cleaver of the village
butcher opposite, are sharpened. The_pre- *,
sent Incumbent of the Parish, the Rev, FLuke
Fowler, who has lately bestowed the most
praiseworthy exertions In the beautifying of
the church, some time since caused a gate
to be set up for the purpose of preserving
the time-honoured portal from further in-
jury. However the work was done in a some-
what bungling manner, one of the hinges |
have been so driven into the wall as to dis l

locate some of the sculptured stones of the
doorway, and the position of the entire gate
‘. such as that while the interior arch 14
certainly defended from injury, the outer
part still affords full opportunity for shar-
pening, not the intellects, but the knives wnd
other edped tools of Freshford. It would be
a piece of judicious utilitarianism, in its best
sense, likely to do immortal honour to the
Rev. Mr. Fowler if he would follow up the
pood work which he has already commenced,
by causing a railing to be erected and ruil
along the entire front of the gncred edifice at
a distance of a few feet from the wall, with
a gate opposite to the doorway, and thus
would he insure the entire of this beautiful

relic from further sacrilegious intrusion.
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Conspicuous from every part of Freshford
and its neighbourhood i1s the fine demesne
of Upper Euurtil its heights crowned with
dark woods, which, spreading downwards,
surround its beautiful pastures, forming in

 Fresh shadows fit to shroud from sunny

ray,
Fair lawns to take the sun in season

due."

Many a happy summer holiday have we
ourselves spent enjoving those delightful

ghades amidst

i

the wild odour of the forest
flowers,

The music of the living grass and air

The emerald light of leaf eutnngjul
hf-‘-ﬂmﬁlu

meanwhile dreaming of the olden days when
this fair and pleasant woodland was the rural
court of the Bishops of Ossory—when its
forest paths were trampled by the semi-rmh-
tary retainers of the Lord Spiritual, march-
ing to and from Kilkenny, subject, even on
F these short journeys, to many * a moving
. *  accident by flood and field "—sometimes from
" the attacks of the neighbouring Irish Kern,
who regarded not the sanctity of Holy
Church, and sometimes—as it happened when
rood master Bale sat himself down here dur-
ing the first uncertain glimpse of the Refor-
mation—from the violence of the prosecuting
Romanist himself, Priest or Noble.

The Castle or Palace of Arthur, moderniy
termed Upper Court, was erected by Hugh
Mapilton, who was consecrated Bishop of
Ossory in the year 1251, and who not only
built this episcopal seat as a county residence
for himself and successors, but, says the
Annaitt—** added to it fish ponds fishings
and other necessary ornaments—such good



66

men lived in those days! ' Geofry Bt. Leger,
who succeeded to the See in 1260, having
given his town-Palace of Kilkenny, which the
old historians term ‘‘ his manse and lodging
of the Common Hall,” to be used as a ocol-
legiate dwelling-place for the Viears Choral of
S8t. Canice, whom he founded and endowed,
appears to have takem up his abode almost
entirely at Athur, which ‘‘ he was also at
great charges in repairing and adorming.’”
Many of the orders and letters written by
that turbulent prelate, Richard Ledred (who
filled the See from 1318 to 1360) touching
the prosecution of the famous Alice Kyteler
for witcheraft, are dated from his Palace of
Athur and it seems to have been the prin-
cipal residence of the Bishop of Ossory till
the end of the sixteenth century—amongst
others we find it recorded that Bishop Cant-
well, about the year 1500, * laid out much
money in the repair of the Bishop's houses
at Athur and Freinstown and in repairing
the great bridge of Kilkenny, broken down
by a flood."” The most remarkable incident
in the history of Upper Court, however, oc-
curredd in the time of John o (the first
Protestant Bishop of the Diocese), This un-
compromising Reformer having retired from
his town residence to his country seat of
Athur, the retainers of the Lords Mount
garret and Upper Ossory, lay in wait to as-
gassinate him when he ghould venture abroad
unprotected ; and Harris informs us that
‘“ they slew five of his servants before his
face, but he saved himself by shutting the
iron gate of his castle, and keeping s
enemies out; where he defended himself nn-
til the Sovereign of Kilkenny came to lus
assistance, and under the favour of might
conveyed him to Kilkenny, and from thence
gent him to Dublin.” From Bale’s own
personal narrative of this business it may
be seen that the people rejoiced at his
escapo, and that the laity of those times were
far from averse to receiving the Reformed

doctrines. As the extract is interesting from
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the rich quaintness of the phraseclogy, we
here insert it:—

“On the Frydae next following, which
was the Bth day of Beptember, five of my
household servants, Richard Foster, a
Deacon, Richard Headley, Johan Cage, uan
Irish horse groome, and a younge maide, i6
years of age, went out to make hay about ?
of the clock, after they had served God :c-
cording to the day, And as they were
come to the entrance of the meadow
the cruell murtherers, to the nombre of
more than a score, leaped out of their lurk-
ing bushes with sweardes and with d:n:l
ad cowardly slewe them, K all unarmed an
anweaponed, without mercy. This ded they,
in their wicket furye, as it is reported, ‘or
that they had watched so long afore, yea
an whole month space, they saye and s
not their purpose concerning me. They
feloniousiy also robbed me of all my horses,
driving them afore them. In the afternocon,
about 3 of the clock, the good BSuffren of
Kylkennie, havynge knowledge thereof, re-
sorted to me with 100 horsemen and 300 foot-
men, and so with great strengthe brought
me that nyght to the towne, the younge men
gyngyne psalmes and other godley songs all
the way in rejoyce of my deliverance, As
we were come to the town, the people, n
great nombre, stode on both s'des of the
way, both within the gates and without, with
candles lighted in their handes, shouting out
prayers to God for deliverynge me from the
hands of these murtherers.—The Priests the
next daye, to colour their myschefe, caused
it to be noysed all the country over, and 1%
was by the hand of God that my servants
were slain, for that they had broken {the.g
sayde) the great holy daye of our Lady's
nativite. But I would fayne know what holy
days those blood-thurstye hypocrites and
malycious murtherers kepte, which had hired
their cruel kearns to do that mFHEth_E prt

But Upper Court did not long continue the
seat of the Bishops of Ossory; the coronation




of Queen Mary drove Bale into exile, and
John Thonory, a monk of Inistioge was hy
that sovereign appointed to the See. This
prelate would seem to have considered lis

tenure of the sweets of office very insecure,
and being therefore determined to make the
most of them whilst they lasted, he sold
several of the manors belonging to the See;
amongst the rest disposing of Upper Court
to Richard Shee, Knight, the founder of
Shee's Poorhouse in Rose-Inn street. Sir
Richard died in 1608 leaving his property to
his son Lucas, who married Ellen, daughter
to the second Viscount Mountgarret, and re-
sided at Upper Court. He died on the 22n
July, 1622 and his wife erected the cross ol |
Froshford as a monument to his memory,
This monument originally stood at the back
entrance to the demesne the street leading
to whieh iz still called Bunacrulsca—** tha
foot of the cross."” but it was removed to its
present position in the square of the village
by a modern proprietor, who thus afforded
the inhabitants of the place a means of in-
tellectual amusement, of which they were not
slow to avail themselves, in battering away
the inscription armorial bearings, and other
earvings, which decorated this monument.
The inscription, though defaced, was legible
a few vears since, but, thanks to the indefa-
tigable exertions of the Freshford urchins,
not a line or letter can now be traced on the

shattered hase.
Lucas Shes was succeeded by his scn

Robert, whose property was confiscated by
Cromwell because the Supreme Council of

Confederate Catholics in 1641 held their meet-
ings in his town house, still existing in Coal-
market, and his son Richard being thus di-
spoiled of his patrimony, carried an Irish
regiment to Flanders into the Spanish
sorvice, during the exile of King Charles I1.
which was completely cut up at the seige 0
Arras. The manor castle, town, and lands
of Upper Court, Freshford, etc., amounting
to 2,259 acres, plantation measure, Wers




granted by Cromwell to one of his officers
Sir George Ayscue Knight, who lunuutd«:i
in getting a confirmation nfl them under the
Act of Bettlement, notwithstandi that
Bishop Williams then filling the of
Ussary, m!ﬁtqh& ; for their re-
covery, to which he was fully entitled, the
sale made by Thonory being illegal; but he
failed in his suit owing, as he himself com-
plains, to having had sufficient m-
terest with the Bheriff to pack a jury.
There is no matter of historic interest con-
nected with Freshford, save what is inter-
woven in the fortue of the various Bishops
of Ossory, if we except one rather unimpor-
tant item noted by the annalist, Clynn—the
birth of John, eldest son of the first Earl of
Ormonde, which took place there on it
Leonard's Day, 1330. However, in conneéc-
tion with the demesne of Upper Court, we
feel bound to make passing mention of one of
its modern proprietors, tha late Bir William
Morres—a man of extraordinary though
ecentric abilities—of refined and exquisite
taste, an encourager of the Fine Arts in
painting and sculpture, and himself an artist,
as a landscape painter, of no mean order. The
mansion of Upper Court exhibits in & very
beautiful intaglio ceiling ‘piece, representing
‘t Apolle and the Nine Muses," the work of
an Italian artist, and in its general design
and arrangement, the only remaming me
mento of the taste of this erratic genius—
except what has been preserved of his own
designs after nature, one of which lately at
an auction in London, a small but exquisitely

finished landscape in water colours, brought
the comparatively large sum of 10l. It 15 a
disgrace to the taste of our Kilkenny ama-
teurs to be obliged to record that at a re-
cent auction at Upper Court two large port-
folios of Bir Willlam's unfinished designs in
water colours were sold—for what?—Name
it not in Gath—the sum of *‘ two shillings
and sixpence! " and at the same time some

parcels of valuable prints were recognised
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and purchased at a price which showed that
the buyers knew and estimated their value.
From the late Mr. Tighe's valuable statis-
tical account of Kilkenny, we may infer that
Freshford, in common with all the other
towns in our county, has not decreased in
size. however it may have been reduced n
trade, since the Union. Would the inhabi-
tants recognise the Freshford of 1848 in the
followng description?—** Freshford has 207
houses, including some miserable hovels n
the outskirts, without chimneys or windows
—there are, however, a few neat houses. It

is a custom here to dash the roofs as well as
the walls with white mortar, which preserves
them but is offensive to the eye. There re
two distilleries here; but 32 houses in the
parish paid hearth-money in 1800." Weno
longer see the white dashed roofs, nor do we
recollect any house in the village without at
least some apology for windows and chimnies

—rprobably the withdrawal of the window and
hearth taxes may account for the latter fact.
But the two distilleries have vanished, and
they even made their exit before the advent

of Father Mathew—although the sport long
survived the native ‘‘sperits’’ for, as a local

poet says or sIngs

“ —— "T'was there was the fighting of cock
and of man,

Steel spurs and Shillelahs in mighty
request—

'Till Mathew came in like a canonized
Dan,

Spoiled drinking and fighting, and sport
that was best."

The two distilleries, however, for thirty-
two taxable houses, reminds us strongly of
Falstaff's farthing’s worth of bread, to his
inerdinate quantity of sack.t

80 much at present for the wvillage ol
Freshford.
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* The extraordinary hallucinations, if not
wilful mendaciousness of the Charlatan School
of Antiquaries, who flourished in the last
century, and of whom Dr. Ledwich may be
considered the leader, cannot be better 1llus-
trated than by the translation of this in-
scription given by Beaufort in the ‘° An-
thologia Hibernica,” with all the pravify of
self-satisfied erudition—

'“ The priest, M'Roen and chief, gave this
church the glebe of arable land: and over
the door placed this stone, as a true token;
and, with this favour, the land, slaves and
'Iil.l."i..b-'ﬂtﬂ-.l'

Not one word of foregoing has reference or
the slightest similitude to the true transla-
tion as given by O'Donovan. The worst part
of this wretched dishonesty is that the mis-
take, or mis-statement, was copied into
Gough's Camden, Lewis's Topographical
Dictionary, and other writers whose works
ought to be of authority, but whq wara
deluded info taking so tﬁmpﬂu: a piece of
ignorance for gospel tru

t+ Indeed the Irish of 1802 must have been
a hard drinking race, if we are to judge by
Mr. Tighe's statistics, which show us the
following very equitable proportions between
the number of private houses and those that
manufactured drink in the towns through our

county—Callan, 530 houses one distillery—
no trade—do, manufactures. Durrow, one
distillery—neither trade nor industry nor
encouragement for them. Ballyragget 214
houses, many of them wretched cabins, a
brewery angd two distilleries, Urlingford, 176
houses. 4 uninhabted, 5 unfinished—a dis-
tillery and a malthouse, ete., ete. This great
decrease in the consumption of ardent spirita
since the Union may perhaps furnish some of
our political friends with another stroag

argument for the Repeal.
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THE NORE BELOW THOMASTOWN

Part |I.—From Ross to .'I“M..

Neither the Anfiquarian devotee nor the
admirer of natural beauties can fail of strk-
ing upon a rich vein to be worked out lor
their purposes if they follow the quaint old
chronicler, Camden's plan, and trace the
rivers and their tributary streams through-
out their various windings. The latter 1t
may be, cares not for the ancient Castle or
the stately Abbey pile except so far as their
ruined walls add beauty to the picture. He
wants mock and wood, lawn and knoll, and,
above all, water, He must then, to find these
requisites, follow the course of the streams,
for the retiring waters of the vast primeval
deluge, in scooping out the river-vallies, have
hared  at various points, the rocky skeleton
of our globe, rounded the knoll, scarped the
steep declivity, and thus grouped those fea-
tures which, clothed with verdure, or robed
with forest, or stained with lichen, comprise,
with the living* waters which flow amongst
them, the varied beauties of the landscape.
Whilst the Antiquary, although a regular
Dryasdust who would not turn ten steps out
of his way to behold the most lovely scenery
in nature, must yet, perforce, follow the
sanme track, for along the streams lies ihe
richest lands, and therefore along their banks
he finds disposed the ancient city or borough,
the castle of the fendal lord, the more unpre-
tending tower of his retainer and the fair
Abbey of the Monk. Now we have taken il
for granted that our readers are endowed
with the best features of both those classes,
and therefore im these, our ** Nooks and
Corners,” we have endeavoured to mingle to-
gether all that was more rare and precious
hoth in scenery and antiquities when describ-
ing the various localities of our county; and
we think that in the selection of our present
subject we have chosen not only the most
beautiful scenic panorama which it boasts,




but also a locality full of rich family history,
formung the home, too, of some of the most
interesting of the few remaining wild tradi-
tions of other days which have heen pre-

served to us in these degenerate and matter-
of-fact times.

The village of Rosbercon from which wa
set out upon our present voyage up the Nore,
15 a suburb of Ross, situated upon the Kil-
kenny side of the river and connected with
the main portion of the town h;r n wooden
bridge, the proportions of which, viewed
from up or down the river, are light and
picturesque. BStanding upon this structure
the view in both directions is very fine; ve-
low the broad estuary with its wooded banks ;

in the foreground Ross and Rosbercon “‘steap
and steaming upwards,”” as Stanthurst has

it, on either hand ; many vessels with flaunt-
ing streamers lie along the quay ; picturesque
villas are seen beyond

““ Bosomed high in tufted trees.”

On the Kilkenny side, ﬂmupjinhthn gentle
declivity of a verdant lawn may be discerned
the quaint gables of Annaghs Castle, whilst
the distant view is bounded where the river
bhends off amidst the wooded hills. Above the
bridge the varied landscape is backed by
the bold form of Brandon Mountain, and iu-
cludes in its scope the picturesque eminence
on which Mountgarret Castle raises its dis-
mantled head. Along the right bank of tha
river stretch the hills of Ibercon, called in
the ancient topographical poem of (' Heerin,

“ Ii Bearchon of the vellow surface,

The land over the bright-watered Barrow.

