Shadowing a North Cork Fenian.
In the late Eighties the Irish Land Question was a source of much anxiety and worry to the authorities in Dublin Castle, then the seat of British rule in this country.  Agitators were busy in many parts of the land, and their elusive tactics frequently baffled police and detectives.

In these circumstances the authorities added a new approach to the solution of its Irish problems, a system which became notorious under the name of ‘Shadowing.’  Certain policemen were deputed to attend public meetings and such places as fairs and markets where numbers of people congregated; each policeman was to take a ‘suspect’ in charge, to note his associates and his general activities with a view to procuring such evidence as would lead to his being successfully prosecuted.

The following lines are based (allowing for variation of details) on a ‘Shadowing’ incident which occurred on a Fair Day in Fermoy at the period alluded to:

The Shadower in Action
The morning mists, stretched from the peaks

Of Knockmealdown to Galtee’s reeks,

Blackwater’s vales no longer vex – 

Bright April’s sun shines down;

On Comragh’s lofty crest it gleams,

O’er Decies’ country-side it beams,

And pours its rays in golden streams

Upon the throbbing town.

For here Fermoy holds Fair to-day, 

And flocks and herds in dense array

From radiating miles away

Are gathered on its ‘Green.’

Through early hours from far and near

Have men with beasts been mustering here – 

For greatest fair of all the year

This April-tide has been.

Now circling close each pen-side round

Are buyers brisk and sellers found

With prices mounting, pound by pound,

As bargains hard are made;

And oft when diff’ring viewpoints tend

Agreement’s chances all to end,

Some friendly neighbours freely lend 

Their reconciling aid.

With scenes that sale and barter yield

The wide-extended market-field

A busy bustling scene revealed

As hours successive passed.

With bus’ness air men seemed imbued;

No lounging idlers here are viewed

– Except, indeed, yon peeler should

With such a crowd be classed?

For sure no zeal can animate

That slouching, apathetic gait;

No purpose serious can wait

On such insouciant pace?

His listlessness seems to suggest 

That not a thought within his breast

Doth on the crowds around him rest

For one brief moment’s space.

But ‘neath this well-assumed disguise

That peeler has both ears and eyes

Which are to men and matters wise

In those he moves among;

For he has orders, strict and stern,

To ‘shadow’ on that Fair Day morn,

Wher’er his steps may tread or turn,

One who was suspect strong.

He must his man keep well in sight

Through hours the Fair is at its height,

Must duly note each move that might

Against him militate.

The peeler started on his beat, 

Impressed with need for caution meet

Lest word or action indiscreet

Suspicion should create.

But soon, alas, his ardour hot

The better of his prudence got

And, trying once to overhear

A long and keen discussion’s trend

Between the suspect and a friend,

He drew forgetful near.

The peeler’s patent listening pose

At once unto the suspect shows

The ‘shadower’ on his track !

A moment’s brief indignant thought

To him a bright idea brought;

And, cool as though he’d noticed nought,

He drew a distance back.

Full mindful of commands severe

That, while he kept well in the rere,

The suspect ne’er must disappear

One moment from his view,

The peeler, true to task assigned,

Now followed closely on behind –

But soon the suspect’s pace unkind

Yet fast and faster grew.

The peeler then, with lengthened stride, 

To match the other’s movements tried;

Yet soon a distance stretching wide

Between them grew apace.

With footsteps faster than before

The fearsome peeler forward bore,

And drops of sweat began to pour

From brow and neck and face.

His shoulders square the suspect shook;

With swinging arms away he struck;

Through hampering herds and hostings broke

Like greyhound from the slip.

Off dashed the peeler in pursuit

Alike ignoring man and brute,

And needing neither horn nor hoot

A pathway clear to keep.

With hand, to clench a deal, upraised

Paused open-mouthed men amazed

To watch what seemed two patients crazed

Escaped from key and lock !

But, waking from their stunned surprise,

The circumstances soon they size

And with ‘hurrahs’ and cheers and cries

The panting peeler mock.

On round the Fair-field’s ample space

The hunt proceeds with hastening pace,

And streaming down the peeler’s face

Free perspiration flows.

With belt and tunic opened loose,

Allowing muscles freer use,

The chase he resolute pursues

Nor wearies of his woes.

Round cart and crib and cattle-shed

The line elusive long had led

When for ‘The Square’ the suspect sped

With grit and strength unflagged.

Nor yielded yet his foe a foot,

Though white lips showed incipient froth,

And elbows conic sections cut

While knees unsteady sagged.

Word soon to store and office spreads;

Through windows high showed women’s heads,

But as the chase unchecked proceeds

The peeler all ignores.

And while the mimic marathon

Through street and street goes ceaseless on

Scared herds stampede, round wildly run,

And drovers’ dander soars.

The race prolonged at length has wound

The town’s extent and suburbs round

Till back the pair have got to ground

They left in earlier morn.

Here through a tavern’s portals wide

They burst ‘mid rows close ranged inside;

Smash bottles, pints, and bowls allied

And tables fast o’erturn.

Journey’s End

With speed to shame a shooting star

They flash across the crowded bar,

And all that might their movements mar

They scatter right and left.

As from the blue had bomb been flung

Abruptly ceases maudlin song !

And pathway through the muted throng

Our twain had well-nigh cleft,

When from a cosy corner seat

Two ancient topers, tête-à-tête,

Fast staggered to unsteady feet

To leave that dang’rous place;

As one, in comic effort, clings

Hard to his pint, a stumble swings

His arm; and pint and porter flings

Right in the peeler’s face !

