The Legend of Tobareen Donal.

Some two miles northwards from the Bride

Midway ‘twixt Corrin’s mountain side

And fair Rathcormac’s meadows wide,



Lived Donal Og McCarthy;

Though often ‘mid his youth’s compeers

His prowess won resounding cheers

A cripple sad he’d been for years



Though yet not more than forty.

This Donal was a peasant poor,

His only wealth a mountain moor

Where hard he laboured to procure



Good turf by neighbours needed;

These strenuous toilings taxed him sore,

They pained his palsied limbs the more,

But when the wolf is at the door



Griefs lighter go unheeded.

He one day plied his bogman’s craft, 

Through hours severe relaxing oft,

Until he’d cast on bank aloft



At length a piled-up heap;

Then, pipe alight, from labour stayed

Beneath a nearby hawthorn’s shade

He sat, and with fatigue o’erweighed



Was soon in slumber deep.

While sleeping long and deeply here

He dreamt a holy well was near

Whose wondrous waters, pure and clear, 


Would cure his every pain;

Although his vivid dreamings clung

To Donal’s wakened senses long,

He tried to think them phantoms ‘mong


The mind’s illusions vain.

But, as if credence to compel

And doubts persistent to dispel,

Again he dreamed of that same well



And ev’n a third time dreamed:

The gushing spring, the whin-blooms near, 

The stunted trees, their branches sere;

The voice that spake – all, all more clear,



In dreams successive seemed.

These repetitions so impressed

The dreamer, that their truth to test,

He searched the moorland round in quest



Of that thrice-visioned fountain;

And, as his dreamings had revealed, 

The well, ‘neath willows half concealed,

He found within a whin-grown field



That stretched beside the mountain.

He sensed, he felt, he knew at once

(Yea, ere he’d gained a second glance)

Those waters rose not in response



To nature’s normal law;

And while upon the scene he gazed

With many a muttered ‘God be praised,’

His pains had gone! and Donal dazed,



Stood there in eerie awe.

Soon hundreds hied o’er vale and hill

To find, when failed physician’s skill,

A healing here for every ill



Of body, soul and mind;

Their hapless hearts with sufferings scored

In Round on Round appeals outpoured,

And, filled with joy of Faith’s reward,



Left many a grief behind.

Shrined humbly midst the girdling moor,

Like modest grace ‘neath garments poor,

More prized its worth the more obscure



And lowly was its state;

Down through the years its ‘Pattern Day’

Brought crowds from near and far away

Through penitential hours to pray



And plead and supplicate.

These hallowed waters yet upwell;

And though no hostings round them swell,

Here patrons oft their paters tell



With fond confiding faith

Nor do these pilgrims vainly pray;

As potent as in Donal’s day

Their precious part these waters play


On Corrin’s mountain heath.