The river itself
“ Is buoyant with innumerable boats.”

for the bright morning sunshine a fleet of
cots are proceeding to the ' stands ™ of the

salmon fisheries.
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Rosbercon, though now, as we have already
stated, a suburb of Ross, was formerly &
place of more importance. Gilbert de Clare,
larl of Gloucester, in the thirteenth century
made it a corporate town, giving it the same
privileges already bestowed upon Kilkenny
by the charter of the Earl Marshall, and its
fine Dominican Abbey, founded in the year
1267 by the families of Grace and Walsh con-
jointly, was even in the beginning of the pre-
gent century a noble monument of ancient
taste and piety. This Abbey is now, alas!
obliterated, and scarcely may be traced tie
site of its once stately aisles; but from iw
situation and the magnificence of the struc-
ture itself it must have been an object of
great additional beauty to the still most
picturesque landscape. Indeed, from the de-
geription given by the author of * The
Memories of the Grace Family," we may
form a pood idea of the pleasure the eye de
rived from the combination of natural beau-
ties seen through the frame work of its
storied windows and high embossed arches.
We cannot resist the temptation to transier
to our pages the entire of that author's
most enthusiastic painting of the glowing
picture :—

¢ The monastic ruins of Rossibercon are
singularly picturesque and attractive. From
the lofty tower of the church supported on
four pointed arches, and adorned with pin-
nacles, an arcade extends,  formed by the n-
terior south wall of the asle, containing five
Gothic arches of noble dimensions, OvVer
which are ten windows, each divided by mul-
lions, and terminating in circular tops. Other
less interesting remains, together with nu-
merous tombstones, are dispersed around.
But to the adjoining scene, as oconnected
with the monastery, must be attributed the
chief attraction. Seated on the River Bar-
row, which here magnificently expands, and
is mavigable for ships of considerable size
the eye contemplates, through a lofty row of
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ivy-covered arches, the larger vessels occa-
sionally passing in full sail, amongst the
scattered and almost motionless specks ol
fishing boats. To this animated scens a
noble background s furmshed by the wown
of Ross, which occupies the side of a precipi-
tous chff, majestically crowned by the ex-
tensive and venerable ruins of the great con-
ventual church and monastery of Bt. Baviour.
The interspersion also of trees in the gar-
dens through and about the cottages in 1ts
outskirts, even down to the water-edge con-
tribute to the emlivening wariety of the pie-
ture. It is indeed scarcely possible to
imagine a happiér or more eloguent or more
impressive combination of circumstances than
this grouping presents for the pencil of the
artist, the reasoning of the philosopher, or
the reflections of the naturalist to pause
'l.'l];l-ﬂ'll." .
Such was the Abbey of Rosbercon ere its
fall, and the ancient families of Walsh and
Girace have shared a like fate with the nohle
monastery which their piety had founded.
Their names and titles have lo since dis-
appeared from the “ pride of " they
once held: but whilst in their old native dis-
trict of Kilkenny their name and lineage are
thus only to be found in humble statiens,
and their former honours are to be read of
in the musty COlose Roll or graven on ihe
ancient tomb, we may still find the patrony-
mic of Walsh amongst the nobility of France,
in which land they found a refuge, and the

name of Grace, though in the direct line ex-
tinct, exists even in a modern Baronetage in
the Queen’s County. There are other matters
of interest, too, connected with the history of
Roshercon Abbey which, bowever, we have
not space to glance at here; but one deed
perpetrated within its precincts, as Tecor-
ded by the analist Clynn, we must briefly
notice as affording & view of the strange
state of society existing at the romantic
period which it illustrates. It appears that
on the twelfth day of April 1328, Wilham



76

Fitz John De Rue, the outlaw clief of The
Roar_ along with other * ill-doers,” his fol-
lowers and relatives, was pursued to Ros-
bercon, and there taking refuge in the Abbey
they were dragged even from that sanctuary
hy the avenging enemy and eruelly slain
without its walls.* The village or suburbs
of Rosbercon present at the present day no
very attractive feature; but the opposite <
town of Ross is still rich in memorials of the
past. With it, however, we have nought to
do in these our present writings, as it lhes
bevond the bounds of our county, and there-
fore we shall mot detain our readers hy
lingering by its ‘‘ Fair gate "—so-called
after i1ts founders, the ladies of Ross, as we
find from the Norman-French rhymes of
Michael of Kildare, who sang of that town
in the time of King Henry III. Nor shall
wa trace its ancient. fosse and wall, raised
by the good burghers against ‘‘ the Irish
enemy ""—we shall not either describe Bt
Mary's Church so disfigured by modern van-
dalism after the FEcclesiastical Commission
fashion, or the tomb of Rose McHoom, %0
full of local historic interest, but shall con-
tent ourselves in placing on record our tes-
timony that modern Ross still keeps up s

ancient character as given by the old
rhymer—

Other town on Irish ground
More hospitable is not found,

Or where the viaitant may be

More welcome, prosperous and free; "™

and though in these “piping times of peace’
it cannot and needs not muster the gallant

array of armed defenders erstwhile ascribed
to it—

* This interesting incident in the history
of Rosbercon Abbey has altogether escaped
the researches of Burke Archdall, and all
other collectors of monastic M\‘ill and 18
now for the first time printed.
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“ Of cross-bowmen, their number be
Three hundred else and sixty-three,
Of Archers muster at their call
Twelve hundred proper men and tal}
Of men at arms, with lance and axe,
Three thousand who ne'er turned their

backs ;

And ever more the same before
Of mounted knights five score and four.”

Yet we still acknowledge that no other town
in this good land boasts of ‘‘ more fair
dames "' than the present descendants of tme
warlike ladies who assisted with thewr .wn
hands to erect the wall of Ross, and whose
memory vet retains a monument in the Faur

te,
'EﬂThatm'rbedmnmnfthaHnrumdtha

Barrow are locally termed ‘‘the Ross River,”
nor have we any objection to this title; how-
ever, we cannot by any means allow that
after their m:gu%m they can with pro-
riety be termed the Barrow, as some
Evinu::r a strong determination to do. {Wiii:
ness the passage of the * Grace Memoirs,
before quoted). The Nore is, in the first

i the elder sister,” vet we think the clmim
Tilg hould be awarded to the Nore,
?E mm?ntj q also would seem 10

take our 'Fi-E'-iT of the matter when he speaks

i The stubborn Newre, whose waters grey
By faire Kilkenny and Ross ponte
board "'—

thus calling the river at Ross the Hﬂmllﬂn‘
der all the circumstances, however the
Ross River "' is the least nh]mt.lnnal;la and
perhaps more correct title for nerther ran
be termed a tributary to the other. ““They

ing,"'" Ferguson, ‘' from the breast
Gpring, Says : 3 after wander-

ing each her own way, unite again in the



-

same valley and descend into the sea to-
gether : the Nore dances at times along a
path hung with garlands and enamelled with
daisies that are more than just types of hor
own sprightliness and purity, and the Bar-
row, in mature beauty, is majestic."
At the distance of about a mile above the
“ hospitable town "' of Ross the junction ol
the Nore and Barrow takes place, beneath
the high land crowned with the shattered
ruins of Mountgarret Castle.—Garrett ‘s
the Irish name for Gerald, and there s an
impression abroad in the locality that this
stronghold took its name from Margaret
Fitzgerald, daunghter to the Earl of Kildare,
who is traditionally sa‘'d to have built it, and
to have carried the property as her portion
to the Butler family, upon her marriage, in
the fifteenth century, with the eighth Farl
of Ormonde, and to whose second son it
gave the title of Viscount. This supposi-
tion, however, is entirely false. The castle
was built, and the lands were termed Mount-
. before they came into the possession
of the Geraldines. In the year 1408 King
Henry IV. issued a writ stating that as he
understood Patrick Bishop of Ferns intended
to build a certain castle to be of lime and
stone and strongly fﬂrtif’iei in the marche:
of the Uounty of Wexford, at a place called
Mountgarret, he should have the Royal
authority to impress competent stonecutters
and masons within the Countees of Ellkenn:r
and masons within the Counties of Kilkenny,
Wexford, and Waterford, to work at the
building, but to be paid at the cost of ihe
Bishop himself (Rot. Pat. 10 Henry IV,
181). In the vear 1600 Thomas Earl of
Ormonde stormed and took this castle from
his cousin, the third Lord Mountgarret,
then in rebellion against the Queen; and it
was finally taken and dismantled by the
Army of Cromwell after the siege of Ross.
Under the hill of Mountgarret then tihe
sister streams approach each other, umting,
as Ferguson most poetically describes the
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meeting, with, In summer ‘g h of
gentle and subdued ﬁm-.:-ti’un, hulbmtheir

winter confluence is one of stormier delight
and he who did not know that the same
breast of mountain had fed the infant
streams of both might mistake the tumult
of their congratulation for the strife oi
floods.”” In another paper of this series we
have described a pilgrimage along the bosom
of the Barrow to the lonely and sainted
shrine of Bt. Mullins, and yet the beauty
of that valley haunts us like a dream. [ts
precipitous banks clothedq with hanging
woods, whose rich foliage dips into the
stream, the ‘' castled crag ' where the tower
of Coolkill stands in its lone and silent
grandeur, and the wld, solitary and mys-
terious ruins of St. Mullins itself—all passed
foraibly across our mental vision as upon a
later occasion our boat's head leaving the
Barrow to the right turned up the valley of
the Nore.

With all those recollections vividly in our
mind's eye, we were prepared, notwithstand-
ing if we could do so with any show of
impartiality, to give the palm of superior
beauty to the stream along whose banks the
happiest days of our boyhood had been
passed. We loved the Nore as an old
friend, the music of whose waters our ears
had often drank in—as the stream par ex-
cellence of Kilkenny—of which we had n
childhood learned to sing in the guaint
words of an old local song—

“ Dh! the Nore is long, swift and strong,
Smooth and blithe, very wide, !
Running down by the dark-walk side—
You may view it from Ormonde’'s glory.”

Yet we shall mnt'ﬂa that Ih::‘ﬁm _l':
passed the point where its waters receiv
the Barrow, and for the first few miles of 1ts
course, we were di inted. The primary
rocks, ever bold and picturesque m their
grouping, which form the valley of the Bar-
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row for many miles of its lower course, give
it a decided advantage over the Nore, to
whose stream the granite strata nowhere
approach sufficiently near to form a feature
in its scenery. But yet it is mnot without
its own peculiar beauty, and ere our day's
excursion terminated we were almost ‘n-
clined to propnounce it the fairest river f
the two. Its lower course is indeed naked
and its banks flat, but the hills soon close
in on each side, and woods, here and there,
skirt the water's edge, and creep up the hill
gide. On the east Brandon ever towers con-
spicuous, and, as you look down the stream,
the Wexford range of Slieve Keiltha forms a
grand background.

On the left bank of the river, at a short
distance from the confluence, occurs the firss
locality worthy of note, from a curious tra-
dition preserved with regard to . It 1s
the townland of Tinneranny, originally the
property of the BSweetmans, a family ot
Stronghownian descent; but it appears that
the Greenes had set up a claim to the estate,
backed up by some order or grant derived
from Cromwell. Tradition states that at
the period of the commencement of the war
between James II. and William, the two
claimants were involved in a tedious and
expensive litigation, which threatened, if
carried on, to leave both plaintiff and defen-
dant somewhat similarly situated to the un-
fortunate wights who, wrangling about un
oyster found upon the seacoast, were awar-
ded by the Court a shell each, whilst the
hungry lawyer devoured the more valuable
and nourishing condiment derived from the
fish itself. Probably, having the fear of
such an unpleasant result before their eyes,
the Sweetman and Greene of that day agreed
to leave their several claims to the decision
of the * fortune de guerre,”” and Sweetman
placing his hazard upon the success of the
Stuart monarch, Greene staked his chance
upon the fate of William's cause. They then
looked quietly on at the contest, awalting

EE— |
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the result, when of course Greens was sue-
cessful by the triumph of Orange, and the
elder title of Sweetman passed for ever from
his hands. The same tradition, however,
informs us that the successful claimant
generously gave his defeated adversary ten
of his paternal acres, as a free grant, by
way of salvo—although at the present day
we cannot find any trace of this liberal gift.

Journeying onward upon the bed of ** the
pleasant river,” the nakedness of the bauks
on either hand for some miles mars the effect
of the scenery, till we arrive at the planta-
tions of Ballyneale, on the western side,
which are extensive and give much beauty
to that part of the stream, but the timber
18 vet :,'uunfl.l Here our attention is at-
tracted by the ancient Church of Dysart-
moon, adjoining Ballyneale village, but as
an 1nspection of that fane would naturally
lead us into a review of the family history
of the De Fraynes, who there have found a4
last resting-place, which would swell our
present notice beyond the prescribed limits,
we must defer 1t to our next leisure, when

we shall have to lay before our readers mat-
ter both historical and traditionary, which,
we hope, will prove of interest.

Part 11.—The De Fraynes of Ballyréddy.

In pursnance of our design of travelling
up the Nore we had arrived, in our last
chapter, at that portion of the river where
the plantations of Ballyneale on its western
bank open to the eye of the tourst as he
proceeds towards Inistioge. Those wood-
lands, though yet young and scarcely more
than fringing the river's banks and the hill
sides above i1t, are, nevertheless, as we he-
fore said, suggestive of interesting associa-
tions in the shape of family history, and of
a period when the place now occupied by
those voung plantations was covered with
noble forest trees, the remains of the an-
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cient woods which once extended over this
wsland, and portions of which still shroud
the sister stream of the Buir during part uf

her course through the golden vale of Tip-
perary. But before we arrive opposite the
little village of Ballyneale we cannot fail to
notioe the bold rocky and wood-covered
promontory of Ballyknock with the little re-
tired and wooded valley of 8t. Baw. The
valley takes its nmame from having at one
time formed a portion of the property of the
great crouched Friary, or Monastery of 3t.
Saviour, at Ross; and the rock of Bally-
knock, beyond its interest as forming a
somewhat striking object in river scenery,
is also remarkable for containing at its base
a cavern, which is still pointed out with
awe and reverence by the rude boatman and
simple peasant, for

 This silent spot tradition old
Has peopled with the spectral dead—
A fearful tale!——m8 ————— "

A mysterious legend is indeed connected
with it, and although it is difficult to find
out from the people around what the exact
and full details of the story are, yet there 1«
little doubt that the dark recesses of this
cave, at some period, were the scene of a

hloo-tiyda-ud. The nearest guess that can pe
made at the meaning of the tale is that dur-

ing one of the intestine and civil brawls
which so quickly trod upon each others heels
in this unhappy country, a brother shed a
brother's blood in that dark and lonely
cavern, and that his motive in doing so was
to prevent that brother, whom, as the legend
says, he loved, from meetang some more
fearful fate which inevitably threatened him.
The tradition is a wild and curious one, and,
however vague, must add an interest to this
part of the river.

As we move slowly past
valley of St. S8aw, with its religious memo-
ries, holy as the silence that hangs over 1s
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thick shade of underwood, and as the oc-
casional fall of our boatman's oars keep our
boat's head straight up the river's course,
with the gentle inland tide making with us
—and whilst we regard with curiosity, not
unmixed with that pleasing awe an
old mysterious legend has for us, the tall
and precipitous outline of the rook with ths
dark clothing of trees and ivy, interspersed
with the golden hue of the f’l.ll"ﬂ blossom,
and here and there the many hues of s
weather and lichen stained nakedness—as we
listen to the last words of the undefinable
legend which drop from the mouth of the
most intelligent of our crew—thy spell is
broken, and one or two bold and vigorous
strokes from our stalwart rowers bring us
alongside of Ballyneale willage and the
ruined Parish Church of Dysartmoon. The
latter object would not of itsell be worthy of
much attention, for though antigue and
ruinous, it 15 small and possessed of no fea-
ture of architectural beauty: but within its
precincts is the last memento of an ancient
and noble race which long occupied this lo-
cality; and in the old black marble and
escutcheoned mural monument to which we
refer the tourist will see all the record that
now remains here of the knightly and power-
ful family of the De Fraynes of Ballyreddy.

The family of De Frayne, or De Fraxinis,
was of great antiquity, and claimed descent
from Rollo, first Duke of Normandy,K who
married Gisla, daughter of Charles the
Simple, King of France. The third son of
this marriage, Harlovan, was father of an-
other Harlovan, who left a son, Fulk who
leit a son, Alexander, who left a son, Alfrin,
who was ocontemporary with William 'll'-ll'l'!
Conqueror and the companion of his English
invasion, and from Alfrin, or D'Alfrain, Lhe
race of De Frayne descended. Several
members of the family filled high stations
under the English Kings prior to the time
of Henry II., but during the reign of that
monarch Bir Herbert or Humphrey e
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Frayne accompanied Strongbow in his ex.
pedition against Ireland, and acquiring large
possessions in the province of Leinster,
sottled at Ballvmacuoge in Wexford., He '
had two sons, Patrick and Nicholas, whose
descendants early gained dstinction and
ranked amongst the most powerful of the
Anglo-Norman Barons, In 1302 severul
letters touching the service in Scotland were
sent by the King to Fulko De Frayne, one
of the * fideles "' of Ireland, and in the fol-
lowing vear he accompanied Edward 1. to
Seotland at the time he conguered that
country. In 1316 William De Frayne fell
ain‘:ﬁ! with the Lord Thomas Butler in a
ha with the Irish at Mullingar. In 1333
Fulk and Oliver De Frayne, amongst the
other magnates of Ireland, attended Edward
I11. with their followers to Scotland and took
part in the battle of Halidown. In 1342 Fulk
De Frayne was rated at 10 men at arms and
20 hobelars to attend the King in the war
with France and in 1346 he distinguished
himself at the battle of Cressy, as also nat
the siege of Calais, where, jointly with the
Farl of Kildare, he commanded the Irish por-
tion of the English Army. In 1361 Laionel
Earl of Ulster created John Patrick, and
Robert De Frayne Knights, and the His-
torian Campion states that these gentlemen
were the worthiest then in chivalry; mem-
bers of the family also sat as Peers in all
the Irish Parliaments of those times. The
De Frayne family acquired their property in
the district of Ibercon by the marriage, in
the beginning of the fourteenth century, of
Geoffrey de la Frayne with Johanna Purcell,
the heiress of the Barony. On the 12th
September Fuleo Fitz Fuleo de Fraxinento
also received from the King a grant of all
the lands forfeited by John de Carmerdyn,
a traitor, in the liberty of Kilkenny; and
on the 20th August, 1346, the King granted
to Fuleo de la Freigne all the land and tene-
ments forfeited by William le Graunt, 4
traitor, in the County of Kilkenny, and
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valued at 201, per annum; in discharge of
that sum, which Ralph de Ufford, Jt-mg-:i:rg,
had convenanted to pay him for his assisi-
ance 1n peace and war., A few notices of
the Kilkenny branch of the family from the
annals of John Clyn, a contemporary writer,
may not here be uninteresting :—

*“1320. On Bunday, 14th November, the
Lord Fulk de la Frayne is slain by William
and Silvester de Marisco, and the satellites
of Edward Butler, whilst he was endeavour-
ing to save his fellows and the faithful of
bis county from being by them despoiled.

‘“1333. In this year was &lain by the
(’'Mores of Slieu Margy, on the Sunday after
St. Remidius, the Bishop's day. Geoffrey
de la Frayne, who had married Johanna
Purcell, the heiress of 0 Bargi,

¢ 1336. In the summer there was war be-

tween the Lord Fulco de la Freyne, uphold-
ing and favouring the part of the English
of Ossory, and Lysaight O'More,

“1333. On the wvigil of the ascension of
Our Lord, the Lord Eustace Le Poer, Sene-
schal of Kilkenny, attacked and imprisoned
the Lords Fuleo and Oliver de la Frayne,
notwithstanding that there was no ostensible
cause for his making such an arrest. But
the said Oliver, fearing rather his malice and
vengeance than the rigor of the law, pru-
dently escaped from the Castle of Kilkenny,
where he had been confined, on Ascension
Day, and on the morrow, having assembled
their followers and friends, with a strong

force he returned, and breaking open the
zates of the castle, delivered the Lord Fulco
from custody in despite of the Seneschal,
“ 1934. At Christmas the Lord Fuleo de
la Frayne, Seneschal of Kilkenny, burned the
town of Moydeshil and the whole country of
the Comsey (County of Tipperary), and x-
pelled the malefactors named St. Aubin,
and did not leave them a house to live in.
“* 1346, On Sunday, after the Feast of St.
Martha, Roger de la Frayne, Sheriff of

Kilkenny, took a great prey from Carwill
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M‘Gilpatrick and from his men, such as n
Lhese purts was scarcely remembered to be

taken for many Years.
i 1347. On the Feast of the BSeven )

Bishops died Roger de la Frayne, Seneschal ’
of Kilkenny, a noble youth, prudent and
discreet, who would have come to a high
pitch of honour had he not been prevented
by premature d th.

