The Fair Avondhu.
Between Cork’s farthest highlands bleak, rugged and grand

And the wild towering hills bordering Kerry’s bold land

A bright shining stream winds its slow, sheltered way

‘Neath the dark mountain masses’ majestic array.

Here it loiters around as uncertain to start,

Like a child that is loth from its parents to part,

For with jealous caresses those guardian hills woo

This belov’d of their bosoms, the fair Avondhu.

With serene sister streams in its course early joined

On ‘twixt Kerry and Cork its bright waters still wind

Where the rival seductions its wavelets so woo

That reluctant at length it bids Kerry adieu.

Then it courteous to Cork low in loyalty bows

Like a maiden convinced by a bold lover’s vows,

And henceforth in allegiance e’er faithful and true

To the land of its choice roams the fair Avondhu.

Over boulder and bar ever onward it sweeps

‘Neath the heights crested once by Clanawly’s proud keeps,

On and on by that land where O'Callaghan’s flag

Waved defiance to the foe from steep castle and crag.

When, as fierce as from black thunder cloud leaps the flame,

From the dark mountain sides rushing clansmen down came,

And when, fleet as the hare when the greyhounds pursue,

Fled the Saxons afar by the fair Avondhu.

‘Mid that lovliest of plains, know as Ealla of old,

Richly girt with the grandeur of blue mountains bold,

Long has Cliodhna, the queen of the fairies, her home

And when dusk’s shadows deepen around loves to roam;

Here she leads her light host in gay revel and dance

When the moon’s mellow beams through the groves shyly glance,

For here Nature spread lavish each charm that she knew

For a Fairyland meet by the fair Avondhu.

With its waves wand’ring on happy glimpses we gain

Of the greatness that gladdened Fearmuighe’s olden reign,

In the ruins of the past through green ivies that peep,

And in cairn-covered hills where its ancient kings sleep.

As reward for his potent enchantment and spell

Old Magh Ruith, none can doubt, made his choice wise and well,

For Fearmuighe’s lovely land teems with magic e’er new

Though the druid dwells no more by the fair Avondhu.

How delightful to linger, with heart well at ease,

By this stream as it swells through Lismore’s verdant leas,

When the wild rose and woodbine o’erhang ev’ry hedge

And glad feet to the flute beat from bank, bower and bridge,

When the evening bells peal over park, glade and wood

Echoing far through the vales o’er its broad glassy flood,

While the shrines of Glencairn delightedly view

Their reflections far down in the fair Avondhu.

On beyond Cappoquin, neath the Knockmealdowns blue,

On by storied Dromana, Affane and Rhincrew,

On by manor and mead, on by fanes once renowned,

Here by towers overhung, here with courtly halls crowned;

‘Tis a dignity dubious that some would assign

Who in compliment call it ‘Our dear Irish Rhine,’

For the Rhine should be rather, with title more true,

By its countrymen labelled ‘The Reich Avondhu.’

In sunshine and shadow it sings as it flows,

By graveyard as blithe as by greenwood it goes,

Not lamenting, like man, a brief day’s fading hours

But priding exultant in e’er growing powers.

By its banks may good lives all draw calm to their close;

May the dust of the dead there find peaceful repose,

And to bliss may the bugle of Final Review

Call those waked when ‘tis wound by the fair Avondhu.

Appendix  

In 1982 Patrick Barry`s son Liam planned to issue an edited version of the works that comprise this volume. In the event, only a very small number of the new edition were produced and these were circulated, only among his family. For the purpose of his edition Liam wrote some additional notes, mostly to explain the circumstances in which the original item was written, but in a few cases the notes expanded substantially on the original. Liam’s note in respect of this item is as follows:

The Fair Avondhu 
The river Blackwater, or Avondhu, has its source near the Cork-Kerry border.  It runs along by Kanturk, Mallow, Fermoy, Lismore and Cappoquin to Youghal and the sea.  It is a noted fishing river, especially from Fermoy onwards, with fine meadowland and some magnificent scenery all about it, the river carries serenity and beauty along its every mile.
