Lisfinny Castle.
A Desmond stronghold near Tallow, Co Waterford

Above the winding waters of the storied river Bride

Where stands the town of Tallow close beside its silvery tide,

An ancient castle raises high its ivy-mantled head

And looks o’er Decies’ vales beneath far east and west outspread

When Desmonds, in their days of power, ruled over Munster wide

Amongst their noblest keeps was this, Lisfinny by the Bride.

Their blazoned banner proudly flew above its towers and forts

And pomp and splendour reigned within its lordly halls and courts.

And here were martial gatherings of Decies’ warriors tried

When summons from Lisfinny’s lord brought clansmen to his side;

And ill it were for foes they met along the Bride’s fair banks

When loud the cry of “Croom Abu” rose from their marshalled ranks.

What retribution great and grim those robber spoilers paid

When Decies’ sword upon them fell with blow ne’er long delayed;

When booty rich was swept along from hostile neighbours’ bawns

To swell the flocks and herd that browsed on green Lisfinny’s lawns.

What festive hundreds revelled round Lisfinny’s bounteous board,

When Decies had its battles won and sheathed was its sword,

While mirth and song resounded far and harpers hymned their praise

Of courtly dames and belted knights and deeds of olden days.

Ah, truly, pomp and pride and power are playthings of a day!

No Desmond in Lisfinny has for centuries long held sway;

No banners fluttering in the breeze are seen above it, save

The trailing ivy wreaths that o’er its roofless ramparts wave.

The gorgeous halls whose furnishings in gleaming settings shone

Are ruined now and weeds o’ergrown replace their glories gone;

The walls with treasured trophies hung, hard won in war and chase,

The creeping lichens now begrime and mosses dank deface.

Yes, bravely though the Desmonds held their valleys far and wide,

And few the foemen ever dared their battle-onset bide,

‘Gainst artful foes unscrupulous their valour all was vain

And Desmond’s star at length went down, ne’er more to rise again.

All sadly, then, Lisfinny’s tower, deep scarred by war and blast,

In noteless solitude remained while many a long year passed,

Those years when ‘neath an alien yoke our helpless country groaned

And trebly crushed were those who tilled the land their masters owned.

To-day Lisfinny’s ruined walls high o’er the shining Bride

But bring us mem’ries of the blood that once its waters dyed;

Of lances set, of charging ranks, of battles’ rage and roar,

Of friends and foes who, side by side, sleep now and for ever-more.

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:

Lisfinny Castle 

The ruins of Lisfinny Castle, an ancient stronghold of the Munster Geraldines, are high over and close to the river Bride where it leaves County Cork for County Waterford. This is within a short distance of the town of Tallow. 
The castle was erected by the Normans some years after they had taken over the southern part of the country. For many centuries it was occupied by prominent Norman noblemen. In 1420 it was the seat of the Earl of Desmond, and about a century later it was in the hands of Sir John of Desmond, as he was called, brother of the then Earl of Desmond. Sir John was married to a daughter of another titled nobleman, the Earl of Clanrickard.

One would accordingly tend to associate the castle with the Establishment magnates throughout, but Sir John of Desmond was one of the rebel Geraldines. In fact he was leader of the rebel forces during a period in the second half of the sixteenth century. On one occasion he had Lisfinny guarded by a contingent of Spaniards while he was busy fighting elsewhere.
In 1580 the Earl of Ormonde got hold of the castle and burned what was burnable of it. Some time later however the castle was habitable once more, and it was included in properties granted to the adventurer Walter Raleigh. 
Raleigh lived for a while in the Tallow area. (His connection with Youghal is well known.) But all the time he had more ambitious designs in mind. Countries, not castles, were what he wanted to incorporate in the Empire. And after a while Lisfinny  passed out of his hands.
In the late Eighteen Eighties an incident involving Douglas Pyne, took place at the castle which gave the old ruin and the area, wide publicity. This is narrated in the poem on page56.
After Pyne slipped down from his perch he went to Cobh where he boarded a boat bound for England.
Soon afterwards he entered, or tried to enter, the House of Commons. He was arrested and sent back for trial in Ireland. The authorities, probably reluctant to give him more cheap publicity, left him off lightly. Afterwards he fell over-board and was tragically drowned in the course of one of his journeys to London.
For many years the episode at Lisfinny was the subject of much gleeful comment in the south of the country, and in places away from the area, especially in the many haunts of the exiled Irish abroad.