«Tn the same year, on Friday after the
Feast of St. Nicholas, died Oliver de Ia
Frayne in the office of Seneschal of Kil
kenny—a good man modest and prudent.

i 1349. On the Feast of St. Moling the
Bishop, died Fuleo de la Frayne, who m-
prudently trusted the perfidious promises ol
the Irish, and was in consequence treacher-
ously slain by them. He was o man emi-
nently skilled in war and military affairs
from his youth; a defender of the public
peace from evil-doers, searcely leaving lus
like in Ireland. He extirpated the Roaches
and Cauntons, those oppressors of the faith-
ful—a magnanimous man, not fearing the
threats of the great—a man liberal and hav-
ing more than the name of a man—profuse
‘1 sharing his substance, and shutting his
door against none.”

Branches of the family were settled at Car-
rick, in Westmeath, and at Athlumney, in

Fast Meath, besides Wexford and Kilkenny,

and they possess many descendants at the
ic. however, lias

present day whoe patronymic
been generally changed into 1gn, ’
or French— latter is perhaps the most
numerous, and is the name of one of the
Jdans of Galway. On the death, 1n the middle
of the fourteenth century, of Sir Patrick
De Frayne of Ballynacuoge, County Wex-
ford, his cousin, Oliver De Frayne, then
Qeneschal of the County of Kilkenny, ]f::li

cooded to his honours and became t
of the family. One of his grandsons, James,
he, and WwWas

changed h's name to Frevne
the ancestor of Nicholas French,
bulent Bishop of Ferns.” Patrick Fre
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the grandson of the above James, was sent
as a judge into Connaught, where he foun-
ded the Galway clan of his name, and his
present representative is Arthur French of
French Park, County Roscommon, who upan
being elevated to the Peerage in 1839, n
memory of his ancient family pame, nssumeil
the title of Baron de Freyne.

But the elder branch of the family so long
settled in Kilkenny County have no longer
“a local habitation and a name " amongst
us, and their ancient castle and demesne o
Ballyreddy, situate amongst the almost
sterile hills and bogs near Ballyuneale, are
now obliterated, the only monument of their
former dignity and bhonour bei s we
before stated, the tomb in the old church
uf Dysartmoon. The somewhat ostentatious
inseription upon the stone informs us that
it 18 * sacred to the memory of the Lord
Robert Frayne, a man truly pious, munifi-
cent, and hospitable, descended from the
ancient kmghtly race of De Frayne, the
Liords of Ballyreddy, Ballyknock, ete,, who
died on the 17th May, 1643, and his wife,
Elenor Fitzgerald, daughter of the Baron
of Brownsford.” An old family pedigree,
which now lies before us, states that on the
death of this Robert Frayne his lady caused
his body * to be kept nine weeks before it
was interred, attended daily by a multitude
of Roman clergymen angd others; and during
that time she built in the beautiful church
of Dysartmoon, in said county, being part
of her estate, a handsome vault, which she
erected for her and her descendants, and
wherein the said Robert was the first in-
terred.”"™ This Robert Frayne left two sons,

* In the troubles of 1798 a poor old woman
who had been rendered houseless burrowed
into the vault of the De Fraynes, under the

monument, and made it her abode. It 15
told of her that in the course of her excava-
tions she found the silver plating of Robert
De Frayne's coffin, and sold it to a dealer
in Ross for the sum of eighteen shillings,
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James and Thomas, and the trouhles subse-
quent to the civil wars of 1641 occurring
during the period when the former occupied
the dignity of representative of his family,
he endangered his property by enrolling him.-
self against the Crown, and subsequently
against the Parhament; however, the same
old pedigree asserts that he saved lis
possessions for a time, having been ‘‘courted
by Oliver Cromwell as a husband for lhis
nephew, Colonel Asdell's daughter, which
match was agreed upon with this condition,
that the said James Frayne was to continoe
in peaceable possession of his entire estate.”
But fortune, it appears, did not smile upon

the bridal contract, for though ‘‘ the nup-
tial day was appointed, when the said James
Frayne, Esq., was crossing the Ferry ol
Ross, in order to be married, one of his
Aursees diolas @ mlonk sad of the oot, when he
and all along with him were drowned, which
stopped that alliance.”t His brother, Thomas
Frayne, succeeded him, and married Ellen,
daughter of Edward Forristal of Carrick-
cloney, a near relative of the Duke of Or-
monde, through whose influence Frayne, “for
his strict honour and great integrity, was
employed in the office of High Shenif ol
Kilkenny for three years successfully, be-
ing a man much esteemed by the populace,
who were then almost ungovernable.” Under
the act of settlement Thomas Frayne secms
s have heen offered an estate in the County
of Clare, in exchange for his patrimonial in-
heritance, which would appear to have heen
declared forfeited, Ballyreddy, Ballyneale
and Ballyknock f:mﬁng been granted to
Maudlin, the widow of Edward Fisher, of
Cradockstown, Co. Kildare. However, he
'#H-_—q—.

+ This tragic incident forms the plot of an
exceedingly interesting tale, by no unskilful
hand in the number of ‘° Duffy's Catholie
Magazine "' for November last, and which
was reviewed in our columns at the time of

its publication.




clung to his old family estate, refusir the
offer of transplantation, and this rash re-
sistance seamsa to have led to the ruin of his
descendants. He was succeeded by his son
James, who married Ellice, daughter of
Nicholas Aylward, of Alwardstown, and an-
cestor of the present J. K., Aylward Esq.,
J.P., of Bhankill Castle. This James ne
seems to have been involved in an expensive
Litigation in the fruitless effort to retain ais
ancient patrimony, and although his right
to the estate in the County of Clare was
speclally acknowledged by a grant, dated the
13th year of Charlse Il., from ** His
Majesty's Commssioners appointed for hear-
ing and determaning ye claims of trans-
planted persons in the Province of Connaught
and County of Clare,” he did not avail him-
self of it, but still fondly but ruinously clung
to the uid estates of his family. Whether
the loss of these was precipitated by Lis
engaging in the war of 1690 on the side of
he Stuarts, we have not ascertained, but it
appears from an inguisition taken on the
23rd May, 1694, that there were in the cus-
tody of Balthazar Cramer, Samuel Booth,
John Haddock. and John Eaton, Comniis-
sioners appointed for the purpose *' 134

sheep and 61 lambs, lately the property ol
James Freny of Ballyreddy, which were for-
feited to the King and Queen on account of
the late rebellion.” Even after the final
confiscation of his patrimony, he refused 1o
leave the neighbourhood, and obtained a
lease of an adjoining farm called Browns-
town. He died in the year 1724, and from
his will, a copy of which lies before us,
he appears to have been then in comfortable
circumstances as a wealthy farmer. He

leaves fortunes to all bis children, one of
whom was an officer in Queen Anne's service,
and another was ljeutﬁ!m:;t on ﬁrﬂ i m::;
of-war, bequeathing his leaseh prope

to his eldest son, Robert Frayne, after the
decease of his wife, to whom he demises for
her life his house and farm, with 200 ewes



and their lambs, all the wool of his flocks,
lodged in his storerooms, and all and singu-
lar her jewels, rings and ready money.
Robert Frayne of Brownstown, the heir and
executor of the will, however, encountered
a severe reverse of fortune; [rom some cause
of which we are unaware he became
pauper, and about the year 1750 was ejected
from the farm: but, like his father and
srandfather, he refused to surrender the pro-
perty till the Sheriff with a body of soldiers
drove him from his home, and he turned out
upon the world a houseless wanderer. His
eldest son, Thomas, went to Dublin to seek
his fortune, and the neighbouring peasantry
love to tell of him, that with true filial affec-
tion, the first guinea which he earned he
walked home with to give to his then poverty-
stricken father. This young man subse-
quently died without issue in December, and
with him terminated the direct line of the
once powerful De Fraynes of Ballyreddy,
whose eventiul history we have endeavoured
hére to compress into a short narrative, but
which would be sufficient to form an -

teresting volume.

The simple peasantry of this locality have
still amongst them retained a recollection ol
the iron feudal times when this family bore
absolute sway in their little territory. Tra-
dition here yet speaks of the ancient knights
De Frayne, and that with a kind of awe and
terror which is curiously illustrative of the
petty despotism of those ages. The strong-
hold of the feudal chief is obliterated, his
woods have disappeared long ago beneath
the innovating axe—

“ The knights are dust,
And their good swords rust,”

yet blended wth the local superstitons, the
legendary lore of the district has preserved
the memory of their tyrant rule, and more
than one instance of their arbitrary deeds.
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Even the ladies of the house are stated to
have been wicked termagants who used to
tear the caps and ribbons of the peasant
women at church on Eﬂnﬂl}'l, and the
knights would allow none of their wvassals
to wear good or showy clothes, lest they
should be as gay and grand as themselves!
There 18 a lonely spot called by the

“ Glan a Plunkonet,” or Plunket's Glen, in
lasterling, adjoining Ballyneale, connected
with which is a legend—

“ A tale more fit for weird winter nights,
Than for those garish sunumer days, when
W
Bearcely bfli&vu much more than we can
see.'’

Here did ‘° Budesha Freimnigh,"” or Knight
de Frayne, bury alive a tailor named Plunket
and his reason for thus cruelly putting the
poor artiste to death was that he dis-
appointed him as to the making of a swit of
clothes which were to have bheen ready by a
certain day. The legend goes on to state
that whilét the atrocious deed was baing per-
petrated a supernatural voice was heard 1o
exclaim in the air: * guilfer—guilfer—
guilfer,” that is, ** you shall pay for it.’ De
Frayne was startled at the words, and de-
manded, who shall pay for it? When the
voice answered ‘‘ not you, but your seventh
generation,’” De Frayne s rE]?-:-rtﬂd to have
replied with much ‘* sang froid,” * 1f 1t 18
to go so far, the devil may care!”” The pro-
phetic doom is looked upon by the peasantr

as having been fearfully fulfilled in the fall
of the family from its high estate. The de-
scendants of the cruel knight are said to
have been ever after haunted by the aerial
voice, and no one will, if it can iacalh'ly b
avoided, pass that way alter nig tfall; tor
Plunket’s tomb still remains, a lonely cairn
in the middle of a corn field. The farmer
who occupies the land was adventurous
enough some twenty years since 10 determine
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upon removing the heap for tillage room,
but the labourers gave up the work with
horror when they met the tailor's bones; it
is even said they found his scissors.

In more modern tmes, that is to say, about
a century sinee, flourished the last of this re-
markable fﬂ-ﬂlii]" who made a noise in the
world—namely—** Jamse Freny, the robber. fues
[f to be the hero of a popular book be fame,
Freny was famous. His ** Life and Adven-
tures,”” a rather unpresuming publication,

“ printed for the flying stationers,’’ formed |
one of the hand-books of the youth of the |
past generation, and even still, we believe, |
it holds a plase amongst the rustic classics.
This doughty personage was born at Bally-
cocksaust, a portion of the ancient family
patrimony, situate near Imistioge, and was
in early life bred up a servant in a gentle-
man's family: but he wearied soon of such
servile drudgery, and manifesting an insur-
mountable passion for living by the strong
hand, which he probably inherited from his
ancestry, he took to the road and became
the leader of a most notorious and successful
gang of Freebooters. His favourite haunts
and lurking plades, too, were about the spot
where his family had flourished in the olden
time. From Thomastown to Ross and Water-
ford he was well known, and in the wild hills

of the district some of his most daring rob-

beries were planned and executed. His name,

anlike that of some of his knightly fore-
fathers, is held still in love and reverence

by the peasantry, for with a feeling similar

to that manifested by many of his profession,

whilst he preved upon the rich, he was liberal

ta the poor. We cannot omit to mention

of him that, unlike his cruel ancestor, be

once had mercy on a tailor. A few stanzis

from a rude old local song, once popular in
our county, but now almost forgotten, will
best tell the tale here of the passage between
the bold highwayman and that most fortun-
ate member of the Cross-legged Corporation—
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* As by Thomastown I took A\
I met a tailor dressed mm:i;lr

I boldly bid him for to stan’

And its oh! bold Captain Freny—
Oh! bold Freny n:lt]ll::}l‘.l:II

" Upon his pockets I laid hold—
The first thing I got was a purse of gold -
The next thing I found, which did me
surprise,
Was a needle, thimble and chalk likewise,

And its oh! bold Captain Freny—
Oh! bold Freny oh)

“* * Your dirty trifle I disdain '—
With that I returned him his gold again
‘I'l rob no tailor if I can—
I'd rather ten times rob a man! "
And its oh! bold Captain Freny—
Oh! bold Freny oh!

Many other wonderful exploite are told
aof the " bold Captain,” but are they not to
be found on record in the aforesaid * Life
and Adventures? "'—some of the passagee
detailed in that rustic chronicle are indeed
chapters of romance ready cut and dred for
the novelist, and it i# strange that Lever,
n introducing Freny as a character in s
“ Kmight of Gwynne,”” should therefore
ovinee so little knowledge of his real charac-
ter and history. He wag by far a more
dignifieg rogue than the Dick Turpins and
Jack Sheppards who form the stock-in-trade
of so many of our Romancers, and his end
was more fortunate, for t.hnugI; he had lived
a thief he died an honest man, and a Tide
Wa'ter, under the Board of Excise, at Ross.
having been saved from the usual exalted
fate of heroes in his profession, through the
interest of the then Earl of Carrick.

Having now disposed of Ballyreddy and
1ts i:l:ﬁﬁr history, our space forbids us 1o
journey for the present any further. But
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we shall soon, we hope, conduct the reader to
more familiar as well as more beautiful re-

gions along the banks of ** the novice Nore.

part 11l.—From Ballyneale to Cluan,

After the long digression in our last
chapter, detailing the family history of the
De Fraynes, we trust our readers will feel
pleasure in once more floating with us upon
the hroad highway of the Nore, which at
every reach of the stream now ghows some
new and beautiful scene. Ballyneale with its
woodlands, church, and legends, is left b
hind, and journeying onwards many o splen-
did bend, rich grassy slope and wood-clothed
eminence is passed before our hoatmen rest
upon their oars once more at the mouth of a
tributary stream, the Clodiagh—a spot well
known to the simple navigators of the river
from the dangerous bar which this umpetuous

mountain torrent has pushed out across the

channel.
The Clodiagh has itse source on the western

<houlder of Brandon, and crosses the road
reom Ross to Inistioge at Allen's Pridge. The
stream comes down to the Nore brawling
fiercely through a wood-clothed ravine which
gives much interest to the spot, for its waters
thus confined in a rocky channel form many
little cascades of great beauty; the oak and
rowan-tree, with the evergreen holly, spring

from ite rugged banks on every side and
over-arch its unique bed. As you approach
the point of its junct'on with the Nore, the
hoarse murmur of falling waters breaks omn
the ear, and at length a deep dark chasm
opens to the river beneath, and the stream is
spen to fling itself into a basin hollowed
the clay-slate rock, from which it rises again
cddying and foaming, and precipitates itself
into a deep pool, known as the Kerry-hole.
The common fame of the locality represents
this dark abyss to be bottomless, and if the
authority of cur veracions car-driver, Walsh,



25

whose queer story we gave in a former chap-
ter when speaking of the Barrow, is to be
relied on, common fame in this instance can-
not by any means be stigmatised as a common
lhar. At high water a boat can fluat up to
the very foot of the fall, and from hence the
best view of it 18 obtained. The rocks which
form the sides of the chasm are stained with
lichens of a thousand dies—plump grass and
graceful nodding fern, gemmed with spray,
spring from every crevice—the delicate green
| of the frohan, or whurtleberry, mantles each
! ledge and slope, while the twisted branches
F of the oak fling themselves across the narrow

strip of sky, and the graceful mountain-ash
waves 1ts scarlet clusters in the breese—nas
beautiful & natural ornament as any

o That earth, the general mother
Pourg from her fairest bosom when she
smiles
In the embrace of avtumnp Aot | s

Leaving behind us this romantic scene, we
are again rowed up the Nore, which shill
improves in beauty, and the banks are more
gracefully furnmished with wood as we ad-
vince, We have not proceeded far until tie
scenery begins to assume the true picturesgue
character. An abrupt bend of the river,
closed in on the right bank hy a steep shelv-
ing declivity of several hundred feet n
height, clad with young larch timber, and on
the left by rich woods dipping their branches
into the stream, gives it the appearance ol o

lake—
A Whﬂreldthn fresh breezes from the forest
to
Of grassy paths and wood, lawn inter-
spersed !
With over-arching elms and violet
banks."

