The Mountain Bar.


   Its Immunity

‘Neath one fir tree, a shelter scant,


Beside the road-side heather

Stands Barney’s slated tavern gaunt,


The sport of wind and weather;

‘Tis there, from town and village far, 


Afar from Guard officious,

With nothing near the view to mar


Should aught approach suspicious.

                 Its Patrons.

Through decades Barney’s favoured pub,


All-hampering “hours” defying,

For topers hard had been the hub


From districts wide outlying;

Here round the brightly blazing hearth,


Replenished bowls before them,

They lingered long, oft loth to part


Till day was dawning o’er them.
Nor were there round this fireside set


But sots and tipplers only;

Dear social souls here too were met


Mid sad and soured and lonely;

“Twas here, a haven safe from strife,


Poor Jimeen Joe retreated

When he and Cáit, his worthy wife,


Had argument o’er-heated.

Here, too, sad Meehaul Moor was seen,


His heart with worry wilted,

When, after courtship long he’d been


By faithless Fanny jilted;

While seated nigh was Norry’s Ned,



To shun his spouse’s mother,

When signals showing a rising red


Bespoke a spot of bother.

And card-playing fans o’er ‘forty-fives’


In weathers cold and murky

Spent cheery nights in hard-fought Drives


For choicest goose and turkey;

In sugawn corner-chair at ease


Shawn Dubh, in long orations,

Poured censure stern on Guards, T.D.’s,


Boards, Courts and Corporations.

Oft, too, was seen amongst this cheer,


Poor Theigeen Tim, to smother

His grief for his late partner dear – 


Until he’d get another;

While central midst his gathered guests


Was whiskered Barney, beaming

And hugely pleased with all his jests


As taps kept ceaseless streaming.

         An Unexpected Raid.

One night as maudlin Meehaul Moor



Lay in a corner snoring,

And Norry’s Ned, from shrews secure,


Some Murphy’s Best was lowering,

While sotto voce, Jimeen Joe


His ‘Cruskeen Lawn’ was lauding

And Theigeen Tim, forgot his woe,


Shawn Dubh was loud applauding.

As card-players o’er the latest trick


Were sharp and high disputing, 

And some in hiccupped voices thick


Their stormier friends were soothing;

Lo! As the earliest cock had crowed, 


Into that kitchen crowded,

Through open doors, two figures strode


‘Neath snowflakes deeply shrouded.

The welcome warmth from radiant blaze


These sheeting snows soon melted,

And there before each startled gaze 


Stood Guards in great-coats belted!

From blank amazement’s shock severe


The gamblers, swiftly waking,

Tumultuous rushed for doorways near


O’er all that barred them breaking.

The stakes and scores all now forgot,


O’er tierce and tub they vaulted.

The doorways gained, were free – had not


Strong hands their hurry halted;

Glass beakers meanwhile crashed and broke,


And chairs and stools kept falling,

And Meehaul Moor, from dreams half woke,


Was loud on Fanny calling.

But ‘frighted most, as Guards appeared,


Was he who match had lighted.

When not his pipe but Barney’s beard


He nervously ignited;

While riot reigned thus round the floor,


The Guards, cool pencils plying,

Stood, each beside a bolted door,


All egress stern denying.


        The Prosecutions

The court took, when each case was tried, 


Good records long pre-dating

And close approach of Christmastide


As pleas extenuating;

Except that when Jimeen was named 


By duteous guard attendant,

The Justice, strangely stern, declaimed


Against that mute defendant.

Reminded him he’d wed his spouse


For worse as well as better,

That nights left long in lonely house


Were bound to fright and fret her;

(Which Cáit, the better half, all hears

With pleased approval tittering,

And on Jimeen, nigh shamed to tears,


Throws gloating glances withering).

‘Unkindness could,’ he added, ‘kill


A gentle wife’s devotion,’

(His kerchief here concealed but ill


His risible emotion);

‘Though wives, in truth, are not all saints,


They’ve right to be corrective.

And – if compelled – to make complaints


To sergeant or detective.’

‘Now take, Jimeen, these words to heart’


(He spoke in tone more tender)

‘And from this court you may depart


Dismissed as first offender.’


       The Sequel

Jimeen and those within the hall


Saw clear from this oration

That Cáit had basely sold them all


By secret information;

And circling round her close about, 


With threats and tempers rising,

‘Informer !’ o’er and o’er they shout


With gestures terrorizing.

The sergeant saw, and heard, and smiled;


No more reports vindictive,

No midnight raids in weather wild


Enforcing ‘hours’ restrictive;

He blessed the jovial Justice too


Who took the tip collusive

And who, an old-time neighbour, knew


Cáit’s tendencies abusive.

Now Barney’s pub its course pursues,


No Guards its guests e’er troubling,

And day and night for crowding queues


The brimming bowls are bubbling;

In Lawn-a-Waula all may share


And, doubt it as thou mayest,

Jimeen’s of all the happiest there,


The merriest and the gayest.

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 Mountain Bar 
The events set out here are based substantially on fact. They relate to a well known pub a few miles from Midleton, on the northern side; they took place in the early days of the infant Irish State. 