Whilst still labouring under the pleasing
fancy that we are embayed amongst ‘he
richly foliaged banks and our further course
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about to be altogether interrupted immedi-
ately by the tall precipitous crag of Car-
rickoneil, our boat rounds the point, and
gradually and beautifully the scene opens .
every stroke of the oar brings some new and
romantic feature into view, until at length
the grey and riven walls of Uluan, or Clona-
mery Castle, bursts upon the sight sealed
boldly on its wooded knoll over the hroad
majestic river, with 1ts grotesquely pointed
gables, its massive chimneys and picturesqte
turreted angles, whilst at a greater distance
from the stream, on the opposite side, rises
dimly the dark, battlemented outline of the
more ancient donjon keep of Brownsford,
and the noble woodlands behind which with
the background of bold mountain scenery, all
form a *° coup d'eil " that a skilful painter
might portray, but which language cannot
adequately describe. Many of our readers,
we have no doubt, are familiar with the beau-
tiful view of the first named ruin as seen
from the quay or landing place at the Iled
House of Woodstock, but in our mind the
prospect presented as you come up the river
far exceeds it—it is indeed surpassingly beau-
tiful, always supposing the tide to be full in,
for banks of thick sludge are certainly a
sad drawback from the graceful outline of a
river's margin. -

Cluan Castle in the point of picturesque-
ness of situation stands, in our county,
second only to Coolkill, on the Barrow, but
the former has Iagaminrr and family lore
connected with it which gives it much
greater interest than the tower of the semi-
barbarous Roaches possesses. One of those
legends account for the curiously shattered
appearance which the Castle present, 1t being
riven at two opposite angles from the battle-
rent to the foundation. The tradition re
lates that one of the Barons of Cluan, at @
period long gone by, for his mere nmuagsmunt,
hanged the only son of a widow, his ywn
vassal, from those very battlements ;* and
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hearted mother is vet well remembered in the
nelghbourhood, and when chaunted in the
Irish tongue, with the peculiarly wild inton-
ation and pathos of the peasantry, it is singu-
larly touching and impressive. After up-
braiding the cruel Baron for having mur-

dered her boy, * her beautiful, her brave *
—for having, as the caoine expresses it,
“raigsed him on high and not looked up to him
with compassion ""—the poetess turns prophet
and predicts ruin and desolation to the stern
chieftain and his & hold to the former
loss of property and the extinction of his
family, to the latter that it should become
the residence of the birds of the air, and the
animals that burrow into the earth, whilst
its walls rent asunder should give free pas-
sage to the winds of Heaven in their course.
Her prophecy seems to have in'it the truth
of inspiration—when the BSyhil spoke, the
legend asserts there was high revel nand
reckless wassail—now

4 eeeIn place of 1t
The ivy and wild creeper interknit
The volumes of their many twining stems
Parasite flowers illume with dewy gems
The lampless halls.™

In fact the peculiarly desolate character of
this ruined tower is by the country round
universally attributed to the retributive jus-
tice of an avenging Providence in visitation
of this eruel deed. .

Of the great house of Fitzgerald there was
no fewer than three familias of minor mmpor-
tance located in the County of Kilkenny.

Of these the Barons of Burnchurch were of
greater mnote, and were descended from
Maurice, the first Knight of Kerry, other-
wise called ““the Black Knight." The familics
of Fitzgerald of Cluan and Gurteen wonld
appear to have been branches from that of
Burnchurch, and the head of the first men-
tioned was styledq Baron of Brownsford and
Clonamery. He was not a peer of Parlia-
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ment, but of a second-class nobility, holding
somewhat the rank and precedence of our
modern Baronets ~ However the title went
into general disuse about the sixteenth cen-
tury, and such bBarons asg were not actual
peers, began to be considered as Esquires
only: but the Fitzgerald of Cluan had been
so long known as ‘' the Baron " in his own
locality, that the title became a kind of sec-
ond name, which was generally used with
alias, whilst sometimes the original patrony-
mic was dropped altogether, and the title
used in its place. Thus we find Miles, Abbot
of the Monastery of Inistiogue, who was
created Bishop of Ossory in 1527, always
termed Miles Baron, because he was the son
of Fitzgerald, Baron of Brownesford; and
at the present day many descendants of that
ancient house continue to use this adopted
name—amongst the rest Sir Henry Winston

Barron, Bart., M.P. for Waterford, The
Castle of Brownesford, a tall and massive

tower, the ontworks of which are now obliter-
ated, was the ancient family residence, but
some centuries subsequently, in times of
greater refinement—probably in the reign of
Queen Elizabeth, the more picturesque and
comfortable seat of Cluan or Clonamery was
erected upon the opposite bank of the Nore.
An inquisition was led at Kilkenny on tne
25th of March, 1584, by which it was found
that Edmund Fitzgerald alias Baron, tlien
lately deceased, had been possessed of the
castle, town, and lands of Brownesford, with
two salmon weirs upon the Nore, which were
held from the Earl of Ormonde by knight's
service, the castle, towns, and lands of Cluan,
Coolnamuck and Ballygub, which he held
from the King by knight's service, and
several other adjoining lands and tenements,
such as Baronsrath, Ballynabarna, Coolsilege.
Curraghmore, a burgagery in HRoss, two
messuages in Inistioge, and a water mill up-
on the river. He was succeeded in the pro-
perty by his grandson, David Fitzgerald,
alias Barron, whose daughter, Eleanor Ger-

L



09

aldine, was wife of Robert Frayne of
reddy, and the erector of the Lnnumuut- in
Dysartmoon Church, to which we had so
often to allude in our last chapter. This
David died in 1621, and the cross which
stands in the _E{Illl.'l'lil of Inistioge Was, as p-
pears by the inscription, a monument raised
to his memory by his widow. The inscrip-
tion 18 curious as showing that the claim 10
the honour of the Baronage was still locally
ﬂﬂltﬂﬂﬁ']ﬂdgﬂd—'-

“ Urate pro ammabus domini David Ger-
aldin, dicti Baron de Brownsfoord.,  Ohbiit
14 Apriis, An, 1621, Et Joanne Morres,
obidd, - * & omo

His son, Edmund Fitzgerald, was the next
proprietor of the patrimony. In 1626 he
took out a patent under the Commission for
the * remedy of defective titles,”” which
secured him in free enjoyment of his estate
by the payment of a yearly rent of 71. to the
Crown.t The reupm:tlhifity of the station
occupied by this gentleman may be inferred
from the fact that his daughter, Mary Fitez-
gerald, married Arthur the third son of Mor-
ian M'Brian O, Kavanagh, chief of the sept
called Slegiht-Dermot, of Pealmonty, by lis
wife Elenor, second daughter to Richard
third Viscount Mountgarret; we also find this
Edmund Fitzgerald of Brownsford upon the
roll of Representatives returned to sit in the
Supreme Council of Confederate Catholies at
Kilkenny. His connection with that Conven-
t'on would appear to have well nigh led to
the forfeiture of his family property, “or
though he died before the period of Hestora-
tion, hiz son and successor, Edward Fﬂ'ﬁ‘.‘
gerald, was held responsible for his *'nocense
in the rebellion. and leckily escaped with ,““’
loss only of a part of Brownsford and Cur-
raghmore, amounting to 63 acres, which were
“ retrenched "’ and vested, by virtue of the
Act of Settlement and Explanation, in the
King, who subsequently granted them to the

Bishop of Ossory. This Edward, or as the
peasantry call him, in Irish, Eadert, was,
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however, the last of the Fitzgeralds of Cluan,
as he subsequently contrived, by an active
support of the cause of King James 1. 1»
ineur the forfeiture of his entire patrimony
and the attainder of his family. In the Par-
liament held in Dublin on the Tth May, 1659,
by the exiled King, Edward Fitzgerald in
conjunction with James Bolger of Ballyna-
barna, represented the Borough of Inistioge,
and he subsequently raised and equipped a
regiment of his tenants and retaners, at
whose head he fought in the eventful fields
of the Boyne and Aughrim. After the suc-
cess of William of Orange, Fitzgerald's pro-
perty, then consisting of 1685 acres of land
held in feesimple, was seized into the hands
of the trustees of forfeited estates, and hav-
ing been set up to public auction on the 17th
June, 1703, at the sum of £208 10s., was
knocked down to the Hollow sword-blade
company at £1,473, but subsequently con-
veved to Captain Stephen Sweet, on payment

of the same money.
& far historical documents have furnished

us with information as to the fortunes and
fall of the last lord of Cluan and Browns-
ford. but tradition goes further and supplies
us with some information of romantic interest
respecting him. He was, it is said, a beau-
tiful harper, and in the dismantled ruins of
his castle the window is still shown looking
gut upon the winding Nore, where he swept
the chords of his clairseach or native harp.
That master-hand has been long cowa, and
the silvery chords of the instrument unstrung
but vet the memory of the minstrel soldier
lingers round his old domains. He was slain,
't is stated, at Aughrim, the last fight made
In Treland for the cause of a weak, unworthy
and ungrateful Prince. The morning after
the battle his war-horse was found standing
at the stable door of Cluan, and by this the
retainers, who recognised the intelhgent
animal, knew that ** the master *' had fallen
in the fight. Their surmise proved but 100
correct, and thus the vassals who returned
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from the fatal field told of his death, When
the Lord of (Muan perceived the Irish Army
beginning to retreat he called to his ** hoy,"
or page, for his horse—he addressed him in
Irish, sorrowfully, but affectionately—** Arra
Pat, my good ful'luw, give me my horse "—
but how much more pathetic would the words
go in the language in which he spoke them.
However, the faithless horse-boy had already
been seized with the panic which prevailed,
and jumping himslf nto Fitzgerald's war
ghddle, he left the unfortunate proprietor,
jack-booted and spurred, to his fate, Fite-
gerald, the legend goes ongto state—certainly
to the prejudice of the romance of the entire
transaction—ran a mile and a half in his
boots before he was overtaken and cut down
by a Dutch trooper. After his fall two of hw
followers came up, and recognising the body,
amidst the first i?ﬂling of their grief a re-
collection of his sweet strains was upper-
most, and one exclaimed poetically to the
other in Irish—* feach miar bing a clair-
seach | ''—that is, ** look at the sweet finger
of the harp! " The names of these two re-
tainers were Cavanagh and Bynnot, and their
descendants still live amongst the peasantry
of Cluan, and love to recount this tale of
times long gone by. _ .
Amongst the inguisitions taken in the six-
teenth and seventeenth centuries to ascertain
the extent and value of the property belong-
ing to the Fitzgeralds of Ciuan and Browus-
ford, their fishing weirs upon the Nore are
always mentioned as a most important 1teimn.
In the reign of Queen Elizabeth the Corpor-
ation of Inistioge had assumed to itself the
exclusive right of fishing the river, but the
Baron of that day having instituted legal
proceedings, obtained a writ from the Court
of Chancery securing and recognising his
privilege to fish within the bounds of huis own
property. In the ‘ Book of Postings and
Sales "' wherein is set forth the advertise-
ment of the forfeiture of Edward, the last of
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the family, and the invitation to purchasors
to come forward, an inducement is held out
by the hint—'' These lands have good bene-
it of fishing "'—and the Right Hon. W. F
Tighe, the representative of Stephen Sweet,
who then became the purchaser still enjoys
the profit, we believe no inconsiderable one.
of the several fishery here. where the * gur
ites.” or fishing weirs, of the old Barons of
nan are still in active operation. In rela-
tion to the fisheries of the Nore, there is also
a legend which we may perhaps be excuset
for here inserting; for, if we mistake not our
class of readers, g genuine legend must be
always n-::ceﬁtahin. It is told then by the
that bong, long ago, when St

Moling was residing at his solitary monastery
in the deep recesses of the lone valley which
the Barrow forms below Graigue, and when
St. Evin, the Patron Saint of New Ross, then
called Ross-mastreoin, flourished in that
ancient town, and possessed broad |lands,
ahove the junction of the sister strealms,
along the flowery margin of the Nore, those
two worthy churchmen had various disputes
which were very harrassing to the finny tribe
in their periodical journeys from the ocean

up to the sandy spawning places at the s
tant sources of the rivers. BSt. Evin used

sometimes to command them all up the Nore
‘n order to benefit them at his fisheries while
8t. Moling, no less anxious to secure grooil
fasting fare, as continually countermander
the poor obedient fishes, and ordered them
up the Barrow, that he might bring them 1in-
to his own nets. However undignified those
bickerings between their ancient Saintships
may appear, posterity is bound to regard
them with a lenient eye, for it must Dot be
forgotten that even modern churchmen will
sometimes indulge in perhaps equally vindie-
tive and unseemly squabbles both for loaves
and fishes. But be this as it may, the an-
cient finny inhabitants of our local rivers
were fairly puzzled what to do between the
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contending Samnts—in f they were regu-
larly 50 ﬂ?qrpuwmnd ::l, tormented r:Eth
bans, interdicts and excommunications that
they became prematurely spent, and with
their relations in the modern verse, it is not
improhable, they
‘¥ ————Beginning to sweat
Cried d——n it, how hot we shall be,”

for being good pious orthodox fish, they did
not like to disoblige or disobey either of the
thoroughly orthodox Saints. Well, if all this
did not get the finny genius into hot water,
it certainly embroilad the two churchmen in
various very unedifying feuds, which ended
in such fierce heartburnings and recrimina-
tions that at the suggestion of their mutual
friends they agreed to leave the matter as it
were to arbitration, and accordingly 1t was
arranged that upon a certain day then named
the rival saints should proceed from their
several establishments to the point at the
junction of the rivers, and then and there
at a certain specified hour—the fishes fre-
quenting these waters being sitting in solemn
conclave—upon the statement of the respec-
tive claimant's cases, this ancient ‘‘congress
of cods’ should decide like honest and up-
right fishes to which stream they felt in con-
science bound to give the preference, and
to that stream should they for ever after ad-
here. Accordingly one fine summer morning
St. Moling set out from his cloisters on the
Barrow, and wending his toilsome way along,
he passed Coolkill and Ferry Mountgarret,
to Reinkmore, modernly corrupted in Ring-
wood, and a long and weary walk he had
of it sure enough. By the time he reached
the trysting place he felt exceedingly tired,
and finding, upon taking a synopsis of the
sun that he was more than an hour too soon
upon the ground, and there being no one =
vet in attendance, he lay down under an
old boat sheiling and was soon fast asleep.
Now, 8t. Evin, who had scarcely a mile to
travel from Ross took the matter more easy,
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and just arrived at the exact hour appointed ;
so he looked about for his opponent, and al
length discovered his lying in the shade and
snorting most lustily. ** Ah,"”" says the Ross
Saint, ‘* there you are, my old dust, and I'il
soon do your business.””  Accordingly St
Evin went to the river bank, where the fish
were already mustered, and stated his case
to them in an exceedingly oratorical and na=.

rumentive discourse, which appeared to the
court altogether unanswerable.  However,

proclamation was made for the rival advocate
to oome forward in his own behalf, and s
non-appearance was immediately decided 10
be a regular contempt, whereupon judgment
was suffered to go by default, and it was de-
termined that from thenceforth for evermore
the salmon should always choose the Nore as
their parent stream, whilst the Chads, a

miserable and meagre fish, alone were sul-
fered to frequent the Barrow. The resolve
being come to, off went the fish rejoicing
that their difficulties were all now removed,
and everything was most satisfactorily ar-

ranged : and then 85t. Evin wakened St.
Moling and communicated to him . the irre-

vocable decree of the finny convention. The
poor saint of the Barrow was obliged to take

the trick in good part, for there was no tri-
bunal of appeal, and from that day forth

his brethren and himself had to mﬂrtia their
stomachs with the tasteless and dry Chads

« On Fridays when they f e

whilst the Monks of Ross, luxuriated upon

the rich curdy salmon,
To say the truth we cannot tell how te
reconcile this most veracious angd curious

story with Spencer's description of
The goodlie Barrow which doth

Much store of salmon in itg deep
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nor with the present reputation of that river
for the same palatable fish, But we must
only conjecture that at the period of the
Reformation, or in the heretical days of the
Wicklifites or Lutherism, the salmon of this
river became contaminated with the new doc-
trines, and waxing regardless of their reli-

gious observances and long customs, separi-

ted at the water's meeting, and indifferently
took the left or right passage up the ** Btub-
born Nore " or *f Gm&-i: Barrow.” 1t is, at
all events, consolatory to reflect that a large
proportion of them remained firmly orthodox
as the fisheries of Woodstock and elsewhere

can to this day testify.

Before concluding this part of our subject,
we must nmot omit to mention the ancient
Church of Cluan, situate near the Castle.

Surrounded by a grateful shade of forest
trees, the spot is one of much seclusion, but

the ruin derives its principal intersst from
the fact of the great antiquity of a portion
of the structure, The m:iiurn_wdftk 1; of
cyelo ortions, ever the in of =o-
otencss of construction; and the door-way,
situate in the west gable, is flat-headed, with
neclined sides of the true early Christ.an
type. On the upper lintel, or architrave, is
sculptured in relief a cross of shape ealled 1n
heraldry * pattee '—a most remarkable fea-
ture. 1t is curious that this church, though
of the most remote antiquity, and possessed
of se much interest, has been altogether over-
looked by the careful and ]rll’l-lllflﬂﬂl_P'E'!iriﬂ
in his great work on -&IIELF Irish Eﬂ:ﬂuﬁﬁ

itecture; we can, however, promis
:rnft]ij::nrf who may be nclined to visit the
spot that he will find 1t a perfect gem.

We must here again breik off, hoping at
an early date to loiter with our renders
amidst the pleasant woodlands and along the
mountain streams and rocky waterfalls of

Woodstock,
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MOTES

* The story runs that the youth was wild

and dissipated, and the poor meother com-
slaining of his misconduct to her feudal

mmwter begged that he would interpose his
authority and endeavour to reclaim him. The
saron told her to send the lad to him und
he would soon ** quiet ' him. The mother
departed rejoicing, but having sent her eon
to the castle, was horrified to have his dead
body returned to her with a message from
ile cruel lord to the effect that she would
now find the scapegrace ' quiet enough! ™
This wild tradition has been most unfairly
dealt w.th by two lady tourists of the book-
making and twaddling tribe—Mrs, 8. 0. Hall
in her * Ireland—its BScenery, Character,
ke..” more properly * Ireland carricatured
and humbugged,”’ would appear to have for-
gotten to mention it when noticing Wood-
stock, where, of course It Wwis related to
her, but not L&lm; very particular about such
trivial matters, she turned it to account else-
where, and ascribed this incident to a castle
situate in Tipperary or Queen’s County, w¢
forget which, but where it was altogether
out of place, Lady Chatterton, in her
‘* Home Sketches and Foreign Recollecions,
with more honesty gave it is proper locality,

but drew freely upon a fertile imagination
for very unnecessary ambellishments, Here

is her perverted version of the curious
iegend—

« Clewen Castle belonged formerly to the
Fitzgeralds, and s now fallen to ruin in &
very peculiar manmner, The four cornems of
its large square tower are rent asunder, and
through the fissures thus formed, the wind
howls with a strange unearthly sound. The
wild legend, which 1 give as related to me,
accounts for this peculiarity of its destruc-
tion in the following manner :—The last

Baren Fitzgerald to whom it helonged gave
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one night a splendid feast within its walls.
He was boasting of its wealth, and of the
uninterrupted prosperity which his family
had enjoyed for many generations when n
person deseribing herself as a poor widow
came to the door and begged for charity.
Fitzgerald repelled her with disdain, and
angrily reproved her for interrupting his en-
joyment. The widow immediately assumed
the form of a banshee—that well-known ap-
parition, which always foreboded death o
one of the ancient family of Fitegerald. The
haron and his guests trembled at the sight,
and their mirth was turned into sadness, But
after a few minutes Fitzgerald gazed stead.
fastly on the supernatural being who still
remained under the great gateway of the
banqueting hall, and said to his companions
—5 Let not vour hearts be sad; if my hour
has come I will die bravely, as my [athers
have done.” * You will not die as your
fathers did,” said the banshee, " for they
foll on the battlefield, and their spirits now
dwell with God: because during their lives
they were ever mindful of the poor. No
beggar was ever turned from their doors, and
therefore a blessing attended them and their
possessions, Proud Baron! your hour draws
near, and I came to try your heart. If |
found it open to charity, your race would
have continued long to enjoy its ancient
areatness, but now that you have proved nn-
worthy, you shall miserably perish! This
castle, under whose splendid roof you have
forgotten that the poor dwelt without, ex-
posed to the howling tempest—this prond
castle shall by rent asunder; and as long s
the world lasts, its ruined walls shall remain
open to the four winds of Heaven!™ 5o
eaving, the hansheg disap in a loud
clap of thunder—the castie was struck b
lightning, and the great tower, which :on-
tained the bangueting room,6 was torn asutl-
der at the four corners. The roof fell in
upon the Baron and his guests, and thus
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perished the last of that powerful branch ot

Fitzgeralds, or Geraldines, as they were

generally called.”™ :
+ The original of this patent, an elaborate

parchment document with the great seal of

Ireland pendant, is at present in tha poses-

sion of the Rev. Philip Moore, R.C.C., Ros-

bercon, to whose antiquarian taste and dili-

rent research amongst the old inhabitants of

the surrounding district we are indebted for

much of this legendary lore gmbodied in these

papers.

Part 4—Woodstock.

Woodstock ! for the Kilkenny people what

a charm is there in the very name!—how
mingled with many memories of long blissful

gunny days, of happy social ‘‘fraternisations”
amiddt’ 166 greenm woork” aay! pnlassant wwoad-
lands. by the broad river's side, or u the
rocky torrent’s course. Many a young l.l"hlmr*t
will beat high when the name is spoken &t
recollections of love-passages which have, ere
now, taken place in ‘' lLennox Bower,"" or
* The Red House.”” Many a head now, per-
haps hoary, will remember the time when n
health and youth its owner footed it there
featly in the mazy dance; and not a few of
those who will read this paper, some perhaps
even now grilling their livers "neath India’s
burning sun, w'll turn back with all the fond-
ness of first love to memories of those plea-
sant Tustic Balls which so often wound up
with a most deliclous impromptu ** petit
soupre ' of new potatoes and fresh-caught
salmon. And so it is—and will be; youth
will fade into age but love, song, and le-
light, are never dead. Yes! when we met-
tion the name there comes beforg our mind's
eye a thousand visions of * places of nestling
green,” made not so much for poets as for
pleasure parties—of bowers kept open for us
¢ Full of sweet dream, and health, and
quiet breathing,”
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forming ever '* flowing bands to bind us to
the earth”—of trees young and old, *‘sprout-
ing a shady boon to simp dﬁp." the lush
oak, the graceful ash, the darkly-piled syca-
more, the vivid green of the early buddi
chestnut with its pyramidal blossom, the
elm, the noble SBeoteh fir, the evergreen pine,
hanging in many a terraced height along the
fair hillside over the noble river—even as
we write
‘« A scent of violets and blossoming 1j
[oiter about us—and of honey-cel
Made delicate from all wild

bells.”
To speak of Woodstock, indeed, 18 *
of goodly bowers and gardens rarey
truly unrivalled in the South of Irela
those, extensive, almost paradisaical "ple
saunces,” with their cool deep grottoes thewr
rockeries, waterfalls, and fountains—their ===
alternate mazy paths and terraced walks,
with glorious stretching vistas whose side-
long aisles of noble forest trees are ever
backed by the stately and giant outline of
Brandon or the scarcely tamer form of
Mount Alto—unrivalled indeed are their
rare and beautiful flowers, some lifting high
their heads in luxuriant exotic beauty be-
neath almost temple-like domes of costl
glass, others creeping at their own sweet wi i
into the forest wilderness that stretches be--
yond those trim parterres. Yet with »'l
these attractions we must not too b dwall
upon the noble gardens and exquisitely kept
demesne, but return to our Tiver pathway
and keep along its course to the park en-
trance at Ininﬁugeh.n R

Manv a party who spent a long

day aif Wﬂﬁﬂﬂﬂk, have enjoyed an excellent
cold dinner and have gazed complacently
upon the bottles of champagne which were
to wash it down, as their silvered swan-
like necks reared their tempting forms
trembling 1n the sparkling spring hard by ;
a single ‘nook or corner” has scarcely
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gscaped their prying search, and every
ohject of attraction is supposed to have been
beheld and admired, but at the same time
they have in reality missed the most exgui- |
gite scenory in the locality, having explored
all the ways of the place except ™ the

watery way'' afforded by the river's bosom in
that part of its course between Cluan Castle

and the bridge of Imistioge—

¢« Where from a certain point to its wind-
ing flood, :
Seems at the distance like a crescent
moon."”’

Did the Nore not present us with one single
other object of beauty, this two miles of iis
course would, of i’t.uﬂn]ii'i stamp it as a noble
river. Oh! that we could worthily tell of
the majestic multudinous leaved trees that
cluster on its banks, where one might

wander many a day long

L ThrnuEl:kwildErﬂm and woods of mossed
5
Counting the passing minutes by “he
strokes |
Of the lone wood-cutter—————

of the rich lawny inches that stretch away
here and there from its brink—of the kine
grouped beneath the shade lazily lowing in
luxurious enjoyment of the calm summer day
—of the woods piled on high, tier over tier,
in all their mingled and varied glories of
foliage—of the gently drooping tress-like
sprays that bend lovingly down to kiss the
grey waters of the Nore—of the distant
glimpse of healthy mountain ntaeﬁn, caught
between the woods, showing purple in &

clear bright day—of the islets that divide
the stream, some ozier-covered and rich in

‘ palmy ferm and rushes fenny,” some

crowned with noble sycamore, of varied and
increasing loveliness which *‘ can never pass
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into nothingness."

But since we could do but small justice
to those natural beauties, we shall £‘|ﬂﬂi
ourselves with pointing out, as our bark
glides up the stream one or two objects of
interest. Brownsford and Cluan Castles are
leit behind, and the next spot on the bank
opposite to which we rest upon our oars is

Red House, a modern semi-Elizabethan
looking building, raised something over the
river, having a terrace in front ang within
a large room for the accommpdastion of
pleasure parties, and where an album is kept
in which twaddling tourists scribble their
effumons. These same twaddlers, amongst
the foremost of whom may be reckoned Mr.

and Mrs, 5. C. Hall, one fond of preservi

drawings of the Red House as seen from EEE
river—a picture which presents no very
striking feature that we ecan discover—hut
they seem altogether to overlook the mag-
nificent prospect to be beheld from the Red
House itself in which the Castle of Cluan
on its wooded eminence makes so fine a fea-
ture, backed by the closing hills and superhb
bend of river. The Red House i1z also a
station for pleasure and fishing-boats, and
opposite are the extensive salmon weirs of
" Mr, Tighe to which we alluded in our last
chapter. In the immediate neighbourhood
is one of the sweetest glens in the demesne,
through which winds with a beautiful de-
vious course a rocky stream that near the
glen's mouth precipitates itself over steep
crag, forming a double fall, a perfect minia-
ture of Poulaphooka. A pathway runs along
the margin of the stream and across o
rustic bridge, every turn leading to new
combinations of close rocky scenery, enrichad
with the most varied foliage, and high above
upon an overhanging cliff stands “ the cor-
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fore made classic ground. Our native
Novelist has no doubt exaggerated the ex-
tent and wildness of the scene, which no-

where ascends in reality, to sublimity,
though it often rises to grandeur, and is
everywhere highly picturesque. The scene
will however, be dear for Banim’'s sake, if
not for its own beauty to everyone mter-
ested in in our native literature—they will
never visit it without thinking of the strik-

ing oclose of the tale where the dwyi
Tresham mistakes the real appearance ttl:bgf
Anna for her fetch, and where they plunge
together from the precipice above the cata-
ract and are lost in the abyss of whirling
waters beneath.

Ascending the Nore we next perceive on

tha Woodstock side a ruined house situate
upon the river's very brink. It is a long

building with two rows of windows to the
front looking out upon the water, but was
never possessed of much pretensions, and,
ivied and lichen covered as it is mow, 1t 18,
perhaps, a more beautiful object than when
'+ was inhabited and rejoiced in formal regu-
larity. The remains of this * modest man-
gsion "' are interesting however, Aas being
the family residence of the proprietors uf .
Woodstock—of those who first applied to the
demesne that title in the early part of the
eighteenth century.

Our readers will nmot, perhaps, have {or-
potten that we have before mentioned the

fact of Captain Stephen Sweet of Kilkenny,

after the rout of King James's force, Struck
with the romantic beauty of the spot, Cap-
tain Sweet erected a residence for himself
and family in the centre of its most pic-
turesque scenery. He died on the 7th
Apgust, 1725, in the 65th year of his age,
leaving an only daughter, Elizabeth, who
had married Kenrick Flowers, Esq., the oni¥
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gon of William Flowers, who on the 1l4th
March, 1680, was appointed conjointly with
Lord Shelburne, Ranger and Gamekeeper,
or master of the game, Ranger of the
Phoenix Park, and of all the parks, forests,
chases and woods in Ireland: he was also
Sheriff of Dublin in 1687, and Lord Mayor
in 1708, and was created a Baronet of Ire-
land on the 26th October, 1724, Sir Wil
liam outlived his son, but his grandson, Wil-
liam, only son to Elizabeth Sweet, succeeded
him in 1735 as the second Baromet. In
1749 he was Member of Parliament for his
own Borough of Inistioge, and in 1761 he
represented Knocktopher he was also sworn
of the Privy Council, and married Lady
Elizabeth Ponsonby, daughter to the Earl
of Besshorough; but dying without male
issue, the title became extinct. Bir William,
however, left an only daughter, Sarah, who
i 1765 married Wiliam Tighe, Esq., of Ros-
sana. in the County of Wicklow, the de-
scendant of an ancient Milesian family whose
original patronymic was McTeige, Mr. Tighe,
of Rossana (who was the grandfather of the
Right Homourable William Fownes Tighe,
the present proprietor of Woodstock),
was the son of William Tighe, Esq.,
Keeper of the Records in Birmingham
Tower, and Member of Parliament for Clon-
mines,_ by Lady Mary Bligh, daughter of the
Earl of Darnley; and his grandfather,
Richard Tighe, also was one of His Majesty's
Privy Council. We have thus accounted for
the manner in which the estates of the old

Baron of Cluan passed from the purchaser,

after their confiscation, 1o the present E:!-
sessor, but we are uninformed as to which

f the descendants of (,‘I.Ftﬁl'n Bweet 1t was
Iﬂll‘lli'l'u:n- abandoned hi i residence and
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as far as the eye can see it from the river's
bed, leaping from rock to vock in foamy ire,
amidst ﬂvﬂﬂl.lll:lgillg clusters of rowan trees
and holly branches, and drooping weeds—

£ — a lush screen

Thick, as to curtain up some WwWood-

nymph's home ""—

until emerging with a headlong dash it flings
itself precipitately into the broad Nore over
a rock some 30 or 40 feet high. Immedi
ately opposite the Waterfall, on the Wood-
stock side of the river glimmers through
the foliage, the latticed and trellised win-
dows of a wvery pretty cottage, all over-
grown with woodbine and roses intertwining
round its rustic verandah, from which—
when we visited the spot for the purpose of
this present writing—we could see issuing

* Fair faces, and a rush of garments

white
Plainer and plainer showing—'till all
past
doubtless some pleasure seeking party bound
to the Red House along the widest valley of
the wood, which here keeps by the river
bank surmounted by a magmficent wall of
rocks and screem of hanging woods, asg bean-
tiful an avenue as poet ever wandered
through.

From this point to Inistioge the river,
though beautiful as before, presents no ah-
ject calling for an indiviaual description;
and as our boat lands us at the town we may
be permitted to enter the principal avenue
of the demesne leading to the house, and, by
the way, conduct our readers to one
of view from which, perhaps, the finest pros-
pect is to be obtained—although in that
rich demesne of five hundred acres of wood-
lands hanging in one noble shade to the
river, and abounding so largely with beau-
tiful  landscapes, it is hard to select one
from the many. The foreground is made
grand by some of the noblest forest trees

we have ever seen—many of them entwi
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with parasite plants, some sweeping the
green sward with leafy tendrils. Between
is a vista showing beyond it, first a ferny
underground of woodland through which the
antlers of a fine troop of deer are wvisible,
and beneath it the noble river sweepmng

along towards the faroff Wexford lls.
Brandon, m the background, its bare em-
purpled head rocky and fern clad. Beneath
the mountain rich cultivated terraces slope
down to the river side with their bright
white farm homesteads gleaming in the sun,
Immediately below the gracelul arches of the
long picturesque bridge stretch across uhe
gentle flowing river. The village of Imis-
tioge at our feet with its shattered mural
defences and its ivy covered abbey tower.
Passing along from this enchanted land-
scape we plunge through the forest shade
and soon reach the modern house of Wood-
stock, a very superb and beautiful structure,
rich in many gems of art, and possessing
some beautiful pictures. Its principal at
traction, however, is its association with
the name of Mrs. ﬁhr,r Tighe, who here ool-
lected

‘“ The graces that adorn her first wild
Hln_g !I_

the exquisite poem of ‘ Psyche, or the legend
of love '—where she passed the latest years
of her life, and near which she was buried.
This lady was a daughter of the Hev Wil-
liam Blashford, and was born in this county
in the year 1773. She gave early indications
of surpassing talents, and her beauty and
accomplishments procured numerous SuItors
for her hand. Her marriage with Mr. Henry
Tighe was entered into when she was f:ti
tremely youthful, but she was early attac

with severe bodily infirmity which dﬂprli:t‘d
her of the use of her limbs; however, mn ‘he
intermitting hours of protracted suffering
she solaced herself by the indulgence of her

'
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rich poetic taste, being compelled to have
an amanuensis to commit her thoughts to
paper ; and her compositions have been e
clared to be the finest which ever appeared
in this or any other language from a female
pen. She died at Wpodstock on March 24th,
1810, in the thirty-seventh year of her age.
Her tomb is in the graveyard of the ancient
Abbey of Inistioge, and is enclosed in a
plain mausoleum. The monument itself is
a very beautiful design, and is an illustra-
tion of the superior elegance and touching
affect of the altar tomb and recumbent effigy,
even when combined with modern costume.

Mrs. Tighe is represented as reposing on a

couch, and there is a volume of fine intel-
lectual expressioin about the [noce, Mrs.,
Hemans, a sister poetess, whose name I8
better known, visited the monument, and

thus describes it :—
i+ We went to the tomb, ‘the grave of

poetess,’ where there 1s a monument by
Flaxman : it consists of a recumbent female
figure, with much of the repose, the mys-
terious sweetness of happy death, which is
to me so affecting in monumental sculpture.
There is. however, a small Titanian-looking
sort of figure, with wings, sitting at the
head of the sleeper which, I thought, inter-
fered with the singleness of effect which the
tomb would have produced; unfortunately,
too, the monument is carved In very rough
stone, which allows no delicacy of touch.
That place of rest made me very thoughtful ;
I could not but reflect on many changes
which had brught me to the spot I had
commemorated three years since without the
glightest idea of ever visiting it; and
though surrounded by attention and the ap-
pearance of interest, my heart was envying
the repose of her who slept there."”

The interest of this monument 1s pﬁrfntﬂ—
ated in more than one of the beautiful lyries
of Mrs. Hemans—a fitting tribute from A
fair child of song to a sister in the gentle
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Frgﬂnnﬁl:!at:r the minstrel,

ut Mrs. Tighe was not the only litera
member of the family. The IltulI Willilru{
Tighe, Esqg., father of the present proprietor,
was a man of the most profound research
and undoubted talent, His ** Statistieal
Survey of the County of Kilkenny™ is a book
of sterling and lasting value as a work of
reference, and contains a large mass of
most important and curious information, col-
lected by him with indefatigable persever-
ance and industry, on eviry subject con-
nected with the undertaking. His brother,
Mr. Henry Tighe, was also an accomplished
scholar and cultivator of literary taste. Mrs.
Hemans in the letter to her sister, above
guoted, bears this testimony to his talents:

Amongst other persons of the party was
Mr. Henry Tighe, the widower of the poetess.
He has just been exercising, 1 found, one of
his accomplishments in the translation into
Latin of a little of mine; and I am
told that his version is very elegant.”

We may fitly close this chapter by alsn
extracting the general description which
Mrs. Hemans gives of the scenery of Wood-
stock: her testimony to its varied beautics
is very high and competent authority, aud
no one who knows the place will be _'|lk:l‘f|]|'
to gainsay the truthful und graphic peture
which she draws of 1t:— :

““ The scenery of the place is magnificent—
of a style which 1 think 1 prefer to every
other: wild profound glens, rich with every
hus and form of folinge, and a rapid nver
sweeping through them, now lost and now
lighting up the deep woods with sudden
Anshes of its waves. Altogcther it reminds
me more of Hawthorden than anything |
have seen since, though it wants the solemn
rock pinnacles of that romnntic place. |
wish 1 could have been alone with nature
and my thoughts; but, to my Surprise, I
found myself the object of guite a reception.
There was no help for it though I neve:
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¢alt so much as if 1 wantcd a large leaf to

wrap me up and shelter me.”
In our next chapter we shall notice bhe

ancient little Borough of Inistioge, with its
scenery and antiquities.

Part 5—Inistioge

Reaching the spot at which the tidal water
of the Nore ceases, we are at Imistioge. From
thence. in following the course of the * stub-
born !’ stream, we must wander by the river-
side pathways where the gleaming water

“ Gurgles through straiten'd banks, and

still doth fan
Itself with dancing bulrush, and the
bream
Keeps head against freshets.”
Here and there we shall have to make detours
through woodlands or shady lanes when
either some bold prock forcing itself dﬂ-‘n LN
the water-side or a tributary stream impedes
our passage. The placid surface of the pas-
toral river will be no longer broken by barge
or lighter, or even by a boat of such digm-
fied pretensions as the six-oared gig in which
we have hitherto travelled, but whose Bser-
vices can be no longer of use to us, The flat-

bottomed cot of the fisherman  or the sl
pleasure-boat which never leaves its quiet bt
of river ponded by the mill-weirs, we shail
now only see. But before we proceed along
those quiet woodland alleys to ‘iwhere the
jaunty streams refresh themselves "' let 0
for a while linger at Inistioge.

We shall suppose ourselves entering the
village by the Ross road. For some wWme
we have overlooked the valley of the Nore,
with the shattered tower of Cluan helow us.
and the magnificent woodlands spreading all
around. Between the closing hills, in the
middle distance, we see the river hending ofl
towards Ross and the far removed Wexford
hills. Now the whole glorious panorama 1A
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shut out as we plunge into a closer land-
scape ; magnificent forest trees over the
way, and on the gentle slope of the hill-side
to the right of the rond we pass a pretty
cottage, though one of those abortive modern
attempts at the Elizabethan style. But we
shall not abuse its incongruities because there
are trim parterres aroungd it, and

““ A bush of May-flowers with the bees
about them:
Ah! sure no :cumhi nook could be withunt
em '—

beside many other luxuries ** bright, milky,
soft, and rosy." The sight of so sweet a re-
treat reminds us that we are entering the
village, and in a few minutes more we stand
upon the bridge, the last that crosses the
Nore—a graceful bridge, too-, though not o

very ancient one.

Who ﬂ'w over a bridge without
gazing up down the river which it spans?
He must be, indeed, an indifferent traveller
who on such an occasion looks straight oo
his rond and neither tu ight or
|eft—such a man would
to Beersheeba and say all was barren.” The
view down the river from the bridge of Inis-
tioge shows the Nore wandering through 1%
lands beautifully wooded until it is lost
amdst the glades of Woodstock. Up the
stream we see it brawling between the little
town and the bold rocks which spring Irom
the water's edge at the other side. Passing
on, we remark the remains of the old town
wall where it bounded the borough to the
south-west. The decaying mural fortifica-
tions of an ancient community form a sight
which we ever loved to gaze and ponder Om,
and bere they are rich in all the beauties
which nature delights to spread over every
ralic of the past—ivy and wall-flowers end
lichen of glorious colour; but besides, what
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every old town wall cannot boast, here they
are loaded with more dehicate creepers, which,
being not ** native here,’”” show that the cul-

tivating hand of man is about them also.
They are decked, too, with

 Clumps of woodbine taking the solt
wind
Upon their summer thrones."

and roses clinging amongst and mingling with
the dark ivy, so that fhe shattered wall forms
indeed a pleasant object as you enter the
peaceful little village which in more iron

times it gun

There are few villages in Ireland and cer-
tainly not one in our own county so beautiful
as Inistioge. It has all the elements of the
picturesque about and within it ; situate in a
lonely valley, surrounded by lofty hills,
watered by a noble river, having withun its

boundary an ivy-clad abbey tower, and the
remains of its mural fortalices, besides being

neat and full of pretty houses, decorated by
many choice flowering plants which show by
the luxuriance of their growth that the snug
little settlement is sheltered from ‘‘ all the
airths the wind does blow ""—with such ad-
vantages, so many and so varied, we think
we may venture to hold 1t up as a rival to
the most favoured localities in Ireland. The
name of Inistioge (‘‘-inch-tih-oge ™), we he-
lieve, signifies literally—** the island of the
Virgin's house.”” In this country low-lying
meadows upon the margin of rivers, though
not surrounded by water, are commonly
tormed * inches '’, and a religious establish-
ment was early made here dedicated to the
Virgin Mary and also to Bt. Columb, who
have been ever since esteemed '‘ the especial
patrons of the place.”” The town, like many
others in our county, derives its origin from
the monastery, around which it sprung up,
and from which it obtained its first chapter
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of incorporation. The church feuars who eon-
stituted its earlier population held the Prior
as their lord temporal as well as spiritual,
but, in later days, being made by royal char-
ter a regular mmnn:i it did not, like Jer-
point and other similarly constituted com-
munities, fall into decay with the suppression
of the monastic establishment from which it
drew ite first existence: and although now
deprived of its privileges as a municpal and
parlinmentary I:nrm:%h—tﬂwn, it is yet, under
the fostering care of a heneficent and resi-
-iient landlord, a prosperous and thriving vil-
age.
The ruins of Inistioge Priory constitute the
principal claim of the town to be considerad
of antiquarian interest. remains have
been, by a misfortune only too common, con-
verted into a parish church, ang it is need-
lesg to say that the transformation is, as
usual effected in very bad taste. We hrﬂ

spreads an enclosed graveyard luxuriant in
dark coned shrubs of cypress and laurel, mak-
ing shady nooks where in early spring

¢ The leprous corpse, touched by that gpirit

tender,
Fxhales itself in flowers of tender breath

Like incarnations of the gtars.”

It is a fitting burial place for a poctess, for
hers it is that the mausoleum to Mrs. Tighe
ands. of which we spoke before in our chap-
ter on Woodstock ; we would wish agan,
nevertheless, to linger for a moment upon
spot containing the ashes, and made sacred
by the inspired fancy of that singularly gifted
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woman—to gaze once more upon that face
which, though but sculptured by mortal hand
yvet seems so life-like in the expression and
mark of that intelleet which the original so
eminently possessed, that we might almost
deem it placed there

“ In mockery of monumental stone,”*

The original religious house of Imistioge
seems to have been founded so early as the
year 200, but this Culdee institution would
appear to have been suppressed upon the
English invasion, for the only fact in the way
of ecclesiastical history which we can find
recorded of the place between the arrival of
Stronghow and the establishment of the
Augustinian Canons there about the year
1210, is a statement in Allan’s Registry (vol.
21) that in the reign of Richard 1. Prince
John, Lord of Ireland, confirmed to John
Comyn Archbishop of Dublin, amongst other
possessions in Ossory, *° the knight's fee in
Inistioche, which by his consent had been pre-
viously given to the Staff of Jesus "'t 'The
monastery of which the ruins at present
exist was founded by Thomas FitzAnthony,
Seneschal of Leinster in the reign of King
John, and grantee of under that monarch
of a fair tract of land in the County of Kil-
kenny. He conferred the foundation on the
Canons of 8t. Augustine, dedicated it to St.
Mary and St. Columb, the ancient patrons of
the place, and, by the advice of the Bishop
of Ossory, appointed Alured, a Monk of Kells,
but originally of Boedmin in Cornwall, the
first Prior, giving him ample possessiong ol
land and titles for the support of the estal-
lishment. It is strange that the annals pre-
served of so important a Priory should be
meagre and but of little interest the follow-
ing are all that are to be found in books ¥
records :— ' X

1218, Alured, the Prior, yranted to St.
Thomas's Abbey, Dublin, all the rights which




he had received from Stephen Archdekin
Knight. viz., the moiety of the churches oi
Kilcormae and Thullabarry with their ap-
purtenances., Witness Ph. de Bray, and the
lord John de Vesey. The grant was con-
tinued by Archdekin, Witness, Thomas Fite-
Anthony, Senechal of Leinster (King's Col-
lections).

1318. The King granted a licence to the
Prior and Brethren of the Blessed Virgin ot
Inistioge, that Henry Fitzhenry de Rupe of
the Roar might have liberty to give them the
advowsons of the churches of the Roar and
Listerling, and two acres of land in each of
those places, by the way of glebes, to be held
by them and their monastery as alms for
ever: (Rot. Pat, 11, Edwd. II., 178),

1294. On St. Dominick's Day died Brother
David, Prior of Inistyoke, a man much to be
venerated and honoured as one who had acted
justly towards God and man (Clyn's Annals).

1855. John Modberry, the Prior, received
foul treatment at the bands of & brother
ecclestiastic, Stephen, Prior of Kells, who was
tried and found guilty of committing a rob-
bery upon him and fined therefor twenty
shillings. (King's Collections). ]

Hiilfﬁtm]:ﬁd, one of the Cluar family,
was the last Prior. At his own expense be
built a new belfry and cloister for his abbey,

and in the fﬂ.r 1527 he was made Bishop «l
Ossory, still holding his ﬂriﬂ-['j" by a dispen-
sation from the Pope till the general sup-
pression or religious houses ; he then surren-
dered the monastery of Inistioge, with all *ts
possessions, to the town, and received there-
from. in lieu, an annual pension of £20 Irish
for his life. He repaired the Bishop's palace
at Kilkenny, and gave to the Cathedral * o
crozier staff of silver and a fair marhle table
for the altar.” Ware informs us that in
1550 or 1551 he  died of grief, which in old
men is often fatal and was interred amongst
his ancestors at Inistioge.” All the posscs-
sions of the priory (amongst which are enu-
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merated eighteen burgageries within the town
of Inistioge and a tribute of forty-six hens
payable yearly from the tenants of the samo)
were granted by Queen Elizabeth to Edmund
Butler, brother to the Earl of Ormonde. The
last religious ceremonial witnessed in the old
Priory of Inistioge was the consecration
there of John Tonory as Bishop of Ossory in
1553, by order of Queen Mary, mn the room
of }inlﬂ, the Protestant DBishop, whom she
deposed and sent into exile, Tonory, like
his predecessor, Fitzgerald, ‘* died of gref
for the loss of his goods by thieves.”

So much for matters ecclesiastical; it 1s
fitting that we should now glance at the mih-
tury and civil history of the village. Of the
first there is not much remaining on record.
About the year 815, according to Keating,
when Hugh 'l‘.}rim:ligim was King of Ireland,
a fresh swarm of Danes landed on the Wex-
ford Coast, and marched into Ossory, plun-
dering on their way the towns of Teach Muna

_ (Tagmon), Teach Moling (St. Mullins, and -

Inis Tiog, the inhabitants flying terror-
stricken before them: but whilst ravaging
(Ossory (the present County of Kilkenny)
¢ the people of that country rose upon them
and with great bravery attacked Jhe
foreigners, who were unprepared for an 1
sault, and were intent upon carrying off
their booty, and after a desperate and bloody
conflict gave them an entire defeat, and slew
707 of them on the spot.”” In the year 1324,
near Christmas, Arnold Le Poer, Seneschal

 of the County of Kilkenny, gathered together

an army at Inistioge, with which he wasted
the territory of the Roar, and forced its pro-
prietor, Henry de Rupe (the former benefac-
tor of the abbey), who was in rebellion
against the King, to surrender and swear
allegiance to the throne. At the same period
William FitzJohn de Rupe of the Roar, was
imprisoned for treason in Kilkenny Castle,
and in 1311 the property of William de Rupe,
who was hanged for a similar offence, waa
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confiscated. The sum of £100, a large
amount in these days, was disbursed from
the Treasury to Arnold le Poer as the expense
of maintaining his army at Inistioge whilst
subduing the rebellious de Rupe family. In
1649, whilst Cromwell was at Ross preparing
to lead his victorious army into the County
of Kilkenny, the Duke o: Urmonde, rein-
forced by the regiments of Hugh (' Neill,
advanced his troops from Graigue to Inis-
tioge with the intention to prevent the
Parliament's army from crossing the Ross
river; however, finding that the had
been already effected by means of a

of boats, the Duke retreated to Thnm_l.l,t_ﬂ'n,l,
closely followed by Cromwell ** upon which,’
says the historian, ** Enistego, a little walled
town about five miles from Ross wag rFe
duced by Colonel Abbott,” who was one of
Cromwell's officers. The town was not gar-
risoned or fﬂrﬁﬁﬁd_luﬁnhﬂﬂﬁ: !:I:b.lra m.l.ﬂt:
any lengthened resistance. it came
be fortified at all we are unaware,
as it does not appear to have ever obtained
any charters of murage; however, some ol
the walls and two of the flanking towers yect
remain. Its two gates, called ** The Court
GGate " and * The Bur Gate "', have
been long since removed. ;

The civil history of Inistioge contains, per-
haps, the most curious and interesting merno-
ries connected with the town. The jormation
of the borough was somewhat singular, the
sharter of incorporation being derived from
the Prior and not from a lay lord of the soil.
We had however, some other similarly con-
stituted corporations in this county, such as
that of Irishtown, which derived from the
charters of the Bishops of Ussory. These
charters in the case of Irishtown are ol
pletely lost, and the original grant to Inis-
tiwge being fnrtunutaly_attll on record, we
consider it of sufficient interest here to pre-
sant our readers with a full translation. The
deed was made somewhat within the first
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twenty years of the thirteenth century:—

it Know all men, present and future, that
[, Alured, Prior of Inistioc and Canon of the
same, have granted and by these presents
do grant, to our Burgesses of Inistioc all the
liberties which it befits Burgesses to have and
me to grant, ¢ Imprimis’ viz., that no Bur-
gess shall be impleaded in any cause which
arises within the boundary of the borough,
in the Prior's Court or elsewhere, except in
the Hundred Court of the Town. That it
may be lawful for the Burgesses to hold ssaa
Hundred Court in their town one day in each
week, where they may plead without vexa-
tioug delay, and that none of them shall be
fined except by the consideration of the Hun-
dred Court; and that if any Burgess ghall be
fined he shall give security to us for 12d.,
of which 6d. is to be paid to us, and the other
gd. to be forgiven, without Yne mincien ok
corporal punishment, except in the cases of
old offenders. That no foreign merchant
shall be permitted to cut cloth or hold a wine-
tavern in the town of Inistioe, except for
forty days, and if he wishes for a longer
space he can only obtain it when 1t appears
to be for the profit of the town. That no
Burgess shall be compelled to give bail for
anyone, though he holds under him, except
with his free will. That said Burgesses ho
permitted to have a Merchant's Guild and
other guilds, and to take customs and tolls
with all liberties to them belonging, as is the
privilege of other good towns. That they
may dispose of their burgageries as seems fit
to them,K provided they do mnot injure their
neighbours, and that they whose holdings arc
situate near the river may extend them over
the water, so, nevertheless, that the ancient
be not impeded. We also ~grant

to me and my successors, The said Burgesses
to have commonage of our woods and to have
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gide the bounds of cultivated lands, meado
and enclosures. That no Burgess be com

lled to supply cattle (to the Priory) unless
@ first have security for payment at a rer-

z

1Y
tain time, and if any Burgess shall by his
own free will give cattle to the bailiffs of our
court, if there be no certain time a ted,
he shall be paid within forty days. $ 1
said Burgesses may set part of their tene-
ments to free temants to the extent of 20

¢hall be made n
common consent
our Bailiffs. And that this grant may re-
main firm to all future times; we have cor-
roborated it with our seal, Witness—Thomaos
FitzAnthony, Adam FitzMilo, M. FitzGniffin,
Stephen FitzA, Rodger Russell, Reginald
Kervit, William Poer, and William the Chap-
lain."

Inistioge does not appear to have any char-
tor from the Crown till the sixth year of the
reign of James I. when the inhabitants ob-
tained, upon payment of a handsome douceur
to that royal extortioner, a patent entithing
them to style their village ‘° The Town and
Borough of Inistioge,” to govern it by a
Portrieve, twelve Chief Burgesses and as
many Freemen as they might think fit to
elect and appoint. The Portneve 1o have
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the government of the town in as ample and
free a manner as the Portrieve of Cashel hid
or ought to have had. To hold a court from
three weeks to three weeks for the recovery
of dehbts to the amount of £20 Irish. To
build a Tholsel for a Town Hall. To appomnt
a Recorder and Town Clerk. The Portrieve
to be Justice of the Peace, Coroner and Clerk
of the Market, and to be elected annually
from amongst the free Burgesses on ithe
Feast of St. John the Baptist, and sworn
into office on the Monday after Michaelmas.
To crown all, the Burgesses and Freemen
were to have the important privilege of
sending two representatives to serve in Par-
iament for their borough—a right which
they continued to enjoy till the ing of
the Act of Union, when Mr. TigE:TﬂHH pa-
tron of the borough, and the Portrneve and
Burpesses received £15,000 compensation,
There are some curious recollections con-
nected with their elections and their repre-
sentatives. In 1642 Walter Dennis, one of
their members, was expelled from the House
of Commons for being implicated n the re-
hellion of that period, and in 1661 they were
represented in Parhament by sir William
Petty, author of the celebrated Down survey,
together with Joseph Deane, Esq., of Crum-
blin. The family of Deane, whose chief real-
dence would seem to have been at Dangan-
Terenure, near Dublin, continued without in-
terruption to represent the borough, and the
head of the corporation, either by themselves
personally or by their nominees till vhe
middle of the eighteenth century. They
appear to have had predominating interest in
the town derived probably from the rant
made by Cromwell to Joseph Deane, o Major
in his army, Efﬂéﬁl”m of land u:i, Bally-
gallon, Coolesillagh, Iycoughsoust, Powers-
v.ood, Coolroe, Coolreeny, and Ballyduff, all
gitnate in the mneighbourhood of Imistioge.
The family also similarly acquired a large
property in Meath and Wexford which they
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hold to this dav. Their influence in Inis-
tioge was for a long time unopposed, but
Captain Stepben Sweet, of Woodstock, naving
puvvehased the old Ehtnjl' property of Ime=
tioge from the Duke of Ormonde, his suc-
cessors, the Fownes family, asserted a mght
to the patronage of the Borough, in which
they ultimately sueceeded, triumphing over
the Deanes after a protracted desperate
struggle. A striking contrast is indeed
formed bhetween the peaceable little village of
Inistioge of the present time, and the bustle
and turmoil which it occasionally presented
in the olden davs of its electioneering glories.
The Journals 6f the Irish House of
for the year 1727 are filled with the discus-
cions which resulted from a double return ol
members for the Borough of Inistioge for the
vear. It appears that Fdward Deane and

Stephen Deane, Esqrs., were ruhurﬂddh? a0

whilst the Hon, Henry and Folliott Pon-
sonby, relatives of Sir William Fownes by
marriage, were also returned by an inden-
ture under the hands and seals of the Re-
corder, Christopher Hewitson, and several of
the Burgesses. Upon investigation of tue
matter it was found that the precept had
been directed only to the Portrieve, where-
gpon it was on the 20th December, 1727,

i Resolved, Nemine contradicente, that
James Bovde, High Sheriff of the County of

Kilkenny, by receiving a return from Chris-
| Recorder of Enistwoge,

i« Ordered, that the said James Boyde be,

Serjeant-at-Arms attending this House."
The High Sheriff remained in confinement

till the 20th January in the following year,
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when the following entry appears upon the
Journals :

t« A petition of James Boyde, Esq., Hi
Sheriff of the County of Kilkenny, in ¢ ¥
of the BSergeant-at-Arms attending this
House, expressing his sorrow for his offence,
by unduly making a double return for the
Borough of Enistioge, and praying to be dis-
charged out of custody, was presented to the
House and read.

¢ Ordered, that the said James Boyde hc
discharged out of custody, paymg his fees.”

In the meantime the Ponsonbys’ petition
against the return of the Deiliiés, as having
been procured by undue means, and their
petition was referred to the Committee of
Privileges and Elections, who reported that
in their opinion Edward Deane and Stephen
Deame, Esqrs., were not duly olected Bur-
pesses to serve in Parliament for the Borough
of Inistioge, but that the Honorable Henry
and Folliott Ponsonby were duly elected. The
question was then put to the wote of the
House, when tellers having been appointed,
and the usual formalities having been gone
through, it was finally declared that the
Honorable Henry Ponsonby was duly elected,
but that the election of the three other
gpentlemen was null and void. A new precept
was accordingly issued for filling the vacancy
which gave the Burgesses of Inistioge a g:l'll:lé
opportunity for a renewal of a *‘ shindy " :
the contest lay between Edward Deane and
Folliott Ponsonby, and after a desperate
struggle the former was returned. The de-
ieated candidate, of course, petitioned, but
he cannot have hal good grounds to rest his
case upon, as on the 6th November, 1729,
he obtained leave from the House to with-
draw his petition. :

From the Corporation books of Imistioge
it appears that a similar struggle for ascen-
dancy in the Municipal Council was long car-
ried on between the families of Deane and
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Fownes. The earliest record which we have
been enabled to consult dates at the year
1717§, when Edward Deane was Portneve,
and many others of the same family amongst
the Council of Chief Burgesses; one of the
name invariably held the Portrieve's office
for every successive year down to the middle
of the eighteenth century, when the Fownses'
interest seems to have grown too strong for
them. In 1750 a batch of seventy-three new
Freemen, chiefly residents of other counties.
were admitted, by which the Deane interest
was completely swamped; and a mandamis
having been issued from the K.il‘li;'l_ﬂumh
in 1761 ordering the Burgesses and Freemen
of Inistioge to elect a new Portrieve in the
Mufﬂhwm,tﬁanﬂmhﬂiu

Freemen and Burgesses are recorded to have

resigned. In the same year Sir Williamn
Fownes and several others of his intercst
were olected in their room, and Sir Wilbam
was subsequently declarcd Portrieve, an office
in which he continued till 1786, from which
period it was held by hig nominees, and those
of the Tighe family after his decease, till the
passing” of the Corporate Reform T I,
Anthony Pack, Prebendary of Clonamery,
having been the last Portrieve.

Loeal tradition asserts that the Deanes
fought manfully for the maintenance of their
hold upon the Borough, and were not van-
quished till every stratagem, warlike or legal,
had been unsuccessfully resorted to. On one
occasion the clan, having mustered im force,
perhaps headed by the worthy Knight, Sir
Robert, is said to have marched t.l_:m'nrﬂ_ﬂ Inis-
tioge from the direction of Graigue i il:t'll
battle array and determined to carry toe
borough by storm, However, al that period



132

no goodly bridge spanned the Nore at this
point, and the staunch supporters of Sir
William Fownes having, by a grand stroke
of generalship removed all the boats to the
Inistioge side of the river, the followers ol
the rival Knight were stopped short in the
midst of their career, and were obliged te
content themselves with assailing the eneiny
by showers of stones across the water niter
the fashion of Homer's heroes; each warror

like
« —— fierce Tydides stoops, and irom the
fields
Heaved with great force, a rocky frag-
ment wields
Not two strong men th' enormous weight
could raise
Such men as live in these degenerate

The foe no less heroically returned the com-

pliment; volley after volley of stones flew
across Nore's classic stream, but as the com-

batants were unable to come to close quar-
ters, their ammunition was expended with-
out any serious results, and the patience ol
the Deanites having at length become exhaus-
ted, they retired ‘‘ bootless home,” and the
doughty Burgers of Inistioge, in the Fownes’
interest, remained masters of the day.
Like other corporations, that of Inistioge

enacted by-laws for the government of their
town. Of these few of interest are extant,
but we cannot refrain from placing before
our readers one which presents a rare COIn=
bination of loyalty, with a due regard to th#
creature comforts of the candidate Freemen.
On the 6th October, 1718—we like to be
particular—*‘ upon a full assembly of ye cor-
poration it was ordered that no person be for
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the future be made free of ye said Corpora-
tion unless he then drink ye glorious memory
of King Willham in a bumper''—of course the
corporation provided the liquor at the publie
cost.

The Market Square of Inistioge, which con-
tains the Erim::ip:l.l part of the town, is com-
prised within the limits of the ancient walls.
It has a handsome appearance, being planted
with elms and surrounded by neat houses, In
the centre 1z a cross, not, however, the
market cross, for of the existece of such a
structure we have mo record, but a monu-
mental erection raised, as the inscription in-
formg us, to one of the old Barons of Cluan
and Brownsford. It must have been removed
to its present site from the Abbey burying
ground, The base of the cross is surmonn-
ted by a modern erection, somewhat rcsemb-
ling a miniature attempt at the Wellington
Testimonial, and quite out of character, A
fragment of the ancient shaft supports a sun-
dial in a neighbouring garden. :

The visitor to Inistioge should not fail to
inspect the Moat, a singular mound which
seems to hl‘l:ﬂ been orignally ﬂ-:m!trm !,:
the earliest military erection upon the firs
settlement at the place. Putting aside its
antiquarian interest, it is an object worth
being seen for taste of ingenuity has now
formed it, in connection with the ground
surrounding its base into the very prettiest
of flower gardens. There is a half-culti-
vated, half natural character about the ar-
rangemant of the place, which we admired
very much, for beyond those terraced beds
where grow the more tenderly cultivated

plants we observed

‘““ —Hill flowers growing wild
Into pink and purple chequer.

We ascend by a devious path around the

Moat, formed by what may be supposed 1o
have been the ancient esplanades of the

rural fortress, and having reached the sum-
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mit, we were well repaid by a very beauti-
ful view of the town with the mountain and
forest scenery around 1t: we have also
glimpses of the river chafing under the pre-
cipitous and wooded rocks on the opposite
side. Turning round, we get another pros-
pect of a very different character, quite in
the stern style of Salvator Rosa, A wild
and rocky glen calledq ‘* The Combe " ig pre-
sented to the river; through this rugged
ravine a brawling little mountain stream
forces its tortuous course to join the broad
Nore, washing, in its after journey through
the village, the site of the ancient town wall
on the north. Opposite the Moat the track
of a tiny streamlet leads up the hillside ta
the Holy Well of St. Columb. To this well,
not very long ago, on the Sunday after the
Oth June, pilgrimages were made. The de-
votees commenced their station at the town,
and crawling on their knees up the course ol
the stream through the sharp and shingly
stones which form its bed, they at length
painfully reached the little streamlet which
conveys the holy water to the larger brook;
up the steep hillside through the bed of
this smaller water-course they also laboured,
and when they reached the blessed well their
self-imposed pilgrimage had ended. There
was_ we are informed, a wooden image ol
St. Columhb, of great antiquity, enshrined
heside the sacred fountain, and there 1t re-
mained, protected by the simple faith of the
peasantry, until the period of the rebellion
of 1798, when some rude and over-zealous
‘¢ Protestant ' yeoman, not having the love
and reverence for ancient things in s
heart, but being moved and instigated by
a horror of all things savouring of papistry,
broke down the saintly shrine, and carrying
off the image in triumph flung it into the
swift stream of the Nore,Z when poor Bt.
Columb's effigy departed on a wider mission
than it was ever likely, but for this
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taken. For which deed of fanatic and mis
tlﬂkﬁﬂ. "[:IIEt-Ij we say Lo tllﬂ ﬂhlﬁ -ﬂf T t-h'-'!
J’E%l]l:ﬂuﬂ stout ""—** anathema! "

Ihere are but few other objects worthy ol
being particularised in Inistioge. We may
mention the Chapel, a large and convenient
but not particularly handsome, structure re-
cently completed which stands in most lov-
ing contiguity to the Parish Church; and
Fhﬂ schoolhouse, a very pretty cottage build-
ing located at the entrance of Mr. Tighe's
demesne. From the appearance of the
children in this school and the extreme
neatness of ity arrangements we should say
that it must be a great blessing to the dis-
trict. The example of cleanliness, regularity,
mdustry and order must, in our mind, be
productive of benefits at least commensur.
ate with the education received. Indeea
through the entire of Mr, Tighe's district
these gualities appear to have become para-
mount, and give proof, if any proof were
wanting, that a benevolent resident landlord
must impart a high moral tone and charac-
ter to the people amongst whom he dwells,
The apologists for non-resident rigtoos
must necessarily acknowledge this broad
truth, nor can be believe that there is any
district where the residence of a humane
and upright lord of the soil would not con-
vert itg condition, however i’l';ﬂti:hai t-'IIJ one
of prosperity and content, making the desert
places to smile forth in all the healthy luxu-
riance of a cultivated garden.

Having thus disposed, as far as our know-
ledge and ability admits, of the scenery,
antiquities, and historical associations of
Inistioge, we shall, in our next ‘' Nook,
solicit the companionship of our readers
along the woohlands crowned anr mmdn'.v:'~
bounded banks of ‘““The Noviee Nore.” We
have still to tell many a tale of chivalry and
many a hoary tradition |

* Which linger yet about long gothic

arches



136

In dark green ivy, and among wild
inarches ;

To speak the splendour of old revelries,

When butts of wine were drank off to
the lees

Benenth the shade of stately banneral

And thf-Ii bright lance against the fretted
wall :

Stories of shming cirass, sword and

shield,
And legends of many a bloody field.”

ol

NOTES

*'The execution of this monument does
credit to the genius of Flaxman, and though
carved in a rougher stone, we believe it may
even he safely rompared with those master-
pieces in the ideal of art, the recumbent
figures of children by Chantry in Ashburne
Church Derbyshire, and at Lichfield Cathe-
dral. It would appear, however, that there
is a dissentient voice on this question. We
may be here excused for quoting the deserip-
tion of the monument and mausolenm given
by a recent tuorist of the querulous class to
which Smellfungus belonged. @We do not
know his name, as we accidentally stumbled
on the paragraph in a scrap book—a litaral
scrap book too, for the ingenious proprictor
had managed to cut off the names of his au-
thorities when making up his ' book of
ghreds and patches.’’ Our readers will per-
ceive that the tourist does not think much
of the tomb as a work of art. He had been
hunting for some record of Mrs. Tighe from
Rossana, Couny Wicklow, to Woodstock, and
not having been told at the latter place that
there was a monument erected to her
memory, he seems somewhat irate at finding
one out through another source of informa-
tion, and so discharges, as follows, his re-
rundant bile. He 18 an Engliuhmnn, by the
way, and the name of Inistioge seeins 10
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have fairly bothered him. for he spells, and
no doubt pronounced it, * Innertiogue."

* When I reached the Church at Inner-
tioque the matter received a most striking
mnﬁrmnm There, sure enough, was a
monument in & small mausoleum in the
churchiyar:, It 16 & recumbept figure raised
on a granite altar-shaped pavement. The
figure is of freestone, resembling Portland
stone, and 1s lying on its side ag on a sofa,
being said by the person who showed it, to
be the position in which she died on coming
In from a walk. The execution of the
whole is very ordinary, and, if really by
Flaxman, displays none of his genius., 1
have seen much better things by a common
stone-mason (]) There & a little angel
sitting at the head, but this has never been
fastened down by cemeng (great fault 0-
deed—was he afraid the cherub would Hy
away?) The monumeat was no doubt erec-
ted by the widower of the poetess, a man ol
classical taste.”

It is strange, indeed. that the man of
classical taste should allow a monument to
be erected to the world-famed woman to
whom he had been united, such as a common
master mason could ﬂpmﬁutmmﬁmtd:
stranger that he sho neglect cement
down the * little angel!” The wingad
figure alluded to, and which, by the way,
seems to be a sad puzzler to stupid visitors,
by a really happy image is meant to represedt
Psyche, or the soul, typical of the spirit of
love so beautifully illustrated by chaste
music of the poetess over whom the sporit
soms to keep watch. It is somewhat sur-
prising that Mrs, Hemans did not perceive
this felicitous and poetical allusion, and calls
this little sculptured Pysche, t‘llthi"r con-
temptuously, we fear, " & Titanian-looking
sort of figure "'—but it is often thus that
the most beautiful i1deas are misunderstood.

+ The Staff of Jesus ” was amongsi the
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list of relics of All S8aints, Dublin, and it was
transferred there from Armagh by the Nor-
man invaders about the year 1180. It was
traditionally said to have been presented hy
an Angel to St. Patrick, and it was held n
such reverence that large offerings were
made for its ** support "' to the clergy. The
Four Masters record that it was burned by
the Reformers in 1537.

t This grant would seem mnever to have
been carried into effect, for at the dissolu-
tion of Jerpoint Abbey it was found to be
possessed of the advowson of the Church of
the Roar.

§ We take this opportunity of thanking
Thomas Innis Esq., of Inistioge, for kindly
affording us valuable local information and
giving us every facility to consult the ocor-
porate documents in his keeping. The ear-
lier records of the municipal body may per-
haps be still in existence, and we need
scarcely say that, should any of our readers
be able to inform us on the subject, we shall
be greatly obliged by their doing so. Any
intelligence as to the present repository
the corporate records of the ancient boroughs
of Thomastown, Gowran, and Knocktopher,
would also be esteemed a favour.

S ——

No. 6—From Inistioge to Grennan.

In our last chapter we gave as much of
the *‘ memo rabilia "' of Imstioge as we were
enabled to recollect. Before leaving it, how-
ever, we must direct attention to a fine view
of the village and its surrounding scenery;
which may be had from a point of the
Graigue road. at the other side of the rver;
and, lest we be deemed ungrateful for those

comforts which are as iﬂdispanﬂnhlﬂ to the
picturesque hunter, the antiquary and the
sketcher as to er men, we should nlso
loiter at ‘‘ mine inme.” No wanderer has

failed to do so from the days of old Chaucer ;
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and Isaac Walton's pleasantest reveries are
after-dinner ones, when * taking his ease '
in that rustic little caravansera, which,
when travel-tired, always makes us long for
a bed, smelling like his, of lavender, in some
wayside hostel where roses and honeysuckles
look at us through the windows. SBuch rest-
ing places the traveller does not often meet
in Jreland; but the Inn at Inistioge is a
neat and pleasant one, and shares with its
neighbour-houses, all the luxuries of flower
and creeping plants, It is therefore with
full sense of happiness that, having com-
pleted our survey of the village sights we
sit ourselves down in the parlour of er's
Hotel and talk of the abbey, the moat, the
old town wall the schoolhouse, and
the pretty flower-grown cottages; and
having dined and * thrice our palate
moistened,”” we prepare to start upon a
ramble in search of the river above alluded
iy —

i Agx those who pause on some delightful
bk S 4
Though bent on pleasant pilgrimage—.

Having crossed the bridge and ascended the
steep road opposite, we surmount the summit
of tga wooded and rocky ridge which forms
the river's boundary. e trouble of gaiming
this point of 'vantage is well repaid by the
views oltained from it. Looking down the
river we have the village and graceful bridze
of In‘stioge with Woodstock rising behind.
green lawns studded with trees rElmrm_;:
here and there the masses of wood, This
view has reminded us of the celebrated one
of Enniskerry as seen from the hill above
Mr. Grattan's place; the latter, though
superior to mountain scenery, yields to the
landscape we have glanced at in the featuras
of wood and water. Looking up the rver
a prospect of a very different character pre-
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sents itself. The broad valley of the Nore
lieg before us, hills rising above hills at each
side, not much wooded, but studded here and
there with a farmhouse and i1ts accompany-
ing cluster of trees, and covered with a net-
work of enclosures, some brown K some green,
some golden-tinged with ripening corn.
Through the centre of this fair valley winds
1!..'lm Nore, and the declining sun just break-
ing out as we gaze on the peaceful scene
changes its waters to a stream of molten
sllver.
~And now having taken this ** longing
lingering look behind,”” we are fairly again
on our journey up the river. Leaving Inms-
tioge by the Thomastown road the scenory
is bold and romantic, as the stream enters
the village the rocks and hanging woods on
the Graigue side giving it a picturesiue
character which it exchanges soon for a pas-
toral one, winding through broad meadows
as we ascend its course. OUn the side oppo-
site to our road the ground swells into gentle
ridges, and is broken by two pretiy valleys,
partly clothed with grown timber and
watered by separate mountain torremts. The
first of these comes down through the glen
of Dobbin's mill from Brandon. Higher up
the stream of Aughnagrass descends to the
Nore from the Coppena hills through the ro-
mantic little ravine of Rockview. Both
these streams are spanned by picturesque
bridges where they join the Nore, and the
valleys through which they run are prettily
studded with cottages, each peaceful home-
stead having its own clump of trees, all of
which objects impart a pleasing effect to the
pleasant pastoral scenery. A little higher
up we stand on the bridge of Kilmacshane,
sometimes called the Foxhunter's Bridge, the
second which spans the Nore. The struc
ture is modern, and is omnly remarkable as
presenting & very awkward turn at each of
‘ts entrances. From its parapets & pretty
landscape is discovered both up and down the
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river. Lookmg down we have the hills of
Brandon and Coppena with the singular
eminence térmed, from the peculiarity of its
outline, * Baddle Hill," in the background,
and the Nore in the front gliding swiftly
towards the woodlands of Inistioge. Up the
strenm a sylvan picture of a gentler

shows the river emerging quietly from the
woods of Ballyduff and Brownsbarn, its even
course recently disturbed by a salmon weir,
and the noise of the distant falling water
coming softly and soothi on the ear.
We shall not cross the bridge, but rather
take the river pathway, and a pleasant path
it is, through the deep green meadows marg-
ing the western side of the quiet sylvan
stream. We pass through the demesne of

cLOMhal i SoR e \lae Soving Wimtl
othed wi water ing gently
under the drooping branches of the trees—
here and there lingering in dark inlets
formed by jutting ' house of Bally-
duff 1s a modern one, well situated above
the river, amidst

# ——————the pleasant green
Of easy slopes, and shadowy trees that
lea

n
So elegantly o'er the water’s brim.”

Above the house of Ballyduff the Argula
River, one of the largest tributaries of the
Nore, comes down from the hills which bound
Knocktopher, through a richly-wooded valley,
giving fair promise to the tourist of many &
romantic ** Nook and Corner' along :ts
sinuous course. The demesne of Browns-
barn on the east bank is next passed, its half
ruinous mansion, its rich sloping lawns and
the fine oak timber still remaining tell of
more prosperous days; and Coclmore on the
opposite side of the river with its fine trm
pleasure grounds and handsome modern man-
sion, presenting a marked contrasi—on one
side decay and ruined fortunes, on the other
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taste and culture, aiding the bounty of
natural beauties. Brownsbarn, anciently
termed Fossa McCody, was a portion of the
estate of the Anglo-Norman family of Arch-
deacon, which soon became “ Hibernis ipsis
Hibernioris,"” and assumed the more Milesian
sounding name of McOdo, subsequently cor-
rupted into Cody. It was declared forfeited
by Cromwell, who granted 1t to John Nixon,
one of the officers of his army: and in the
Nixon family it remained till it was a fow
years since sold by their present represen-
tative, and is now therefore vested in a non-
resident proprietor.  Above Brownsbarn,
and on the same side of the river, is an emi-
nence jutting towards the stream called ‘‘the
fourpenny rock,” and which thus obtained
its name, Some years since hoats were used
to convey merchandise from the tidal water
at Inistioge to Thomastown, a traffic since
altogether abandoned. The boats were
towed along in those days by men, who were
paid eightpence each for the journey up or
down between the two places. This was
ronsidered exactly half way, so that on ar-
riving there the men had earned fourpence
each, and therefore did they term it “* the
fourpenny rock.” Following upwards, hy
Coolmore, the course of the stream, the pil-
grim by the Nore's green margin finds his
progress along the west or right bank barred
by another old mass of rock: it is of clay
slate, the most picturesque of the primitive
group, ever rich in ferns and lichens and
plumy grass which, with rock-flowers ol
varied dies, nestle in iis rugged chinks or
droop from its bold projecting ledges. In
none of these beauties 1s Dysart-rock a whit
behind its compeers. The vy, 100 clusters
there in deep green masses, mingling with

Fair clinging weeds

Clasping its grey rents with verdurons
woof,”




143

and the dwarf oak, sending its roots deep
into the clefts, flings its goaried arms across
the sky, while the light feathery ash and the
fresh green foliage of the hazel afford a
contrast of hueg seldom surpassed—

‘““ Like pearls upon an Ethiop's arm
Each gives each a double -

The stream eddies in a deep dark pool under
the base of Dysart-rock, well known to the
cot-men of the Nore as the deepest ‘‘ hole ™
in the upper course of the river, and famous
for holding * good store of salmon in its
deep bosom.” Often on calm summer nights
have we marked the slender canoe-like cots
stealing in pairs about the stream, each with
its silent figures at stem and stern; and
seldom hag it failed but that when the dimly
seon forms entered the shadow of the rock,
the cots suddenly closed, the net was drawn

up, and t-hnnilﬂrjmfuuft-hu prize glis-

tened in the starlight. We could long linger

in the recollection of many such hourg spent,

with rod in hand, watching the sullen nsing

of the late-feeding trout; but, at the same

time, with eye and ear opemn for all sights

and sounds of beauty, as is the wont of

every true brother of the * gentle craft.”

Let us, however, return to our subject. Hav-

ing SuUrmoun Dysart-rock by a briar-

tangled path which winds through the cop-

pice, one of the most delicious nooks amongst

our river scenery lies beneath it, The rock

and hill upon which it abuts sweeps back in

| a bold curve from the stream, leaving space

between the hillside and river bank for o

broad grassy inch on which, nestling under

the rising ground and backed by folding

woods and the rocky crest of Carrigmourne,

| rises the tall and graceful ruin of Dysart
Castle. whose

i Lonely turret, shattered and out-worn,

Stand venerably proud—too proud 0

mourn it
Its long lost grandeur—————-
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A single glance suffices to show that this
tower could not have been erected for -he
abode of the feudal chieftain balf robber,
half noble—whose stronghold must have
been contrived and ever ready to stand n
giege. Dysart Castle has more of the mon-
astic character about it, and from its situa-
tion under the grey hillside it could never
have been a defensible fortalice. Im truth,
we know but little of its ancient history, ex-
cept that it was a grange belonging to the
rich Priory of Kells, to which commumty
the parish anciently called Dysart, now
known as Pleberstown, was appropriate. The
Parish Church adjoins, on the east, the
tower, and in the latter probably the Vicar

of the Monks resided along with the steward
of their property in the locality—that pro-

rty consisted, at the suppression of the
Abbey, of ten meassuages, 200 acres of arable
land, 100 of pasture, 10 of wood, and 40 of
moor, with the appurtenances of the annual
value, besides all reprises, of £3 13s, dd., a
sum which, though it appears tnfing at pre-
sent, was of importance in those days.
Dysart, with the other possessions of the
Abbey, was granted to James  the ninth Earl
of Ormonde, to be held by the service of the

paid annually to the Vicar of Kells,

The style of the remains of sediha and an
aumbry existing in the ecclesiastical part of
the structure prove it to have been erected
about the middle of the fourteenth century,
and the tower is probably of the same date.
The scene is altogether wild and romantic,
and nothing can be more in keeping with 1ts
lonely grandeur than the ruin itself. The fan-
tastic and turreted battlements and broken
walls of the tower are luxuriantly overgrown
with lichens of deep sienna to parts of the
pile, contrasting beautifully with the vy
tresses which with their iop berries,
clothe other portions of the building; and

the entire group in the sunlight of a sumimer
day stands out in bold relief against the
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sombre hills behind, But there is a deeper
interest about those secluded ruins and at-
tached to this beautiful portion of the valley
of the Nore, for adjoining the ancient tower
on the south some trifling remains of a more
modern date mark the site of the mansion
of the Berkeleys of Dysart and the wirth-
place of the Bishop of Cloyne, whose name
will ever live amo the roll of illustrious
men whom Ireland sent forth.* This &
not the place to review the life and works
of that distinguished divine and true patriot
—a task which has been recently ably exe-
cuted in the * Umiversity Magazine “"—but
it is not too much to that to the
lovely scenery which enriched his birth-place
George Berkeley owed much of that 1]
relish for the beauties of nature which his

-_l'.

statement is altogether a mistake, There is
no such place as Kilerin near Thomustown,
and the uniform and vivid tradition of the
pountry points to Dysart as the place of his
birth. Various entries in the tion
Books of Inistioge afford proof that the Ber-
keley family inhabited Dysart in 1725, and
continued to do so as late as 1756,

t Seo the original Register of the Endowad
School of Kilkenny, in the custody of the
present Master, Dr.
illustrious list of men known to fame as
Statesmen, Poets, and Philosophers might
here be given from its pages did space per-
mit. It seems to have escaped the Biogra-
phers of Berkeley that his intimacy with
Thomas Prior, to whom a great number of
his letters are addressed, commenced at this
School. The Register states that Frior left
second class for Trinity College, Dublin,
1609, the year beiore Berkeley's entrance in-

to the University.
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letters evince him to have possessed. He
was entered in the second class of the ancient
Endowed School of our City on July 17,
1696, in the eleventh year of his age, and
left the first class for Trinity College, Dub-
lin in 1700+ It may be allowed us to im-
agine the handsome thoughtful boy (in man-
hood he was noted for beauty of feature and
strength of limb) ** wandering by the wind-
ing banks of the Nore "' during the vacation
periods, and giving the vein to that luxu-
riant imagination which distinguished him to
the last hour of his life. In this age of
book-making, when volumes of uninteresting
correspondence teem from the Press, why
have we not got a good life of Berkeley and
a complete edition of hig letters? Those
fragments of his epistolary correspondence
prefixed to his works only make us long for
more: they show the man of deep and
varied erudition, and yet withal smmple-
minded as a child, ever intent on some plan
to benefit his country and hs kind—now
ready to sacrifice his splendid prospects to be
the founder of a Missionary College in Ber-
muda—again longing to be the Dean of Dro-
more, when his patron, the Duke of Dorset,
had procured him the Bishopric of Cloyne—
settling down in that remote part of Ire-
land, when he ‘‘did"" accept the See, and
entering - heart and soul into plans of 1m-
provement for the poor of his locality—re-
fusing to use the great interest he possesed
to procure himself the Primacy, because he
thought he could do as much good as he was,
and did pot feel himself ** in love with feasts,
and crowds, and visits, and late hours, and
strange faces "—and finally, when he wished
from the state of his health to remove to

England, applying to the Government for
leave to resign his bishopric, and only retain-
ing it because George IIl.,, who knew s
character well, would not receive his resig-
nation, and swore that he ‘' should die &
Bishop in spite of himself.”” The peasantiry
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still speak of the Berkeleys of Dysart; and
with that strange inversion of facts which is
often observable in traditionary lore, they
will tell gravely that the Bishop iipt- a
school there and taught his scholars that
there was neither spirit nor immortal soul,

but that, when the body died annihilation
ensued ; that to enforce this doctrine be
' made them leap over the schoolbenches till,
from striking against them, their shins were
bruised and bled; and then he informed
them that when all the blood thus ran out of
the body, there was end of them! Another
of the local traditions concerning the Bishop
—equally unfounded and absurd as the for-
mer—ig that his remains were interred with-
in the masonry of a portion of the battle-
ments on the summit of Dysarg tower.
Leaving Dysart, where we would gladly
linger longer, and turning our steps north-
ward, we next ﬂm;}h:hg “m'th for :
short distanoce, ving, with muc
misgiving anent the probability of being sub-
jected to a ducking, entrusted ourselves on
board one of those before-mentiomed canoe-
like cots, we pass over to the west bank just
where the oak Emd of Ihu:glnn !k:fl::h t‘-h;
: e, There 15 scar a pathwa
E-:rtfr :Et?:f&ﬂ the rocky wnudli:nd and the

llow.margined bank; large masses of
tnm?t:hin a]i.;:::: themselves ocasionally thﬁuﬁh
the openings in the forest, over-canopied by
the hﬂ;ﬁnﬁlhmﬂmﬂ of the sturdy oak and
tangled brushwood, amongst which the holly
trees grow in abundance. Sometimes the
course is impeded by a little stream which has
overspread the marrow way, atb other times

b the out-crossing rocks come down almost to

EI—E W

; ' hese 18 &
the water's brink, In ome of t
HI'I?H].I natural cavern which art has helped

' o. and which was for many years
E:in';:llllill':tg haunt of the -I:'_.E]Eh'l‘ntrlad mhh-ur,
Freny, and is known to this day as Freny s
hole or cave. Its entrance 18 S0 well l‘."l:llf-
cealed that the casual passenger would never
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suspect its existence, and when we visited the
spot in quest of the outlaw’s hold we should
have failed to discover its whereabouts, alter
hours of long searching, but for the guidance
of a little urchin whom we found engaged 1o
fishinz on the river bank. This nimble
Cicerone led us to a rude kind of stmr in
a chasm of the rock by which the cave 1%
approached ; its roof is partially artificial,
being composed of large masses of stone, oune
of which has fallen in, and there is an aper-
ture, or loophole, 1n the side of the cavern

which looks towards the river. The place :s
covered with ivy and rock-plants sufficient

“ To hide us up although Spring leaves

were none,"”’

and altogether it seems to have been a very
proper robber's den, where before the era of
green-coated and lynx-eved policemen and
omnipresent ‘* detectives,’ the freebooter
must have often found a safe retreat.

The valley of the Nore between the old
Castle of Dysart and Grennan, before the
barharous demolition of Grennan wood, was
richly timber-clad on both banks of the river;
fortunately Dangan still stands, and sweep-
ing upwards along the side of Carrigmourne,
forms & noble mantle to that rock-crowned
eminence. Following the path down the
stream, we emerge from the wood and get »
very beautiful view of Dysart Castle stand-
ing out in bold relief in its brilliant lhivery
of green ivy and rich yellow lichen against
the dark wooded hill behind ; whilst the river
in the foreground and a furze-clad rocky hill
in the middle distance form altogether an
exquisite picture, At this point, leaving the
margin of the Nore for a time, we must ask
the gentle reader to breast with us the hill-
cide and climb the breast of Carrigmourne.
Never was a ten minutes’ taxing of wind and
limb repaid by a nobler prospect; below lies
the shining river winding its gnake-like



149

course beiween banks clad with noble trees,
Al in its mid-day gold and glimmering,'
while the course of the wributary Argua
p:q:hutnﬂ_i_dfur many a mile by the told-
mgufthu.hﬂhnﬂ'mmdnﬁmﬂliw&-
grian, On the left Brandon lifts his heath-
clud head ; the forest scenery of Woodstock,
backed by Mount Alto, forms the centre

listance—and all basking wm the luxury of
a bright summer day, when sunshine chases

shadow across hill and wood and river, and

. the blue sky is seen,
Fretteg with many a fair cloud interwoven
Most delicately————." '

Truly we envy not the man who can stand
upon Carrigmourne on such a day and no
fenl himself stirred as with a spell when
gazging on the scene which we have endea-
vol faintly to describe,

And where Dangan wood girts Carrig-
mourne we must ‘‘give us pause’'—want ol
space forbids us to french to-day on Gren-
nan  where so much legendary lore awaits
ns—we shall, however, we trust, soon travel

again

By woods, and fields of yellow flowers
And towns, and villages and towers,
Day after day of happy hours,"”

KEILEENNY CASTLE
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LEGENDS OF CLUAN

(The following balkad is designed to illus-
irate a legeng given in a recent chapler of
the ‘“‘Nooks and Corners of our County,”
which preserves amongst the peasantry of
that district the affecting circumstance at-
tending the death of the last Baron of Cinan
or Clonamery, at the fight of Aughrim, whose
horse, “hey say, made Ias gool from
the distant battle-field where its master lay

slain to the Castle of Cluan without any
guide bug that of she wonderful instinet wo

constantly found in some of the lower

animals).

wAnd home eame the saddle, all bloody to

soe ]
And home came the steed—but home never
came he!"

Sm WALTER SCOTT.

There stood beside the winding Nore
A QCastle fair to see; _

It was the home of the Geraldine,
And a gentle knight was he,

But now a hoary ruin it stands
Beside the winding Nore,

All lonely, and all desolate,
A hundred years or more.

And though its' woods each year grow green
And the clear Nore flows on,
Yet Cluan's tower shall ever be

A Tuin grey and lone.

Cluan’s lord was a true knight—

The fire i ﬂmfurﬂﬁ" king’s right
e firsp 1n t hig king's right,
On .Lllx!L:li._t;]'.ll'ilrnﬂil:l bloody plain

Two summer nights scarcely past
Since that last fatal day,

When Cluan's lady mourning sat
For her good lord away.
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Oh! heavily and wearily
She sits within her hall
Ang startles oft ag if she heard
good lord's wonted call,

She sits beside her baby boy
As quietly he sleeps, :
And recks not of the woes for which
His tender parent weeps

And now she listens eagerly,
‘or hark! there comes a sound

Of footsteps, and her anxious eye
Is looking all around,

The sound grows loud ang nearer
Along the well-known track —

Can it be true that her good lord
“  Is well and safe come back?

g |
I hear the stamp of hig ﬂu?'.i stoed
Without the Castle gate.

Thus did speak in ecstasy,
fnd wel] did all obey,

And qui did the gate unbar
Fre vet began the day,

Down came the lady FEleanor
All trembling for jﬂj’,h s
And brings to welcome back hia sire,

Her sleeping infant boy.

| iz he a prisoner to lns foes,
Dhﬂr‘!fnjlﬂn m ttl:: fight?

ck his gallant steed
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““Oh. woe i he!" the lady cried,
“‘Sure this must bode of il!

“To see those ruddy drops of blood,
“My very soul doth chall.”

In vain they looked, they searched in ‘rn.m
Around both hnwnr and tree

But the last lord of Cluan's Hall
They never more shall seel

One summer day of dread and doubt
Had scarcely passed away

When a yvouth rode up in .Eu-ﬂ:t'ul haste
With lmkﬂ of wild dismay.

“Oh! noble vouth wilt thou not bide
“To one word to me— :
“What means thiz look of wild despair,

“Or whither does't thou fleef

“l am the lady of this tower.
“You may find shelter here—

“Or frieng nr foe, which e'er you be,
“Thou shalt have nought to fear.”

“Or friend or foe, which e'er 1 be,
“With thee I cannot bide—

A woeful tale is ming to tell,
“And one 1 fain would ]].I.dlEl

‘““Our rightful King hag lost his crown—
““And all our hopes lost we—
“Nought now ig ours, and the proud foe

“E"'ﬂﬂltﬁ in '.rmtuurj'

“k saw thy ]urd fn.ll I'? my sile
“Amadst a h slain,

i“While swiftly ﬂﬂw his thﬂt steed
“‘ \oross the baitle pla.m i

Thus having said, he turn’d lis
Hﬁ more she haa.rl:l him ﬂk
eyes,

Ang rim.lhd her cheek,
And well m both wail and weep
To leave her kinand home—
Her lovely tower to seize upon
The ruthless fos is come!
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